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DRAMATIS  PERSONM 

HbCALUS,  Prince  of  Verona. 

Paris,  a  young  Nobleman,  Kinsman  to  the  Prince. 

Montague,    )    Heads  of  two  Houses,  at  variance  with 

Capulet,        (  each  other. 

Uncle  to  Capulet. 

Romeo,  Son  to  Montague. 

Mercutio,  Kitismantothe  Prince,  and  Friend  to  Romeo. 

Benvolio,  Nephew  to  Montague,  a?id  Friend  to  Romeo. 

TvbaLT,  Nep/iew  to  Lady  Capulet. 

Friar  Laurence,  a  Franciscan. 

Friar  John,  of  tJie  same  Order. 

Balthasar,  Servant  to  Romeo. 

Sampson,   (  ^  ^   ^  ^  /  . 

Gregory,  \  Servants  to  Capulet. 

Peter,  Se}-vant  to  Juliet's  nurse. 

Abraham,  Servant  to  Montague. 

An  Apothecary. 

Three  Alusiciatis. 

Page  to  Paris;  another  Page ;  an  Officer, 

Lady  Montague,   Wife  to  Montague. 
Lady  Capulet,  Wife  to  Capulet. 
Juliet,  Daughter  to  Capulet. 
Nurse  to  Juliet. 

Citizens  of  Verona  ;  Kinsfolk  of  both  Houses ;  Maskers, 
Guards,  Watchmen,  and  Attendants. 

Chorus. 

SCENE 

Durittg  the  greater  Part  of  t lie  Play  in  Verona  :  o>ue,  in 

the  fifth  Act,  at  Mantua, 


ROMEO    AND   JULIET 

PROLOGUE 

Enter  Chorus. 

Two  households,  both  alike  in  dignity. 

In  fair  Verona,  where  ive  lay  our  scene. 
From  ancient  grudge  break  to  new  mutiny. 

Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  nnclean. 
From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  these  two  foes 

A  pair  of  star-cross'  d  loveis  take  their  life  ; 
Whose  misadventur' d  piteous  overthrotvs 

Do  ^vith  their  death  bury  their  parents''  strife. 
The  fearful  passage  of  their  death-marked  love. 

And  the  continuance  of  their  parents^  I'cig^, 
Which,  but  their  children's  end,  nought  could  remove,  ■ 

Is  now  the  two  hours'  traffic  of  02cr  stage  ; 
The  which  if  you  with  pat  ietit  cars  attend. 
What  here  shall  miss,  our  toil  shall  strive  to  mend. 

Exit, 


ACT  I 

SCENE  \.— Verona.     A  public  Place. 

Enter  Sampson  and  Gregory,  armed  with  swords 
and  bucklers. 

Samp.  Gregory,  o'  my  word,  we  '11  not  carry  coals. 
Gre.  No,  for  then  we  should  be  colliers. 
Samp.  I  mean,  an  we  be  in  choler,  we  '11  draw. 
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Grc.  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out  o'  the 
collar. 

Samp.  I  strike  quickly,  being  moved. 

Gre.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  moved  to  strike. 

Samp.  A  dog  of  the  house  of  Montague  moves  me. 

Gre.  To  move  is  to  stir,  and  to  be  valiant  is  to 
stand  ;  therefore,  if  thou  art  moved,  thourunnest  away. 

Samp.  A  dog  of  that  house  shall  move  me  to  stand  : 
I  will  take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of  Montague's. 

Gre.  That  shows  thee  a  weak  slave  ;  for  the  weakest 
goes  to  the  wall. 

Samp.  'Tis  true  ;  and  therefore  women,  being  the 
veaker  vessels,  are  ever  thnist  to  the  wall  :  therefore 
I  will  push  Montague's  men  from  the  wall,  and  thnist 
his  maids  to  the  mmII. 

Gre.  The  quarrel  is  between  our  masters  and  us 
their  men. 

Samp.  'Tis  all  one,  I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant : 
when  I  have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  cruel  with 
the  maids  ;  I  -will  cut  off  their  heads. 
Gre.  The  heads  of  the  maids  ? 

Samp.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their  maiden- 
heads ;  take  it  in  what  sense  thou  wilt. 

Gre.  They  must  take  it  in  sense  that  feel  it. 

Samp.  Me  they  shall  feel  while  I  am  able  to  stand  ; 
and  'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  flesh. 

Gre.  'Tis  well  thou  art  not  fish  ;  if  thou  hadst,  thou 
hadst  been  poor  John.  Draw  thy  tool  ;  here  comes  two 
of  the  house  of  the  Montagues. 

Enk-r  Abraham  and  Balthasar. 

Samp.  My  naked  weapon  is  out:  quarrel;  1  will 
back  thee. 

Gre.  How  !  turn  thy  back  and  run  ? 

Samp.  Fear  me  not. 

Gre,  No,  marry  ;  I  fear  thee  ! 
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Samp.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  sides :  let  them  begin. 

Gre.  I  will  frown  as  I  pass  by,  and  let  them  take  it 
as  they  list. 

Samp.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  thumb  at 
them  ;  which  is  a  disgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir  ? 

Samp.  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  sir. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir  ? 

Samp.  Aside  to  Gregory.  Is  the  law  of  our  side  if 
T  say  ay  ? 

Gre.  No. 

Samp.  No,  sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you,  sir  ; 
but  I  bite  my  thumb,  sir. 

Gre.  Do  you  quarrel,  sir  ? 

Abr.  Quarrel,  sir  !  no,  sir. 

Samp.  If  you  do,  sir,  I  am  for  you  :  I  serve  as  good 
a  man  as  you. 

Abr.  No  better. 

Samp.  Well,  sir. 

Enter  Bexvolio, 

Gre,   Aside  to  Sampsox.   Say  '  better ' :  here  com.es 

one  of  my  master's  kinsmen. 
Samp.  Yes,  better,  sir. 
Abr.  You  lie. 
Samp.  Draw,  if  you  be  men.     Gregory,  remember 

thy  swashing  blow.  They  fight- 

Ben.   Part,  fools! 

Put  up  your  swords  :  you  know  not  what  you  do. 

Beats  dcnvn  their  mwds-. 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Tyb.  What  !  art  thou  drawn  among  these  hearties^; 
hinds  ? 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben.   I  do  but  keep  the  peace  :  put  up  thy  sword, 
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Or  manage  it  to  part  these  men  with  me. 

Tyb.  What !  drawn,  and  talic  of  peace  ;  I  hate  the 
word, 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee. 
Have  at  thee,  coward  !  They  fight. 

Enter  several  of  both  houses,  xvho  join  the  fray  ; 
then  enter  Citizens,  with  clubs. 

First  Cit.   Clubs,  bills,  and  partisans  !  strike  !  beat 
them  down  ! 
Down  with  the  Capulets  !  down  with  the  Montagues  ! 

Enter  CAPULEVin  his  goziui :  and  Lady  C A  PC  let. 

Cap.  What  noise  is  this?    Give  me  my  long  sword, 

ho! 
Lady  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch  !    Why  call  you  for  a 

sword  ? 
Cap.  My  sword,  I  say  !  Old  Montague  is  come, 
And  flourishes  his  blade  in  spite  of  me. 

Enter  Montague  and  Lady  Montague. 

Mon.    Thou  villain  Capulet  !     Hold  me   not :    let 

me  go. 
Lady  Mon.  Thou  shalt  not  stir  one  foot  to  seek  a  foe. 

Enter  PRINCE,  -with  his  Train. 

Prince.   Rebellious  subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 
Profaners  of  this  neighbour-stained  steel, — 
Will  they  not  hear?    What  ho  !  you  men,  you  beasts, 
That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernicious  rage 
With  purple  fountains  issuing  from  your  veins. 
On  pain  of  torture,  from  those  bloody  hands 
Throw  your  mistemper'd  weapons  to  the  ground, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  your  moved  prince.  > 
Three  civil  brawls,  bred  of  an  airy  word, 
By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Montague, 
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Have  thrice  disturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  >treet>, 

And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens 

Cast  by  their  grave  beseeming  ornaments, 

To  wield  old  partisans,  in  hands  as  old, 

Canker'd  with  peace,  to  part  your  canker'd  hate. 

If  ever  you  disturb  our  streets  again 

Your  lives  shall  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 

For  this  time,  all  the  rest  depart  away  : 

You,  Capulet,  shall  go  along  with  me  ; 

And,  Montague,  come  you  this  afternoon 

To  know  our  further  pleasure  in  this  case, 

To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgment-place. 

Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart. 

Exeunt  all  hut  JIoxTAGCE,  Lady  Montague, 
ami  Bekvolio. 

Mon.  Who  set  this  ancient  quarrel  new  abroach  ? 
Speak,  nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began  ? 

Beu.  Here  were  the  servants  of  your  adversary 
And  yours  close  fighting  ere  I  did  approach  : 
I  di-e\v  to  part  them  ;  in  the  instant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  with  his  sword  prepar'd, 
Which,  as  he  breath'd  defiance  to  my  ears, 
He  swung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds, 
Who  nothing  hurt  withal  hiss'd  him  in  scorn. 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrusts  and  blows, 
Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

Lady  Moji.    O  !    where  is  Romeo  ?    saw  you  him 
to-day  ? 
Right  glad  I  am  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 

Ben.   Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worshipp'd  sun 
Peer'd  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  east, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad  ; 
Where,  underneath  the  grove  of  sycamore 
That  westward  rooteth  from  the  city's  side, 
So  early  walking  did  I  see  your  son  : 
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i  owards  him  I  made  ;  but  he  was  ware  of  me, 

And  stole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood  : 

I,  measuring  his  affections  by  my  own. 

That  most  are  busied  when  they  're  most  alone, 

I'ursu'd  my  humour  not  pursuing  his, 

And  gladly  shunn'd  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Mo7i.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  seen, 
With  tears  augmenting  the  fresh  morning's  dew, 
Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  sighs  : 
15ut  all  so  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun 
Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 
The  shady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed. 
Away  from  light  steals  home  my  heavy  son, 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himself. 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  daylight  out, 
And  makes  himself  an  artificial  night. 
Black  and  portentous  must  this  humour  prove 
Unless  good  counsel  may  the  cause  remove. 

Ben.  My  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  cause? 

Mon.   I  neither  know  it  nor  can  learn  of  him. 

Ben.  Have  you  importun'd  him  by  any  means  ? 

Mon.  Both  by  myself  and  m.any  other  friends  : 
But  he,  his  own  affections'  counsellor, 
Is  to  himself,  I  will  not  say  how  true. 
But  to  himself  so  secret  and  so  close. 
So  far  from  sounding  and  discover)'. 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm, 
Ere  he  can  spread  his  sweet  leaves  to  the  air, 
Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  sun. 
Could  we  but  learn  from  v.hence  his  sorro^\■^  grow, 
We  would  as  willingly  give  cure  as  know. 

Enter  ROMEO, 

Ben.   See   where  he   comes  :    so  please   you,  step 
aside  ; 
1 11  l^now  his  grievance,  or  be  much  denied. 
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Mo)i.   I  would  thou  wert  so  happy  by  thy  stay, 
To  hear  true  shrift.     Come,  madam,  let 's  away. 

Exeunt  Montague  and  Lady. 

Ben.   Good  morrow,  cousin. 

Rom.  Is  the  day  so  young  ? 

Ben.  But  new  struck  nine. 

Rom.  Ay  me  I  sad  hours  seem  loni^. 

Was  that  my  father  that  went  hence  so  fast  ? 

Ben.   It   was.      What  sadness  lengthens  Romeo's 
hours  ? 

Rom.  Not  having  that,  which,  having,  makes  theiit 
short. 

Ben,  In  love  ? 

Rom.  Out— 

Ben.  Of  love? 

Rom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  in  love. 

Ben.  Alas  !  that  love,  so  gentle  in  his  view, 
Sliould  be  so  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof. 

Rom.   Alas  !  that  love,  whose  view  is  muffled  still, 
Should,  without  eyes,  see  pathways  to  his  will. 
Where  shall  we  dine  ?    O  me  !    What  fray  was  here  ? 
Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 
Here 's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love  : 
Why  then,  O  brawling  love  !    O  loving  hate  I 
O  any  thing  !  of  nothing  first  created. 
O  heavy  lightness  !  serious  vanity  1 
Misshapen  chaos  of  well-seeming  forms  I 
Feather  of  lead,  bright  smoke,  cold  fire,  sick  heaUli  I 
Still-waking  sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is  I 
This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 
Dost  thou  not  laugh  ? 

Ben.  No,  coz,  I  rather  weep. 

Rom.   Good  heart,  at  what  ? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  heart's  oppression. 

Rom.  Why,  such  is  love's  transgression. 
Griefs  of  mine  own  He  heavy  in  my  breast, 
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Which  thou  wilt  propagate  to  have  it  press'd 
With  more  of  thine  :  this  love  that  thou  hast  shown 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  smoke  made  with  the  fume  of  sighs  ; 
Being  purg'd,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers'  eyes  ; 
Being  vex'd,  a  sea  nourished  with  lovers'  tears  : 
What  is  it  else  ?  a  madness  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet. 
Farewell,  my  coz. 

Beu.  Soft,  I  will  go  along  ; 

An  if  you  leave  me  so,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Rom.  Tut !  I  have  lost  myself;  I  am  not  here  ; 
This  is  not  Romeo,  he 's  some  other  where. 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  sadness,  who  is  that  you  love. 

Rof?i.   What  I  shall  I  groan  and  tell  thee  ? 

Boi.  Groan  !  why,  no  ; 

But  sadly  tell  me  who. 

Rom.   Bid  a  sick  man  in  sadness  make  his  will ; 
Ah  !  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  so  ill. 
In  sadness,  cousin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  so  near  when  I  supposed  you  lov'd. 

Rom.  A  right  good  mark-man !  And  she  's  fair  I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  soonest  hit. 

Rovi.  Well,  in  that  hit  you  miss  :  she  '11  not  be  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrow  ;  she  hath  Dian's  wit ; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm'd, 
From  love's  weak  childish  bow  she  lives  unharm'd. 
She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms, 
Nor  bide  the  encounter  of  assailing  eyes. 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold  : 
O  !  she  is  rich  in  beauty  ;  only  poor 
That  when  she  dies,  with  beauty  dies  her  store. 

Ben.  Then  she  hath  sworn  that  she  will  still  live 
chaste  ? 

Rom.  She  hath,  and  in  that  sparing  makes  huge 
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For  beauty  starv'd  with  her  seventy 
Cuts  beauty  off  from  all  posterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wise,  wisely  too  fair. 
To  merit  bliss  by  making  me  despair  : 
She  hath  forsworn  to  love,  and  in  that  vow 
Do  I  live  dead  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 

Beyi.   Be  rul'd  by  me  ;  forget  to  think  of  her. 

Rom.   O  !  teach  me  how  I  should  forget  to  think. 

Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes  : 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Rom.  'Tis  the  way 

To  call  hers  exquisite,  in  question  more. 
These  happy  masks  that  kiss  fair  ladies'  brows 
Being  black  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair  ; 
He  that  is  strucken  blind  cannot  forget 
The  pi-ecious  treasure  of  his  eyesight  lost : 
Show  me  a  mistress  that  is  passing  fair. 
What  doth  her  beauty  serve  but  as  a  note 
Where  I  may  read  who  pass'd  that  passing  fair? 
Farewell :  thou  canst  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Ben,  I  '11  pay  that  doctrine,  or  else  die  in  debt. 

Exetint. 


SCEXE  W.  — The  Same.     A  Street. 
Enter  Capulet,  Paris,  and Seii'ant. 

Cap.  But  Montague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alike  ;  and  'tis  not  hard,  I  think, 
For  men  so  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par,  Of  honourable  reckoning  are  you  botli  ; 
And  pity  'tis  you  liv'd  at  odds  so  long. 
But  now,  my  lord,  what  say  you  to  my  suit  ? 

Cap,  But  saying  o'er  what  I  have  said  before 
My  child  is  yet  a  stranger  in  the  world, 
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She  hath  not  seen  the  change  of  fourteen  years  ; 
Let  two  more  summers  wither  in  their  pride 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 

Par.  Younger  than  she  are  happy  mothers  made. 

Cap.  And  too  soon  marr'd  are  those  so  early  made. 
The  earth  hath  swallow'd  all  my  hopes  but  she, 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth  : 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  consent  is  but  a  part  ; 
An  she  agree,  within  her  scope  of  choice 
Lies  my  consent  and  fair  according  voice. 
This  night  I  hold  an  old  accustom'd  feast, 
Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  guest 
Such  as  I  love  ;  and  you,  among  the  store, 
One  more,  most  welcome,  makes  my  number  more. 
At  my  poor  house  look  to  behold  this  night 
Earth-treading  stars  that  make  dark  heaven  light  : 
Such  comfort  as  do  lusty  young  men  feel 
When  well-apparell'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  Avinter  treads,  even  such  delight 
Among  fresh  female  buds  shall  you  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  house ;  hear  all,  all  see. 
And  like  her  most  whose  merit  most  shall  be  : 
Which  on  more  view,  of  many  mine  being  one 
May  stand  in  number,  though  in  reckoning  none. 
Come,  go  with  me.  To  Servant,  giving  a  paper. 

Go,  sin-ah,  trudge  about 
Through  fair  Verona  ;  find  those  persons  out 
WTiose  names  are  written  there,  and  to  them  say, 
My  house  and  welcome  on  their  pleasure  stay. 

Exetmt  Capulet  and  Paris, 

Serv.  Find  them  out  whose  names  are  written  here  ! 
It  is  written  that  the  shoemaker  should  meddle  with 
his  yard,  and  the  tailor  with  his  last,  the  fisher  with  his 
pencil,  and  the  painter  with  his  nets  ;  but  I  am  sent  to 
find  tliose  persons  v.-hose  names  are  here  writ,  and  can 
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never  find  what  names  the  writing  person  hath  here 
writ.     I  must  to  the  learned.     In  good  time. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Romeo. 

Ben.  Tut  I  man,  one  fire  bums  out  another's  burning, 

One  pain  is  lessen'd  by  another's  anguish  ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning  ; 

One  desperate  gi-ief  cures  with  another's  languish : 
Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  thy  eye, 
And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die. 

RojH.  Your  plantain  leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Ben.  For  what,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Rom.  For  your  broken  shin. 

Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Rof?i.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  madman  is ; 
Shut  up  in  prison,  kept  without  my  food, 
Whipp'd  and  tormented,  and — Good  den,  good  fellow. 

.SV;7'.  God  gi'  good  den.    I  pray,  sir,  can  you  read  ? 

Rotn.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  misery. 

Se)-z'.  Perhaps  you  have  learned  it  without  book  : 
but,  I  pray,  can  you  read  any  thing  you  see  ? 

Rom.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  letters  and  the  language. 

Sej-v.  Ye  say  honestly  ;  rest  you  merry. 

Rovi.   Stay,  fellow  ;  I  can  read. 

Signior  Martina  and  his  wife  and  daughters  ;  County 
Anselme  and  his  beauteous  sisters ;  the  lady  widoiu  of 
Vitruvio  ;  Signior  Placejttio  aiid  his  lovely  nieces  ;  Mer- 
adio  and  his  bi'other  Valentine ;  mine  uncle  Capulet, 
his  wife  and  daughters  ;  my  fair  niece  Rosaline  ;  Livia  : 
Signior  Valentio  and  his  cortsin  Tybalt ;  Lucio  and  the 
lively  Helena. 

A  fair  assembly ;  whither  should  they  come-  ? 
Serv.  Up. 
Rom.  Whither? 
Sen'.  To  supper  ;  to  our  house. 
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Roin.  Whose  house  ? 

Serv.  My  master's. 

Rom.  Indeed,  I  should  have  asked  you  that  before. 

Serv.  Now  I  '11  tell  you  without  asking.  My  master 
is  the  great  rich  Capulet ;  and  if  you  be  not  of  the  house 
of  Montagues,  I  pray,  come  and  crush  a  cup  of  wine. 
Rest  you  merry  !  Exit, 

Ben.  At  this  same  ancient  feast  of  Capulet's 
Sups  the  fair  Rosaline,  M'hom  thou  so  lov'st, 
With  all  the  admired  beauties  of  Verona  : 
Go  thither  ;  and  with  unattainted  eye 
Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show. 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  swan  a  crow. 

Rojn.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

Maintains  such  falsehood,  then  turn  tears  to  fires  I 
And  these,  who  often  drown'd  could  never  die, 

Transparent  heretics,  be  burnt  for  liars  ! 
One  fairer  than  my  love  !  the  all-seeing  sun 
Ne'er  saw  her  match  since  first  the  world  begun. 

Ben.  Tut !  you  saw  her  fair,  none  else  being  by, 
Herself  pois'd  with  herself  in  either  eye  ; 
But  in  that  crystal  scales  let  there  be  weigh 'd 
Your  lady's  love  against  some  other  maid 
That  I  will  show  you  shining  at  this  feast. 
And  she  shall  scant  show  well  that  now  shows  best. 

RojJi.   I  '11  go  along,  no  such  sight  to  be  shown, 
But  to  rejoice  in  splendour  of  mine  own.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  \\\.—The  Same.     A  Room  in  Capulet's 
Hottse. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Lady  Cap.  Nurse,  where 's  my  daughter  ?  call  her 

forth  to  me. 
Nurse.  Now,  by  my  maidenhead,  at  twelve  year  old, 
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I  bade  her  come.     What,  lamb  !  what,  lady-bird  ! 
God  forbid  !    Where  's  this  girl  ?   What,  Juliet  ! 

Enter  Juliet, 

Jul.  How  now  !  who  calls  ? 

Nurse.  Your  mother. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  here. 

What  is  your  will  ? 

Lady  Cap.  This  is  the  mailer.     Xurse,  give  leave 
awhile, 
We  must  tallc  in  secret :  nurse,  come  back  again  ; 
I  have  remember'd  me,  thou  's  hear  our  counsel. 
Thou  know'st  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 

Nurse.  Faith,  I  can  teli  her  age  unto  an  hour. 

Lady  Cap.   She  's  not  fourteen. 

Nurse.  I  '11  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth, 

And  yet,  to  my  teen  be  it  spoken,  I  have  but  four, 
She  is  not  fourteen.     How  long  is  it  now 
To  Lammas-tide  ? 

Lady  Cap.  A  fortnight  and  odd  days. 

Nurse.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year. 
Come  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen. 
Susan  and  she — God  rest  all  Chiistian  souls  ! — 
Were  of  an  age.     Well,  Susan  is  with  God  ; 
She  was  too  good  for  me.     But,  as  I  said, 
On  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen  ; 
That  shall  she,  marry  ;  I  remember  it  well. 
'Tis  since  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years  ; 
And  she  was  wean'd,  I  never  shall  forget  it, 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day  ; 
For  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug, 
Sitting  in  the  sun  under  the  dove-house  wall ; 
My  lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua. 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain  : — but,  as  I  said, 
When  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  the  nipple 
Of  my  dug  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool  ! 
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To  see  it  tetchy  and  fall  out  with  the  dug. 

'  Shake, '  quoth  the  dove- house :  'twas  no  need,  I  trow, 

To  bid  me  trudge  : 

And  since  that  time  it  is  eleven  years  ; 

For  then  she  could  stand  alone  ;  nay,  by  llic  rood, 

She  could  have  run  and  waddled  all  about ; 

For  even  the  day  before  she  broke  her  broM" : 

And  then  my  husband,  God  be  with  his  soul  I 

A'  was  a  merry  man,  took  up  the  child  : 

'Yea,'  quoth  he,  'dost  thou  fall  upon  thy  fi^ce? 

Thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  hast  more  wit ; 

Wilt  thou  not,  Jule  ? '  and,  by  my  halidom, 

The  pretty  wretch  left  crying,  and  said  *  Ay. ' 

To  see  now  how  a  jest  shall  come  about ! 

I  warrant,  an  I  should  live  a  thousand  years, 

I  never  should  forget  it  :   '  Wilt  thou  not,  Tide  ? "  (juolh 

he; 
And,  pretty  fool,  it  stinted  and  said  'Ay.' 

Latiy  Cap.   Enough  of  this;  I  pray  thee,  hold  thy 

peace. 
A'ursc.  Yes,  madam.   Yet  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh, 
To  think  it  should  leave  crj-ing,  and  say  '  Ay  " : 
And  yet,  I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  bump  as  big  as  a  young  cockerel's  stone  ; 
A  perilous  knock  ;  and  it  cried  bitterly  : 
'  Yea,'  quoth  my  husband,  '  fallVt  upon  thy  face  ? 
Thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  com'st  to  age  ; 
Wilt  thou  not,  Jule?'  it  stinted  and  said  'Ay.' 
Jul.  And  stint  thou  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurse,  say  I. 
Nurse.  Peace,  Ihavedone.  God  mark  thee  tohisgrace! 
Thou  wast  the  prettiest  babe  that  e'er  I  nurs'd  : 
A"  I  might  live  to  see  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wish. 

Lady  Cap.  Marry,  that  '  many '  is  the  veiy  ihcmc 
I  come  to  talk  of.     Tell  me,  daughter  Juliet, 
How  stands  your  disposition  to  be  married  ? 
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Jul.  It  is  an  honour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurse.  An  honour  !  were  not  I  thine  only  nurse, 
I  would  say  thou  hadst  suck'd  wisdom  from  thy  teat. 

Lady  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  now  ;  younger 
than  you, 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  esteem, 
Are  made  already  mothers  :  by  my  count, 
I  was  your  mother  much  upon  .these  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.     Thus  then  in  brief, 
The  valiant  Paris  seeks  you  for  his  love. 

Nurse.  A  man,  young  lady  !  lady,  such  a  man 
As  all  the  world — why,  he  's  a  man  of  wax. 

Lady  Cap.  Verona's  summer  hath  not  such  a  flower. 

Nurse.  Nay,  he  's  a  flower  ;  in  faith,  a  very  flower. 

Lady  Cap.  What  say  you  ?  can  you  love  the  gentle- 
man? 
This  night  you  shall  behold  him  at  our  feast  ; 
Read  o'er  the  volume  of  young  Paris'  face 
And  find  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen  ; 
Examine  eveiy  several  lineament, 
And  see  how  one  another  lends  content ; 
And  what  obscur'd  in  this  fair  volume  lies 
Find  written  in  the  margent  of  his  eyes. 
This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unbound  lover, 
To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover  : 
The  fish  lives  in  the  sea,  and  'tis  much  pride 
For  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide  : 
That  book  in  many's  eyes  doth  share  the  glory, 
That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  golden  story : 
So  shall  you  share  all  that  he  doth  possess, 
By  having  him  making  yourself  no  less. 

Nurse.  No  less  !  nay,  bigger;  women  grow  by  men. 

Lady  Cap.   Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris'  love? 
Jul.  I  '11  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move  ; 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  eye 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  flv. 

IX.  c 
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Eniei-  a  Servant. 

Se)'v.  Madam,  the  guests  are  come,  supper  served  up, 
you  called,  my  young  lady  asked  for,  the  nurse  cursed 
in  the  pantry,  and  every  thing  in  extremity.  I  must 
hence  to  wait ;  I  beseech  you,  follow  straight. 

Lady  Cap.  We  follow  thee.   Juliet,  the  county  stays. 

Nurse.  Go,  girl,  seek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

Exeunt. 

^QY.'^Y.  W .—The  Same.     A  Street. 

Enter  Romeo,  Mercutio,  Bexvolio,  with  Jive  or 
six  Maskers,  Torch-hearers,  and  Others. 

Rom.  What !  shall  this  speech  be  spoke  for  our  excuse, 
Or  shall  we  on  without  apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  such  prolixity  : 
We  '11  have  no  Cupid  hoodwink'd  with  a  scarf, 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath, 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper  ; 
Nor  no  without-book  prologue,  faintly  spoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  entrance  : 
But  let  them  measure  us  by  what  they  will, 
We  '11  measure  them  a  measure,  and  be  gone. 

Rom.  Give  me  a  torch  :  I  am  not  for  this  ambling  ; 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  beLi*  the  light. 

Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  must  have  you  dance. 

Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me  :  you  have  dancing  shoes 
With  nimble  soles  ;  I  have  a  soul  of  lead 
So  stakes  me  to  the  ground  I  cannot  move. 

Mer.   You  are  a  lover  ;  borrow  Cupid's  wings, 
And  soar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  sore  enpierced  with  his  shaft 
To  soar  with  his  light  feathers  ;  and  so  bound 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe : 
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Under  love's  lieavy  burden  do  I  sink. 

Mer.  And,  to  sink  in  it,  should  you  burden  love  ; 
Too  great  oppression  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.  Is  love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  rough, 
Too  rude,  too  boisterous  ;  and  it  pricks  like  thorn. 

Mer.  If  love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  love  ; 
Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  love  down. 
Give  me  a  case  to  put  my  visage  in  : 

Putting  on  a  mask. 
A  visor  for  a  visor  !  what  care  I 
What  curious  eye  doth  quote  deformities  ? 
Here  are  the  beetle  brows  shall  blush  for  me. 

Ben.  Come,  knock  and  enter ;  and  no  sooner  in 
Bat  every  man  betake  him  to  his  legs. 

Rom.  A  torch  for  me  :  let  wantons,  light  of  heart, 
Tickle  the  senseless  rushes  with  their  heels. 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  grandsire  phrase  ; 
I  '11  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on. 
The  game  was  ne'er  so  fair,  and  I  am  done. 

Mer.  Tut  !   dun  's  the  mouse,  the  constable's  own 
word : 
If  thou  art  Dun,  we  '11  draw  thee  from  the  mire. 
Or — save  your  reverence — love,  wherein  thou  stick'st 
Up  to  the  ears.     Come,  we  burn  daylight,  ho  ! 
Rom.  Nay,  that 's  not  so. 

Me}'.  I  mean,  sir,  in  delay 

We  waste  our  lights  in  vain,  like  lamps  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  judgment  sits 
Five  times  in  that  ere  once  in  our  five  wits. 

Rom.  And  we  mean  well  in  going  to  this  mask  j 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Me?'.  Why,  may  one  ask  ? 

Rom.  I  dream'd  a  dreajii  to-night. 

Mer.  And  so  did  I. 

Ro7?t.  Well,  what  was  yours  ? 

Mer.  That  dreamers  often  lie. 
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Rom.   In  bed  asleep,  while  they  do  dream  things 
true. 

Mcr.  O  !  then  I  see  Queen  Mab  hath  been  witli  y«ni. 
She  is  the  fairies'  midwife,  and  she  conies 
In  shape  no  bigger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  the  forefinger  of  an  alderman, 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies 
Athwart  men's  noses  as  they  lie  asleep  : 
Her  waggon-spokes  made  of  long  spinners'  legs  ; 
The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grasshoppers  ; 
The  traces,  of  the  smallest  spider's  web  ; 
The  collars,  of  the  moonshine's  watery  beams  ; 
Her  whip,  of  cricket's  bone  ;  the  lash,  of  film  ; 
Her  waggoner,  a  small  grey-coated  gnat, 
Not  half  so  big  as  a  round  little  worm 
Prick "d  from  the  lazy  finger  of  a  maid  ; 
Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut, 
Made  by  the  joiner  squirrel  or  old  grub, 
Time  out  o'  mind  the  fairies'  coach-makers. 
And  in  this  state  she  gallops  night  by  night 
Through  lovers'  brains,  and  then  they  dream  of  love  : 
O'er  courtiers'  knees,  that  dream  on  court'sies  straight ; 
O'er  lawyers'  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on  fees  : 
O'er  ladies'  lips,  who  straight  on  kisses  dream  ; 
Which  oft  the  angr)-  Mab  with  blisters  plagues, 
Because  their  breaths  with  sweetmeats  tainted  are. 
Sometime  she  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  nose. 
And  then  dreams  he  of  smelling  out  a  suit ; 
And  sometime  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail, 
Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  a'  lies  asleep. 
Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice  ; 
Sometime  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck, 
And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats. 
Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades. 
Of  healths  five  fathom  deep  ;  and  then  anon 
^)ruin>  in  his  ear.  at  M'hich  he  starts  and  wake?  : 
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And,  being  thus  frighted,  swears  a  prayer  or  two, 
And  sleeps  again.     This  is  that  very  Mab 
That  plats  the  manes  of  horses  in  the  night ; 
And  bakes  the  eh'-locks  in  foul  sluttish  hairs, 
Which  once  untangled  much  misfortune  bodes ; 
This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  He  on  their  backs, 
That  presses  them  and  learns  them  first  to  bear, 
Making  them  women  of  good  carriage  ; 
This  is  she — 

Rom.  Peace,  peace  I  Mercutio,  peace  I 

Thou  talk'st  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams, 

Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fantasy ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air, 
And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind,  who  woos 
Even  now  the  frozen  bosom  of  the  north. 
And,  being  anger'd,  puffs  away  from  thence, 
Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  south. 

Ben.  This  Avind  you   talk   of  blows   us   from   our 
selves  ; 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  shall  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear,  too  early  ;  for  my  mind  misgives 
Some  consequence  yet  hanging  in  the  stars 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  night's  revels,  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  despised  life  clos'd  in  my  breast 
By  some  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death. 
But  he,  that  hath  the  steerage  of  my  course. 
Direct  my  sail  !    On,  lusty  gentlemen. 

Ben,   Strike,  drum,  Excintf, 
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SCENE  Y.  —  T/ie  Sa/ne.     A  Hall  in  Cafulet's 

House. 

Musicians  ivaiting.     Enter  Servingmen. 

First  Serv.  Where  's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to 
take  away  ?  He  shift  a  trencher  !  he  scrape  a  trencher  ! 

Second  Senj.  When  good  manners  shall  lie  all  in  one 
or  two  men's  hands,  and  they  unwashed  too,  'tis  a  foul 
thing. 

First  Serv.  Away  with  the  joint-stools,  remove  the 
court-cupboard,  look  to  the  plate.  Good  thou,  save 
me  a  piece  of  marchpane  ;  and,  as  thou  lovest  me,  let 
the  porter  let  in  Susan  Grindstone  and  Nell.  Antony  ! 
and  Potpan  ! 

Second  Serv.  Ay,  boy  ;  read}'. 

First  Serv.  You  are  looked  for  and  called  for,  asked 
for  and  sought  for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

Third  Serv.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too, 
Cheerly,  boys ;  be  brisk  awhile,  and  the  longer  liver 
take  all.  They  retire  behind. 

Enter  Capulet,  with  Juliet  and  otheis  of  his  house, 
meeting  the  Guests  and  Maskers. 

Cap.  Welcome,  gentlemen  !  ladies  that  have  their  toes 
Unplagu'd  with  corns  will  have  a  bout  with  you. 
Ah  ha !  my  mistresses,  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  dance  ?  she  that  makes  dainty,  she, 
I  '11  swear,  hath  corns  ;  am  I  come  near  ye  now  ? 
Welcome,  gentlemen  !  I  have  seen  the  day 
That  I  have  worn  a  visor,  and  could  tell 
A  whispering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear 
Such  as  would  please ;  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  'tis  gone. 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen  !  Come,  musicians,  pla}-. 
A  hall  I  a  hall  !  give  room,  and  foot  it,  girls. 

Music  plays,  and  they  dance. 
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More  light,  you  knaves  !  and  turn  the  tables  up, 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hot. 
Ah  !  sirrah,  this  unlook'd-for  sport  comes  well. 
Nay,  sit,  nay,  sit,  good  cousin  Capulet, 
For  you  and  I  are  past  our  dancing  days  ; 
How  long  is  't  now  since  last  yourself  and  I 
Were  in  a  mask  ? 

Second  Cap.         By  'r  Lady,  thirty  years. 

Cap.  What !  man ;  'tis  not  so  much,  'tis  not  so  much : 
'Tis  since  the  nuptial  of  Lucentio, 
Come  Pentecost  as  quickly  as  it  will. 
Some  five-and-twenty  years  ;  and  then  we  mask'd. 

Second  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more  :  his  son  is  elder, 
sir ; 
His  son  is  thirty. 

Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 

His  son  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Rom.  What  lady 's  that  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
Of  yonder  knight  ? 

Serv.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Rom.  O  !  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn  bright. 
It  seems  she  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  ear  ; 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear  ! 
So  shows  a  snowy  dove  trooping  with  crows. 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  shows. 
The  measure  done,  I  '11  watch  her  place  of  stand, 
And,  touching  hers,  make  blessed  my  rude  hand. 
Did  my  heart  love  till  now  ?  forswear  it,  sight ! 
For  I  ne'er  saw  true  beauty  till  this  night. 

Tyb.  This,  by  his  voice,  should  be  a  Montague. 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy.     What  !  dares  the  slave 
Come  hither,  cover'd  with  an  antick  face. 
To  fleer  and  scorn  at  our  solemnity? 
Now,  by  the  stock  and  honour  of  my  kin, 
To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 
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Cap.  Why,  how  now,  kinsman  !  wherefore  storm 
you  so  ? 

Tyb.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Montague,  our  foe  ; 
A  villain  that  is  hither  come  in  spite, 
To  scorn  at  our  solemnity  this  night. 

Cap.  Young  Romeo  is  't  ? 

Tyb.  'Tis  he,  that  villain  Komeo. 

Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  coz,  let  him  alunc  : 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman  ; 
And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-govern'd  youth. 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  town 
Here  in  my  house  do  him  disparagement  ; 
Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him  : 
It  is  my  will  ;  the  which  if  thou  respect, 
Sliow  a  fair  presence  and  put  off  these  frowns, 
An  ill-beseeming  semblance  for  a  feast. 

Tyb.  It  fits,  when  such  a  villain  is  a  guest  : 
I  '11  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  shall  be  endur'd  : 

What  !  goodman  boy  ;  I  say  he  shall,  go  to  ; 
Am  I  the  master  here,  or  you  ?  go  to. 
You  '11  not  endure  him  !  God  shall  mend  my  soul  ! 
You  '11  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guests  ! 
You  will  set  cock-a-hoop  !  you  '11  be  the  man  ! 

Tyb.   Why,  uncle,  'tis  a  shame. 

Cap.  Go  to,  go  to  ; 

You  are  a  saucy  boy. — Is  't  so,  indeed  ? — 
This  trick  may  chance  to  scathe  you. — I  know  what. 
You  must  contrary  me  !  marry,  'tis  time. 
Well  said,  my  hearts  !    You  are  a  princox  ;  go  : 
Be  quiet,  or — More  light,  more  light  1 — For  shame  I 
I  'II  make  you  quiet.     What  !  cheerly,  my  hearts  I 

Tyb.   Patience  perforce  with  wilful  choler  meeting 
Makes  my  flesh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw  :  but  this  intrusion  shall 
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Now  seeming  sweet  convert  to  l^itter  gall.  Exit. 

Rom.  To  Juliet.  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthiesi 
hand 
This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  sin  is  this  ; 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand 

To  smooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 
Jul.  Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand  too  much, 

Which  mannerly  devotion  shows  in  this  ; 
For  saints  have  hands  that  pilgrims'  hands  do  touch. 

And  palm  to  palm  is  holy  palmers'  kiss. 

Rom.  Have  not  saints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too  ? 

Jul.  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  must  use  in  prayer. 

Rom.  O  !  then,  dear  saint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do  : 

They  pray,  grant  thou,  lest  faith  turn  to  despair. 

Jul.   Saints  do  not  move,  though  grant  for  prayers' 

sake. 
Rom.  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayer's  eftect  I  take. 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  thine,  my  sin  is  purg'd. 

Kissing  lur. 

Jtd.  Then  have  my  lips  the  sin  that  they  have  took. 

Rom.   Sin  from  my  lips  ?  O  trespass  sweetly  urg'd  ! 

Give  me  my  sin  again. 
Jul.  You  kiss  by  the  book. 

Nurse.  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 
Rom.  What  is  her  mother  ? 
Nurse.  Many,  bachelor, 

Her  mother  is  the  lady  of  the  house. 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wise,  and  virtuous  : 
I  nurs'd  her  daughter  that  you  talk'd  Aviihal  ; 
I  tell  you  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her 
Shall  have  the  chinks. 

Ro7n.  Is  she  a  Capulct  ? 

O  dear  account  I  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt, 

Ben.   Away,  be  gone  ;  the  sport  is  at  the  best. 
Rom.   Ay,  so  I  fear ;  the  more  is  my  unrest. 
Cap.  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone  ; 
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We  have  a  trifling  foolish  banquet  towards. 

Is  it  e'en  so  ?    Why  then,  I  thank  you  all ; 

I  thank  you,  honest  gentlemen  ;  good  night. 

More  torches  here  !    Come  on  then,  let 's  to  bed. 

Ah  !  sirrah,  by  my  fay,  it  waxes  late  ; 

I  '11  to  my  rest.        Exeunt  all  but  Juliet  avd  Nurse. 

Jul.  Come  hither,  nurse.     What  is  yond  gentleman  ? 

Nurse.  The  son  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 

Jul.  What 's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door  ? 

Nurse.  Marry,  that,  I  think,  be  young  Petruchio. 

Jul.  What 's  he  that  follows  there,  that  would  not 
dance  ? 

Nurse.  I  know  not. 

Jul.  Go,  ask  his  name. — If  he  be  married, 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nurse.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Montague  ; 
The  only  son  of  your  great  enemy. 

Jid.  INIy  only  love  sprung  from  my  only  hate  ! 
Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late  ! 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me. 
That  I  must  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nurse.   What 's  this  ?  what 's  this  ? 

Jul.  A  rime  I  leam'd  even  now 

Of  one  I  danc'd  withal.       One  calls  within^  JULIET.' 

Nurse.  Anon,  anon  ! 

Come,  let 's  away ;  the  strangers  all  are  gone.    Exeunt. 


PROLOGUE 

Enter  CHORUS. 

Now  old  desire  doth  in  his  death-bed  lie, 
And  young  affection  gap.es  to  be  his  heir 
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That  fair  fo>'  which  love  groan'' d  for  and  would  diVf 

With  tender  Jidiet  matched,  is  now  not  fair » 
Now  Romeo  is  beloved  and  loves  again, 

Alike  bexvitched  by  the  charm  of  looks. 
But  to  his  foe  supposed  he  must  complain. 

And  she  steal  lovis  siveet  bait  fro?n  fearful  hooks: 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  access 

To  breathe  such  voxus  as  lovers  use  to  swear  ; 
And  she  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  less 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  any  where: 
But  passion  lends  them  power,  time  means,  to  meet, 
Tempering  extremities  with  extreme  sweet.  Exit. 


ACT   II 

SCENE  I. — Verona.     A  Lane  by  the  wall  of 
Capu let's  Orchard. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom.  Can  I  go  forward  when  nxy  heart  is  here  ? 
Turn  back,  dull  earth,  and  find  thy  centre  out. 

He  climbs  the  wall,  and  leaps  down  withi)i  it. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Mercutio. 

Ben.  Romeo  I  my  cousin  Romeo  I 

Mer.  He  is  wise  ; 

And,  on  my  life,  hath  siol'n  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.   He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard  wall : 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mer.  Nay,  I  '11  conjure  too. 

Romeo  !  humours  !  madman  !  passion  1  lover  I 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeness  of  a  sigh  : 
Speak  but  one  rime  and  I  am  satisfied ; 
Cry  but  *  Ay  me  ! '  pronounce  but  '  love  '  and  *  dove  ' ; 
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Speak  to  my  gossip  Venus  one  fair  word, 

One  nickname  for  her  purblind  son  and  heir, 

Young  Adam  Cupid,  he  that  shot  so  trim 

When  King  Cophetua  lov'd  the  beggar-maid. 

He  heareth  not,  he  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not ; 

The  ape  is  dead,  and  I  must  conjure  him. 

I  conjure  thee  by  Rosaline's  bright  eyes, 

By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  scarlet  lip. 

By  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh, 

And  the  demesnes  that  there  adjacent  lie, 

That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.  An  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him :  'twould  anger  him 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  mistress'  circle 
Of  some  strange  nature,  letting  it  there  stand 
Till  slie  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down  ; 
That  were  some  spite  :  my  invocation 
Is  fair  and  honest,  and  in  his  mistress  name 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raise  up  him. 

Ben.   Come,  he  hath  hid  himself  among  these  trees. 
To  be  consorted  with  the  humorous  night : 
Blind  is  his  love  and  best  befits  the  dark. 

jMcj:   If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mark. 
Now  will  he  sit  under  a  medlar  tree. 
And  wish  his  mistress  were  that  kind  of  fruit 
As  maids  call  medlars,  when  they  laugh  alone. 
O  Romeo  I  that  she  were,  O  !  that  she  were 
An  open  et  cetera,  thou  a  poperin  pear, 
Romeo,  good  night :    I  Ml  to  my  truckle-bed  ; 
This  field -bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  sleep : 
Come,  shall  we  go  ? 

Bc}i.  Go,  then  ;  for  'tis  in  vain 

To  seek  him  here  that  means  not  to  be  found. 
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SCENE  W.—  TheSivm.     Capulet's  Orchard. 

Enter  Romeo. 

Rom,   He  jests  at  scars  that  never  felt  a  wound. 

Juliet  appears  above  at  a  ivindoxo. 
But,  soft  I  what  light  through  yonder  window  breaks  ? 
It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun  ! 
Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon, 
Who  is  already  sick  and  pale  with  grief, 
That  thou  her  maid  art  far  more  fair  than  she  : 
Be  not  her  maid,  since  she  is  envious  ; 
Her  vestal  livery  is  but  sick  and  green, 
And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it ;  cast  it  oft". 
It  is  my  lady  ;    O  !  it  is  my  love  : 

0  !  that  she  knew  she  were. 

She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing:  what  of  that? 
Her  eye  discourses  ;  I  will  answer  it. 

1  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  she  speaks  : 
Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in  all  the  heaven, 
Having  some  business,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  spheres  till  they  return. 
\Vhat  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head  ? 

The  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  those  stars 
As  daylight  doth  a  lamp  ;  her  eyes  in  heaven 
Would  through  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright 
That  birds  would  sing  and  think  it  were  not  night. 
See  !  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand : 
O  !  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek. 
Jill.  Ay  me  I 

Rom.  She  speaks : 

O  !  speak  again,  bright  angel ;  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o'er  my  head, 
As  is  a  winged  messenger  of  heaven 
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Unto  the  white-upturned  wond'ring  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him 
When  he  bestrides  the  lazy-pacing  clouds, 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

Jill,  O  Romeo,  Romeo  !  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo? 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refuse  thy  name  ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love, 
Ami  I  '11  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Rom.  Aside.   Shall  I  hear  more,  or  shall  I  speak  at 
this? 

Jul.  'Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy  ; 
Thou  art  thyself,  though  not  a  Montague. 
What 's  Montague  ?  it  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot, 
Nor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part 
Belonging  to  a  man.     O  !  be  some  other  name  : 
What 's  in  a  name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  rose 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet ; 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd. 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes 
Without  that  title.     Romeo,  doff  thy  name  ; 
And  for  thy  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee. 
Take  all  myself. 

RoJ7i.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 

Call  me  but  love,  and  I  '11  be  new  bajDtiz'd  ; 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jill.  What  man  art  thou,  that  thus  bescreen'd  in 
night 
So  stumblest  on  my  counsel  ? 

Rom.  By  a  name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am  : 
My  name,  dear  saint,  is  hateful  to  myself, 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee  : 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jill,  My  ears  have  yet  not  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  that  tongue's  utterance,  yet  I  know  the  sound  : 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague? 
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Rom.  Neither,  fair  maid,  if  either  thee  disHke. 

Jul.  How  cam'st  thou  hither,  tell  me,  and  where- 
fore? 
The  orchard  Avails  are  high  and  hard  to  climb ; 
And  the  place  death,  considering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  my  kinsmen  find  thee  here. 

Rom.  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er-perch  these 
walls ; 
For  stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out, 
And  what  love  can  do  that  dares  love  attempt ; 
Therefore  thy  kinsmen  are  no  stop  to  me. 

Jul.  If  they  do  see  thee  they  will  murder  thee. 

Rom.  Alack  !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye 
Than  twenty  of  their  swords  :  look  thou  but  sweet, 
And  I  am  proof  against  their  enmity. 
Jul.  I  Avould  not  for  the  world  they  saw  thee  here. 

Rom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their 
eyes; 
And  but  thou  love  me,  let  them  find  me  here  : 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate, 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 
Jul.  By  whose  direction  found 'st  thou  out  this  place  ? 

Rom.   By  love,  that  first  did  prompt  me  to  inquire  ; 
He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot  ;  yet,  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vast  shore  wash'd  with  the  furthest  sea, 
I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise. 

Jul.  Thou  know'st  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face, 
Else  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  cheek 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  to-night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain  deny 
What  I  have  spoke  :  but  farewell  compliment  I 
Dost  thou  love  me?  I  know  thou  wilt  say  'Ay  ', 
And  I  will  take  thy  word  ;  yet,  if  thou  swear'st, 
Thou  may'st  prove  false  ;  at  lovers'  perjuries, 
They  say,  Jove  laughs.     O  gentle  Romeo  ! 
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If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully  : 
Or  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
I  '11  frown  and  be  perverse  and  say  thee  nay. 
So  thou  wilt  woo  ;  but  else,  not  for  the  world. 
In  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  am  too  fond, 
And  therefore  thou  may'st  think  my  haviour  light : 
But  trust  me,  gentleman,  I  '11  prove  more  true 
Than  those  that  have  more  cunning  to  be  strange. 
I  should  have  been  more  strange,  I  must  confess, 
But  that  thou  overheard'st,  ere  I  was  ware. 
My  true  love's  passion  :  therefore  pardon  me. 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 
Which  the  dark  night  hath  so  discovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  s\A-ear 
That  tips  with  silver  all  these  fruit-tree  tops — 

Jul.  O  !  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant  moon. 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb, 
Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable. 

Rom.  What  shall  I  swear  by  ? 

Jul.  Do  not  swear  at  all  ; 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry, 
And  I  '11  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  heart's  dear  love — 

////.  Well,  do  not  swear.     Although  I  joy  in  thee, 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to-night  : 
It  is  too  rash,  too  unadvis'd,  too  sudden  ; 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be 
Ere  one  can  say  it  lightens.     Sweet,  good  night ! 
This  bud  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet. 
Good  night,  good  night !  as  sweet  repose  and  rest 
Come  to  thy  heart  as  that  within  my  breast  ! 

Rom.  O  !  wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied  ? 
Jul.  What  satisfaction  canst  thou  have  to-night  ? 

Rom,  The  exchange  of  thv  love's  faithful  vowformine. 
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Jul.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  request  it  ; 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

Rom.  Would'st  thou  withdraw  it  ?  for  what  purpose, 
love  ? 

Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
And  yet  I  wish  but  for  the  thing  I  have  : 
My  bounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea, 
My  love  as  deep  ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite. 

Nurse  calls  li'ithin. 
I  hear  some  noise  vrithin  ;  dear  love,  adieu  ! 
Anon,  good  nurse  !    Sweet  Montague,  be  true. 
Stay  but  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  Exit  above. 

Rom.  O  blessed  blessed  night !  I  am  afeard, 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream, 
Too  flattering-sweet  to  be  substantial. 

Re-enter  Juliet,  aboiw 

Jul.  Three  words,  dear   Romeo,   and  good   nighl 
indeed . 
If  that  thy  bent  of  love  be  honourable. 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-morrow, 
By  one  that  I  '11  procure  to  come  to  thee. 
Where,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perfonn  the  rite  ; 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I  '11  lay, 
And  follow  thee  my  lord  throughout  the  world. 

Nurse.    Within.  Madam  ! 

Jul.  I  come,  anon. — But  if  thou  mean'st  not  ^\■ell, 
I  do  beseech  thee^- 

Nurse.    Within,    Madam  ! 

Jtil.  By  and  by  ;  I  come  : — 

To  cease  thy  suit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief : 
To-morrow  will  I  send. 

Rom.  So  thrive  my  soul, — 

Jul.  A  thousand  times  good  night !         Exit  above, 
Rom.  A  thousand  times  the  worse,  to  want  thy  light. 
IX.  p 
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Love   goes   toward   love,   as  school-boys  from   their 

books  ; 
But  love  from  love,  toward  school  with  heavy  looks. 

Rctirmg. 

Re-enter  Juliet,  above. 

Jul.   Hist!  Romeo,  hist !    O!  for  a  falconer's  voice, 
To  lure  this  tassel-gentle  back  again. 
Bondage  is  hoarse,  and  may  not  speak  aloud, 
Else  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies. 
And  make  her  airy  tongue  more  hoarse  than  mine. 
With  repetition  of  my  Romeo's  name. 

Rom.  It  is  my  soul  that  calls  upon  my  name  : 
How  silver-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 
Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears  ! 

Jul.  Romeo  I 

Rom.  My  dear  ! 

Jul.  At  what  o'clock  to-morrow 

Shall  I  send  to  thee  ? 

Ro))i.  At  the  hour  of  nine. 

Jul.  I  will  not  fail ;  'tis  twenty  years  till  then. 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

RcDi.   Let  me  stand  here  till  thou  remember  it. 

Jul.  I  shall  forget,  to  have  thee  still  stand  there, 
Remembering  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.  And  I  '11  still  stay,  to  have  thee  still  forget, 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this. 

Jul.  'Tis  almost  morning  ;  I  would  have  thee  gone  ; 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird, 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  his  twisted  gyves, 
And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 

Rom.  I  would  I  were  thy  bird. 

Jul.  Sweet,  so  ^^  oukl  I  : 

Yet  I  should  kill  thee  with  much  cherishing. 
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Good  night,  good  night  !  parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow 
That  I  shall  say  good  night  till  it  be  morrow.      Exit, 
Roi7i.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy 
breast  ! 
Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest  ! 
Hence  will  I  to  my  ghostly  father's  cell, 
His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  Exit. 


SCENE  1\\,—The  Same.    Friar  Laurence's  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  La  UEENCE,  with  a  basket. 

Fri.  The  grey-eyed  morn  smiles  on  the  frowning 
night, 
Chequering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  light. 
And  flecked  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  path  and  Titan's  fiery  wheels : 
Now,  ere  the  sun  advance  his  burning  eye 
The  day  to  cheer  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  must  up-fill  this  osier  cage  of  ours 
With  baleful  weeds  and  precious-juiced  flowers. 
The  earth  that's  nature's  mother  is  her  tomb  ; 
What  is  her  buiying  grave  that  is  her  womb. 
And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 
We  sucking  on  her  natural  bosom  find, 
Many  for  many  virtues  excellent. 
None  but  for  some,  and  yet  all  different. 
O  !  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace  that  lies 
In  herbs,  plants,  stones,  and  their  true  qualities  : 
For  nought  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give. 
Nor  aught  so  good  but  strain'd  from  that  fair  use 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse  ; 
Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied. 
And  vice  sometime  's  by  action  dignified. 
^Vit]lin  the  infant  rind  of  this  weak  flower 
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Poison  hath  residence  and  medicine  power  : 

For  this,  being  smelt,  with  that  part  cheers  each  part ; 

Being  tasted,  slays  all  senses  with  the  heart. 

Two  such  opposed  kings  encamp  them  still 

In  man  as  well  as  herbs,  grace  and  rude  will  ; 

And  where  the  worser  is  predominant. 

Full  soon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant. 

Enter  ROMEO. 

Rom.   Good  morrow,  father  ! 

Fn.  Bcnedicite ! 

What  early  tongue  so  sweet  saluteth  me  ? 
Young  son,  it  argues  a  distemper'd  head 
So  soon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed : 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie  ; 
l]ut  where  unbruised  youth  with  unstuff'd  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,  there  golden  sleep  dolh  reign  r 
Therefore  thy  earliness  doth  me  assure 
Thou  art  up-rous'd  by  some  distemperature  ; 
Or  if  not  so,  then  here  I  hit  it  right, 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to-night. 

Rom.  That  last  is  true  ;  the  sweeter  rest  w  as  mine. 

Fri.  God  pardon  sin  !  wast  thou  with  Rosaline  ? 

Rom.  With  Rosaline,  my  ghostly  father  ?  no  ; 
I  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name's  woe. 

Fri.  That 's  my  good  son  :  but  where  hast  thou  been, 
then? 

Rom.  I  '11  tell  thee,  ere  thou  ask  it  me  again. 
I  have  been  feasting  with  mine  enemy. 
Where  on  a  sudden  one  hath  wounded  me. 
That 's  by  me  wounded  :  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  physic  lies  : 
I  bear  no  hatred,  blessed  man ;  for,  lo  I 
My  intercession  likewise  steads  my  foe. 

/>7.  Be  plain,  good  son,  and  homely  in  thy  drift ; 
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Riddling  confession  finds  but  riddling  shrift. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know  my  heart's  dear  love  is  set 
On  the  fair  daughter  of  ridi  Capulet  : 
As  mine  on  hers,  so  hers  is  set  on  mine ; 
And  all  combin'd,  save  what  thou  must  combine 
By  holy  marriage  :  when  and  where  and  how 
We  met  we  woo'd  and  made  exchange  of  vow, 
I  '11  tell  thee  as  we  pass  ;  but  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  consent  to  marry  us  to-day. 

Fri.  Holy  Saint  Francis  !  what  a  change  is  here  : 
Is  Rosaline,  whom  thou  didst  love  so  dear, 
So  soon  forsaken  ?  young  men's  love  then  lies 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 
Jesti  Maria  !  what  a  deal  of  brine 
Hath  wash'd  thy  sallow  cheeks  for  Rosaline  ; 
How  much  salt  water  thrown  away  in  waste, 
To  season  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  taste  ! 
The  sun  not  yet  thy  sighs  from  heaven  clears, 
Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears  ; 
Lo  !  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  stain  doth  sit 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wash'd  off  yet. 
If  e'er  thou  wast  thyself  and  these  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  these  woes  were  all  for  Rosaline : 
And  art  thou  chang'd  ?  pronounce  this  sentence  then  : 
Women  may  fall,  when  there 's  no  strength  in  men. 

Rom.  Thou  chidd'st  me  oft  for  loving  Rosaline. 

Ffi.   For  doting,  not  for  loving,  pupil  mine. 

Rom.  And  bad'st  me  bury  love. 

Fri.  Not  in  a  grave, 

To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

Rom.  I  pray  thee,  chide  not ;  she  whom  I  love  no\v 
Doth  grace  for  grace  and  love  for  love  allow  ; 
The  other  did  not  so. 

Fi'i.  O  !  she  knew  well 

Thy  love  did  read  by  rote  and  could  not  spell. 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come,  go  with  me, 
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In  one  respect  I  'II  thy  assistant  be  ; 

For  this  alliance  may  so  happy  prove, 

To  turn  your  households'  rancour  to  pure  love. 

Roffi.  O  !  let  us  hence  ;  I  stand  on  sudden  haste. 

Fri.  Wisely  and  slow  ;  they  stumble  that  run  fast. 

Exeimt. 


SCENE   lY.—  TJieSavie.     A  Street. 
Enter  Bekvolio  and  Mercutio. 

Mer.  Where  the  devil  should  this  Romeo  be  ? 
Came  he  not  home  to-night  ? 

Ben.  Not  to  his  father's  ;  I  spoke  with  his  man. 

Mer.  Why,  that  same  pale  hard-hearted  wench,  that 
Rosaline, 
Torments  him  so,  that  he  will  sure  nni  mad. 

Ben.  Tybalt,  the  kinsman  to  old  Capulet, 
Hath  sent  a  letter  to  his  father's  house. 

Mer.  A  challenge,  on  my  life. 

Ben.  Romeo  will  answer  it. 

yJ/t-r.  Any  man  that  can  write  may  answer  a  letter. 

Ben.  Nay,  he  will  answer  the  letter's  master,  how  he 
dares,  being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas !  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead ;  stabbed 
with  awhite  wench's  black  eye  ;  shot  thorough  the  ear 
with  a  love-song  ;  the  veiy  pin  of  his  heart  cleft  with 
the  blind  bow-boy's  butt-shaft  ;  and  is  he  a  man  to  en- 
counter Tybalt  ? 

Bett.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt? 

J/^r.  jSIore  than  prince  of  cats,  I  can  tell  you.  O  !  he 
is  the  courageous  captain  of  compliments.  He  fights  as 
you  sing  prick-song,  keeps  time,  distance,  and  propor- 
tion ;  rests  me  his  minim  rest,  one,  two,  and  the  third 
in  your  bosom ;  the  very  butcher  of  a  silk  button,  a 
duellist,  a  duellist ;  a  gentleman  of  the  veiy  first  house, 
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of  the  first  and  second  cause.  Ah  !  the  immortal  passado ! 
the  punto  reverse  !  the  hay  ! 

Ben.  The  what? 

Mer.  The  pox  of  such  antick,  lisping,  affecting  fantas- 
ticoes,  these  new  tuners  of  accents  !  '  By  Jesu,  a  very 
good  blade  !  a  very  tall  man  !  a  very  good  Mhore  I ' 
Why,  is  not  this  a  lamentable  thing,  grand  sire,  that 
we  should  be  thus  afflicted  with  these  strange  flies,  these 
fashion-mongers,  these  pardonnez-mois,  who  stand  so 
much  on  the  new  form  that  they  cannot  sit  at  ease  on 
the  old  bench  ?    O  !  their  bons,  their  bons. 

Enter  ROMEO. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 

Aler.  ^Yithout  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring.  O  flesh, 
flesh,  how  art  thou  fishified  !  Now  is  he  for  the  numbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in  :  Laura  to  his  lady  was  a 
kitchen- wench ;  marry,  she  had  a  better  love  to  be-rime 
her ;  Dido  a  dowdy ;  Cleopatra  a  gipsy  ;  Helen  and 
Hero  hildings  and  harlots ;  Thisbe  a  grey  eye  or  so, 
but  not  to  the  purpose.  Signior  Romeo,  boji  jour  I 
there 's  a  French  salutation  to  your  French  slop.  You 
gave  us  the  counterfeit  fairly  last  night. 

Rom.  Good  morrow  to  you  both.  What  counterfeit 
did  I  give  you? 

Mer.  The  slip,  sir,  the  slip  ;  can  you  not  conceive  ? 

Rom.  Pardon,  good  Mercutio,  my  business  was 
great ;  and  in  such  a  case  as  mine  a  man  may  strain 
courtesy. 

Mer.  That 's  as  much  as  to  say,  such  a  case  as  yours 
constrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 

Rom.  Meaning,  to  court'sy. 

Mer.  Thou  hast  most  kindly  hit  it. 

Rom.  A  most  courteous  exposition. 

Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy. 

Rom.   Pink  for  flower. 
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Mer.    Right. 

Rom.  Why,  then  is  my  pump  well  flowered. 

Me7\  Well  said  ;  follow  me  this  jest  now  till  thou  hast 
worn  out  thy  pump,  that  when  the  single  sole  of  it  is 
worn,  the  jest  may  remain  after  the  wearing  sole 
singular. 

KojH.  O  single-soled  jest  I  solely  singular  for  the 
singleness. 

Mcr.  Come  bet  ween  us,  good  Benvolio;  my  wit  faints. 

Rom.  Switch  and  spurs,  switch  and  spurs  ;  or  I  '11 
cry  a  match. 

Mcr.  Nay,  if  our  wits  run  the  wild-goose  chase,  I  am 
done,  for  thou  hast  more  of  the  wild-goose  in  one  of 
thy  wits  than,  I  am  sure,  I  have  in  my  whole  five. 
Was  I  with  you  there  for  the  goose  ? 

Ro?n.  Thou  wast  never  with  me  for  any  thing  when 
thou  wast  not  there  for  the  goose. 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jest. 

Rom.  Nay,  good  goose,  bite  not. 

Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  sweeting  ;  it  is  a  most 
shai-p  sauce. 

Rom.  And  is  it  not  well  served  in  to  a  sweet  goose  ? 

Mer.  O  !  here 's  a  wit  of  cheveril,  that  stretches  from 
an  inch  no-rrow  to  an  ell  broad. 

Rom.  I  stretch  it  out  for  that  word  *  broad  ' ;  which 
added  to  the  goose,  proves  thee  far  and  wide  a  broad 
goose. 

Mer.  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groaning  for 
love  ?  now  art  thou  sociable,  now  art  thou  Romeo  ; 
now  art  thou  what  thou  art,  by  art  as  well  as  by  nature : 
for  this  drivelling  love  is  like  a  great  natural,  that  runs 
lolling  up  and  down  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben.  Stop  there,  stop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  desirest  me  to  stop  in  my  tale  against 
the  hair. 

Ben,  Thou  would'st  else  have  made  thy  tale  large. 
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Mer.  O  !  thou  art  deceived  ;  I  would  have  made  it 
short ;  for  I  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  tale, 
and  meant  indeed  to  occupy  the  argument  no  longer. 

Rom.   Here  's  goodly  gear  ! 

Enter  Nurse  and  PETER, 

Mer.  A  sail,  a  sail ! 

Ben,  Two,  two  ;  a  shirt  and  a  smock. 

Nurse.  Peter ! 

Peter.  Anon  ! 

Nurse,  My  fan,  Peter. 

Mer.  Good  Peter,  to  hide  her  face  ;  for  lier  fan  's 
the  fairer  of  the  two. 

Nrirse.  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 

Mer.  God  ye  good  den,  fair  gentlewoman. 

Nurse.  Is  it  good  den  ? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  less,  I  tell  you ;  for  the  bawdy  hand  of 
the  dial  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon. 

Nurse.   Out  upon  you  !  what  a  man  are  you  ! 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made  for 
himself  to  mar. 

Nirse,  By  my  troth,  it  is  well  said  ;  'for  himself  to 
mar,' quoth  a' ?  Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me 
where  I  may  find  the  young  Romeo  ? 

Ro7n.  I  can  tell  you  ;  but  young  Romeo  will  be 
older  when  you  have  found  him  than  he  was  when  you 
sought  him :  I  am  the  youngest  of  that  name,  for  fault 
of  a  worse. 

Nurse.  You  say  well. 

Mer.  Yea !  is  the  worst  well  ?  very  well  took, 
i'  faith  ;  wisely,  wisely. 

Nurse.  If  you  be  he,  sir,  I  desire  some  confidence 
with  you. 

Ben.  She  will  indite  him  to  some  supper. 

Mer.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd  !     So  ho  ! 

Rom,   What  hast  thou  found  ? 
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Mer.  No  hare,  sir ;  unless  a  hare,  sir,  in  a  lenten 
pie,  that  is  something  stale  and  hoar  ere  it  be  spent. 

An  old  hare  hoar,  and  an  old  hare  hoar. 

Is  very  good  meat  in  Lent : 
But  a  hare  that  is  hoar^  is  too  much  for  a  score, 

IVhen  it  hoars  ere  it  be  spent. 

Romeo,  ^vill  you  come  to  your  fatlier's?  Ave  '11  to  dinner 
thither. 

Rom.  I  will  follow  you. 

Mer.  Farewell,  ancient  lady  ;  farewell. 

Lady,  lady,  lady. 

Exeunt  Mercutio  and  Benvolio. 

N'nrse.  Many,  farewell  I  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  saucy 
merchant  was  this,  that  was  so  full  of  his  ropery  ? 

Rom.  A  gentleman,  nurse,  that  loves  to  hear  himself 
talk,  and  will  speak  more  in  a  minute  than  he  will 
stand  to  in  a  month. 

Nurse.  An  a'  speak  any  thing  against  me,  I  '11  take 
him  down,  an  a'  were  lustier  than  he  is,  and  twenty 
such  Jacks  ;  and  if  I  cannot,  I  '11  find  those  that  shall. 
Scuny  knave  I  I  am  none  of  his  flirt-gills  ;  I  am  none 
of  his  skeins-mates.  To  Peter.  And  thou  must  stand 
by  too,  and  suffer  every  knave  to  use  me  at  his  pleasure  ? 

Peter.  I  saw  no  man  use  you  at  his  pleasure ;  if  I  had, 
my  weapon  should  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant  you. 
I  dare  draw  as  soon  as  another  man,  if  I  see  occasion 
in  a  good  quarrel,  and  the  law  on  my  side. 

Nurse.  Now,  afore  God,  I  am  so  vexed,  that  every 
part  about  me  quivers.  ScurAy  knave  !  Pray  you,  sir, 
a  word  ;  and  as  I  told  you,  my  young  lady  bade  me 
inquire  you  out  ;  what  she  bid  me  say  I  will  keep  to 
myself;  but  first  let  me  tell  ye,  if  ye  should  lead  her  into 
a  fool's  paradise,  as  they  say,  it  were  a  veiy  gross  kind 
of  beha\dour,  as  they  say  :  for  the  gentlewoman  is  young ; 
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and  therefore,  if  you  should  deal  double  with  her,  truly 
it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  offered  to  any  gentlewoman, 
and  ver}'  weak  dealing. 

Rom.  Nurse,  commend  me  to  thy  lady  and  mistre.s:^. 
I  protest  unto  thee, — 

Nurse.  Good  heart !  and,  i'  faith,  I  will  tell  her  as 
much.     Lord,  Lord  !  she  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Rom.  What  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurse?  thou  dost  not 
mark  me. 

Nurse.  I  will  tell  her,  sir,  that  you  do  protest ;  whicli, 
as  I  take  it,  is  a  gentlemanlike  offer. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devise 
Some  means  to  come  to  shrift  this  afternoon  ; 
And  there  she  shall  at  Friar  Laurence'  cell 
Be  shriv'd  and  married.     Here  is  for  thy  pains. 

Nurse.  No,  tnily,  sir ;  not  a  penny. 

Rom.  Go  to  ;  I  say  you  shall. 

Nurse.  This  afternoon,  sir?  well,  she  shall  be  there. 

Rojn.  And  stay,  good  nurse  ;  behind  the  abbey-wall 
Within  this  hour  my  man  shall  be  with  thee. 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  stair ; 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant  of  my  joy 
Must  be  my  convoy  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewell  !  Be  trusty,  and  I  '11  quit  thy  pains. 
Farewell  !  Commend  me  to  thy  mistress. 

N'jirse.  Now  God  in  heaven  bless  thee  !  Harkyou,  sir. 

Rom.  What  say'st  thou,  my  dear  nurse  ? 

Nurse.  Is  your  man  secret  ?  Did  you  ne'er  hear  say. 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  putting  one  away  ? 

Ro}n.  I  warrant  thee  my  man  's  as  true  as  steel. 

Nurse.  Well,  sir ;  my  mistress  is  the  sweetest  lady 
— Lord,  Lord  !  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing, — 
O  !  there 's  a  nobleman  in  town,  one  Paris,  that 
■would  fain  lay  knife  aboard  ;  but  she,  good  soul,  had 
as  lief  see  a  toad,  a  ver}'  toad,  as  see  him.  I  anger  her 
sometimes  and  tell  her  that  Paris  i^  the  properer  man; 
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but,  I  '11  warrant  you,  when  I  say  so,  she  looks  as  pale 
as  any  clout  in  the  versal  world.  Doth  not  rosemary 
and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  letter? 

Rom.  Ay,  nurse  ;  what  of  that  ?  both  with  an  R. 

Nurse.  Ah  !  mocker ;  that 's  the  dog's  name.  R  i.> 
for  the —  No  ;  I  know  it  begins  with  some  other 
letter  ;  and  she  hath  the  prettiest  sententious  of  it,  of 
you  and  rosemary,  that  it  would  do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady. 

Nurse.  Ay,  a  thousand  times.  Exit  RoMEO. 

Peter ! 

Peter.  Anon  ! 

Nurse.  Before,  and  apace.  Exeunt, 
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Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  The  clock  struck  nine  when  I  did  send  the  nurse 
In  half  an  hour  she  promis'd  to  return. 
Perchance  she  cannot  meet  him :  that 's  not  so. 
O  !  she  is  lame :  love's  heralds  should  be  thought!^. 
Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beams 
Driving  back  shadows  over  louring  hills  : 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion'd  doves  draw  Love, 
And  therefore  hath  the  wind- swift  Cupid  wings. 
Now  is  the  sun  upon  the  highmost  hill 
Of  this  day's  journey,  and  from  nine  till  twelve 
Is  three  long  hours,  yet  she  is  not  come. 
Had  she  affections,  and  warm  youthful  blood, 
She  'd  be  as  swift  in  motion  as  a  ball ; 
My  words  would  bandy  her  to  my  sweet  love, 
And  his  to  me  : 

But  old  folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead  : 
Unwieldy,  slow,  hea^7■  and  pale  as  lead. 
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Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 

0  God  !  she  comes.     O  honey  nurse  I  w  hat  news  ? 
Hast  thou  met  with  him  ?•   Send  thy  man  away. 

Nurse.  Peter,  stay  at  the  gate.  Exit  Peter. 

Jul.  Now,  good  sweet  nurse ;  O  Lord  !  why  look'st 
thou  sad  ? 
Though  news  be  sad,  yet  tell  them  merril}- ; 
If  good,  thou  sham'st  the  music  of  sweet  news 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  so  sour  a  face. 

Nurse,  I  am  aweary,  give  me  leave  awhile : 
Fie,  how  my  bones  ache  I    What  a  jaunt  have  I  had  I 

Jul.  I  would  thou  hadst  my  bones,  and  I  thy  news. 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  speak;  good,  good  nurse,  speak. 

Nui'se.  Jesu  !  what  haste  ;  can  you  not  stay  awhile  ? 
Do  you  not  see  that  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 

Jul.   How  art  thou  out  of  breath  when  thou  hast 
breath 
To  say  to  me  that  thou  art  out  of  breath  ? 
The  excuse  that  thou  dost  make  in  this  delay 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  dost  excuse. 
Is  thy  news  good,  or  bad  ?  answer  to  that ; 
Say  either,  and  I  '11  stay  the  circumstance : 
Let  me  be  satisfied,  is  't  good  or  bad  ? 

Nurse.  Well,  you  have  made  a  simple  choice  ;  you 
know  not  how  to  choose  a  man :  Romeo  !  no,  not  he ; 
though  his  face  be  better  than  any  man's,  yet  his  leg 
excels  all  men's ;  and  for  a  hand,  and  a  foot,  and  a 
body,  though  they  be  not  to  be  talked  on,  yet  they  are 
past  compare.     He  is  not  the  flower  of  courtesy,  but, 

1  '11  warrant  him,  as  gentle  as  a  lamb.     Go  thy  ways, 
wench  j  serve  God.     What  I  have  you  dined  at  home  ? 

Jul.  No,  no  :  but  all  this  did  I  know  before. 
What  says  he  of  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that  ? 
Nurse.  Lord  !   how  my  head  aches  ;  what  a  head 
have  I ! 
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It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 

My  back  o'  t'  other  side  ;  O  !  my  back,  my  back, 

Beshrew  your  heart  for  sending  me  about, 

To  catch  my  death  with  jaunting  up  and  down. 

Jul,   V  faith,  I  am  sorry  that  thou  art  not  well. 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  nurse,  tell  me,  what  says  my  love  ? 

Nurse.  Your  love  says,  like  an  honest  gentleman, 
and  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handsome,  and,  I 
warrant,  a  virtuous, — ^Vhere  is  your  mother  ? 

Jul.  Where  is  my  mother  !  why,  she  is  within  ; 
Where  should  she  be  ?    How  oddly  thou  repliest : 
*  Your  love  says,  like  an  honest  gentleman, 
Where  is  your  mother  ? ' 

Nurse.  O  !  God's  lady  dear. 

Are  you  so  hot  ?    Marry,  come  up,  I  trow  ; 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones  ? 
Henceforward  do  your  messages  yourself. 

Jul.  Here 's  such  a  coil  !  come,  what  says  Romeo  ? 
Nurse.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  shrift  to-day  ? 

Jul.  I  have. 

Nurse.  Then  hie  you  hence  to  Friar  Laurence'  cell  ; 
There  stays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife  : 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks, 
They  '11  be  in  scarlet  straight  at  any  news. 
Hie  you  to  church  ;  I  must  another  way, 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  your  love 
Must  climb  a  bird's  nest  soon  when  it  is  dark  ; 
I  am  the  drudge  and  toil  in  your  delight, 
But  you  shall  bear  the  burden  soon  at  night. 
Go ;  I  '11  to  dinner  :  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

Jul.   Hie  to  high  fortune  I    Honest  nurse,  farewell. 

Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VI.  —  The  Same.     Friar  La  urexce's  Cell. 
Enter  Friar  La  urexce  and  RoMEO. 

Fri.  So  smile  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  act, 
That  after  hours  with  sorrow  chide  us  not ! 

Rotn.  Amen,  amen  !  but  come  what  sorrow  can, 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight : 
Do  thou  but  close  our  hands  with  holy  words. 
Then  love-devouring  death  do  what  he  dare ; 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die,  like  fire  and  powder, 
Which  as  they  kiss  consume :  the  sweetest  honey 
Is  loathsome  in  his  own  deliciousness 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite : 
Therefore  love  moderately ;  long  love  doth  so  ; 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Here  comes  the  lady :  O  !  so  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlasting  flint : 
A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamer 
That  idles  in  the  wanton  summer  air, 
And  yet  not  fall ;  so  light  is  vanity. 

Jill.  Good  even  to  my  ghostly  confessor. 

Fri.  Romeo  shall  thank  thee,  daughter,  for  us  both. 

Jtil.  As  much  to  him,  else  is  his  thanks  too  much. 

Rom.  Ah  !  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 
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Jtil.  Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words, 
Brags  of  his  substance,  not  of  ornament  : 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth  ; 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  such  excess 
I  cannot  sum  up  half  my  sum  of  wealth. 

Fri.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  short 
work  ; 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  shall  not  stay  alone 
Till  holy  church  incorporate  two  in  one,  Exeunt, 


ACT    111 

SCENE  I. —  Ferona.     A  public  Place. 

Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  Page,  and  Servants. 

Ben.  I  pray  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let 's  retire  : 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad, 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  shall  not  'scape  a  brawl  ; 
For  now,  these  hot  days,  is  the  mad  blood  stirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  those  fellows  that  when 
he  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern  claps  me  his  sword 
upon  the  table  and  says,  *  God  send  me  no  need  of 
thee  ! '  and  by  the  operation  of  the  second  cup  draws 
it  on  the  drawer,  when  indeed  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  I  like  such  a  fellow  ? 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy 
mood  as  any  in  Italy,  and  as  soon  moved  to  be  moody, 
and  as  soon  moody  to  be  moved. 

Ben .  And  what  to  ? 

Mer.  Nay,  an  there  were  two  such,  we  should  have 
none  shortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.  Thou  ! 
why  thou  wilt  quarrel  Avith  a  man  that  hath  a  hair 
more  or  a  hair  less  in  his  beard  than  thou  hast. 
Thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  for  cracking  nuts,  having 
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no  Other  reason  but  because  thou  hast  hazel  eyes. 
What  eye,  but  such  an  eye,  would  spy  out  such  a 
quarrel?  Thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels  as  an  tgg  is 
full  of  meat,  and  yet  thy  head  hath  been  beaten  as 
addle  as  an  ^gg  for  quarrelling.  Thou  hast  quarrelled 
with  a  man  for  coughing  in  the  street,  because  he  hath 
wakened  thy  dog  that  hath  lain  asleep  in  the  sun. 
Didst  thou  not  fall  out  ^^•ith  a  tailor  for  wearing  his 
new  doublet  before  Easter  ?  with  another,  for  tying 
his  new  shoes  with  old  riband?  and  yet  thou  wilt 
tutor  me  from  quarrelling  ! 

Ben.  An  I  were  so  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  any 
man  should  buy  the  fee-simple  of  my  life  for  an  hour 
and  a  quarter. 

Mer.  The  fee-simple  !    O  simple  ! 

Ben,  By  my  head,  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mer.  By  my  heel,  I  care  not. 

Enter  Tybalt  and  Others. 

Tyb.  Follow  me  close,  for  I  will  speak  to  them. 
Gentlemen,  good  den  !  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us  ?  Couple  it 
with  something  ;  make  it  a  word  and  a  blow. 

Tyb.  You  shall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  sir,  an 
you  will  give  me  occasion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  some  occasion  without 
giving  ? 

Tyb.  Mercutio,  thou  consort'st  with  Romeo,— 
.    Mer,   Consort !  what !  dost  thou  make  us  minstrels  ? 
an  thou  make  minstrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing 
but  discords  :  here  'smy  fiddlestick  ;  here  's  that  shall 
make  you  dance.     'Zounds  !  consort  ! 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of  men  : 
Either  withdraw  unto  some  private  place. 
Or  reason  coldly  of  your  grievances. 
Or  else  depart  ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

IX.  E 


^o  KOA/EO  AXD  JULIET  Act  itt 

Mer.  Men's  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them 
gaze; 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleasure,  I. 

Eiifer  Romeo. 

Tyh.  Well,  peace  be  with  you,  sir.     Here  comes 
my  man. 

Mer.  But  I  '11  be  hang'd,  sir,  if  he  wear  your  livery  :| 
Marry,  go  before  to  field,  he  '11  be  your  follower  :  I 
Your  worship  in  that  sense  may  call  him  '  man. '  1 

Tyb.   Romeo,  the  love  I  bear  thee  can  afford 
No  better  term  than  this, — thou  art  a  villain. 

Rom.  Tybalt,  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love  thee 
Doth  much  excuse  the  appertaining  rage 
To  such  a  greeting  ;  villain  am  I  none, 
Therefore  farewell ;  I  see  thou  know'st  me  not. 

Tyb.  Boy,  this  shall  not  excuse  the  injuries 
That  thou  hast  done  me  ;  therefore  turn  and  draw. 

Ro7n.   I  do  protest  I  never  injur'd  thee, 
But  love  thee  better  than  thou  canst  devise, 
Till  thou  shalt  know  the  reason  of  my  love  : 
And  so,  good  Capulet,  which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  mine  own,  be  satisfied. 

Mer.  O  calm,  dishonourable,  vile  submission  ! 
Alia  stoccata  carries  it  away.  Draws. 

Tybalt,  you  rat-catcher,  will  you  walk  ? 

Tyb.  What  would'st  thou  have  with  me  ? 

3Tei:  Good  king  of  cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your 
nine  lives,  that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal,  and,  as 
you  shall  use  me  hereafter,  dry-beat  the  rest  of  the 
eight.  Will  you  pluck  your  sword  out  of  his  pilcher 
by  the  ears  ?  make  haste,  lest  mine  be  about  your  ears 
ere  it  be  out. 

Tyb.  I  am  for  you.  Draiving. 

Rom.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 
^^er.  Come,  sir,  your  passado.  They  Jight. 
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Rom.  Dra^^■,  Benvolio ;  beat  down  their  weajions. 
Gentlemen,  for  shame,  forbear  this  outrage  ! 
Tj'balt,  Mercutio,  the  prince  expressly  hath 
Forbidden  bandying  in  Verona  streets. 
Hold,  Tybalt !  good  Mercutio  ! 

Exeunt  Tybalt  and  his  Partisans. 

Mer.  I  am  hurt. 

A  plague  o'  both  the  houses  !  I  am  sped. 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing? 

Ben.  What  !  art  thou  hurt  ? 

^^er.  Ay,    ay,    a   scratch,    a   scratch ;    marr}',    'tis 
enough. 
Where  is  my  page  ?    Go,  villain,  fetch  a  surgeon. 

Exit  Page. 

Rom.  Courage,  man  ;  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Mer.  No,  'tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  wide  as 
a  church  door  ;  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  serve  :  ask  for 
me  to-morrow,  and  you  shall  find  me  a  grave  man.  I 
am  peppered,  I  warrant,  for  this  world.  A  plague  o' 
both  your  houses  !  'Zounds  !  a  dog,  a  rat,  a  mouse,  a 
cat,  to  scratch  a  man  to  death  !  a  braggart,  a  rogue,  a 
villain,  that  fights  by  the  book  of  arithmetic  !  Why 
the  devil  came  you  between  us  ?  I  was  hurt  under  your 
arm. 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  best. 

Mer.   Help  me  into  some  house,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  shall  faint.     A  plague  o'  both  your  houses  ! 
They  have  made  worms'  meat  of  me  :  I  have  it, 
And  soundly  too  :  your  houses  ! 

Exeunt  Mercutio  and  Benvolio. 

Rom.  This  gentleman,  the  prince's  near  ally, 
My  very  friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf ;  my  reputation  stain'd 
With  Tybalt's  slander,  Tybalt,  that  an  hour 
Hath  been  my  cousin.     O  sweet  Juliet  ! 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  effeminate, 
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And  in  my  temper  soften'd  valour's  steel. 
Re-enter  Bexvolio. 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo  !  brave  Mercutio  's  dead 
That  gallant  spirit  hath  aspir'd  the  clouds, 
\Vhich  too  untimely  here  did  scorn  the  earth. 

Rom.  This  day's  black   fate  on  more   days   doth 
depend  ; 
This  but  begins  the  woe  others  must  end. 

Re-enter  Tybalt. 

Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  again. 

Rom.  Alive  !  in  triumph  !  and  Mercutio  slain  ! 
Away  to  heaven,  respective  lenity, 
And  fire-eyed  fury  be  my  conduct  nov,'  ! 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  villain  back  again 
That  late  thou  gav'st  me  ;  for  Mercutio's  soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  company  : 
Either  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  must  go  with  him. 

Tyb.  Thou,  wretched  boy,  that  didst  consort  him 
here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence, 

Rom.  This  shall  determine  that. 

They  fight ;  Tybalt  falls. 

Ben.  Romeo,  away  !  be  gone  ! 
The  citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  slain.  . 
Stand  not  amaz'd  ;  the  prince  will  doom  thee  death 
If  thou  art  taken  :  hence  !  be  gone  !  away  ! 

Ro?n.  O  !  I  am  fortune's  fool* 

Ben.  Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Exit  Romeo. 

Enter  Citizens,  ete. 

First  Cit.  Which  way  ran  he  that  kill'd  Mercutio  ? 
Tybalt,  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 
/?'-V/.   There  I'es  thnt  Tvbalt. 
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First  at.  Up,  sir  ;  go  wiili  me  ; 

I  charge  thee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 

Enter  Prince,  attended;  Montague,  Capulet, 
their  Wives,  and  Others. 

Prince.  Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this  fray  ? 

Ben.  O  noble  prince  !  I  can  discover  all 
The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl  : 
There  lies  the  man,  slain  by  young  Romeo, 
That  slew  thy  kinsman,  brave  Mercutio. 

Lady  Cap.  Tybalt,  my  cousin  !  O  my  brother's  child  I 
O  prince  !  O  cousin  !  husband  !  O  !  the  blood  is  spill'd 
Of  my  dear  kinsman.     Prince,  as  thou  art  true, 
For  blood  of  ours,  shed  blood  of  Montague. 
O  cousin,  cousin  I 

Prince.  Benvolio,  who  began  this  bloody  fray  ? 

Ben.  Tybalt,  here  slain,  MhomRomeo'shanddid  slay  : 
Romeo,  that  spoke  him  fair,  bade  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 
Your  high  displeasure :  all  this  uttered 
With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bow"d, 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  spleen 
Of  Tybalt  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  steel  at  bold  Mercutio's  breast, 
Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point. 
And,  with  a  martial  scorn,  with  one  hand  beats 
Cold  death  aside,  and  with  the  other  sends 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  whose  dexterity 
Retorts  it :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 
'Hold,  friends  !  friends,  part  I'  and,  swifter  than  his 

tongue. 
His  agile  arm  beats  do\\m  their  fatal  points. 
And  'twixt  them  rushes ;  underneath  whose  arm 
An  envious  thrust  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 
Of  stout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled  ; 
But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 


54  KOMEO  AND  JULIET  Act  hi 

"Who  had  but  newly  entertain 'd  revenge, 
And  to  't  they  go  like  lightning,  for,  ere  I 
Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  stout  Tybalt  slain, 
And  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  and  fly. 
This  is  the  truth  or  let  Benvolio  die. 

Lady  Cap.  He  is  a  kinsman  to  the  Montague  ; 
Affection  makes  him  false,  he  speaks  not  true  : 
Some  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  strife, 
And  all  those  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life. 
I  beg  for  justice,  which  thou,  prince,  must  give  : 
Komeo  slew  Tybalt,  Romeo  must  not  live. 

Prince.  Romeo  slew  him,  he  slew  Mercutio  ; 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe  ? 

Mon.  Not  Romeo,  prince,  he  was  Mercutio's  friend  ; 
His  fault  concludes  but  what  the  law  should  end, 
The  life  of  Tybalt. 

Prmce.  And  for  that  offence 

Immediately  we  do  exile  him  hence  : 
I  have  an  interest  in  your  hate's  proceeding, 
My  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lie  a-bleeding ; 
But  I  '11  amerce  you  with  so  strong  a  fine 
That  you  shall  all  repent  the  loss  of  mine. 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excuses  ; 
Nor  tears  nor  prayers  shall  purchase  out  abuses  ; 
Therefore  use  none  ;  let  Romeo  hence  in  haste, 
Else,  when  he  's  found,  that  hour  is  his  last. 
Bear  hence  this  body  and  attend  our  will : 
Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kill. 

Exeunt. 


SCENE  \\. —  The  Same.     Capulet's  Orchard. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.   Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds, 
Towards  Phoebus'  lodging  ;  such  a  waggoner 
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As  Phaethoii  would  whip  you  to  the  west, 

And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. 

Spread  thy  close  curtain,  love-performing  night ! 

That  runaway's  eyes  may  wink,  and  Romeo 

Leap  to  these  arms,  untalk'd  of  and  unseen  ! 

Lovers  can  see  to  do  their  amorous  rites 

By  their  own  beauties  ;  or,  if  love  be  blind, 

It  best  agrees  with  night.     Come,  civil  night, 

Thou  sober-suited  matron,  all  in  black. 

And  learn  me  how  to  lose  a  winning  match, 

Play'd  for  a  pair  of  stainless  maidenhoods  : 

Hood  my  unmann'd  blood,  bating  in  my  cheeks. 

With  thy  black  mantle  ;  till  strange  love,  grown  bold, 

Think  true  love  acted  simple  modesty. 

Come,  night  !  come,  Romeo  !  come,  thou  day  in  night  I 

For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wings  of  night 

Whiter  than  new  snow  on  a  raven's  back. 

Come,  gentle  night ;  come,  loving,  black-brow'd  niglit, 

Give  me  my  Romeo  :  and,  when  he  shall  die, 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars, 

And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine 

That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night, 

And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun. 

O  !  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love, 

But  not  possess'd  it,  and  though  I  am  sold, 

Not  yet  enjoy'd.     So  tedious  is  this  day 

As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 

To  an  impatient  child  that  hath  new  robes 

And  may  not  wear  them.     O  !  here  comes  my  nurse, 

Enter  Nurse,  with  cords. 

And  she  brings  news  ;  and  every  tongue  that  speaks 
But  Romeo's  name  speaks  heavenly  eloquence. 
Now,  nurse,  what  news  ?    What  hast  thou  there  ?  the 

cords 
Tha.t  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch  ? 
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Nurse.  Ay,  ay,  the  cords. 

Throws  them  down, 
Jill.  Ay  me  1  wliat  news?  why  dost  thou  wring  thy 
hands  ? 

Xurse.  Ah  I  well-a-day  1  he's  dead,  he  's  dead,  he  s 
dead! 
A\'e  are  undone,  lady,  we  are  undone  ! 
Alack  the  day  !  he  's  gone,  he 's  kill'd,  he  's  dead  I 
Jul.  Can  heaven  be  so  envious  ? 

Nurse.  Romeo  can, 

Though  heaven  cannot.     O  !   Romeo,  Romeo  ; 
Who  ever  would  have  thought  it  ?    Romeo  ! 

Jul.  What  devil  art  thou  that   dost   torment    mc 
thus  ? 
This  torture  should  be  roar'd  in  dismal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  slain  himself?  say  thou  but  *I,' 
And  that  bare  vowel  '  I '  shall  poison  more 
Than  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice  : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  such  an  I ;  . 

Or  those  eyes  shut  that  make  thee  answer  *  I.' 
If  he  be  slain  say  '  I '  ;  or  if  not,  no  : 
Brief  sounds  determine  of  ray  weal  or  woe. 

Nurse.  I  saw  the  wound,  I  saw  it  with  mine  eyes, 
God  save  the  mark  !  here  on  his  manly  breast  : 
A  piteous  corse,  a  bloody  piteous  corse  ; 
Pale,  pale  as  ashes,  all  bedaub'd  in  blood. 
All  in  gore  blood  ;  I  swounded  at  the  sight. 

Jul.  O  !  break,  my  heart ;  poor  bankrupt,  break  at 
once! 
To  prison,  eyes  ;  ne'er  look  on  liberty  I 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign  ;  end  motion  here  ; 
And  thou  and  Romeo  press  one  hea\-y  bier  I 

Nurse.  O  Tybalt,  Tybalt  !  the  best  friend  I  iiad  : 
O  courteous  Tybalt  I  honest  gentleman  ! 
That  ever  I  should  live  to  see  thee  dead  1 

Jul.  What  storm  is  this  that  blows  so  couiiary  ? 
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Is  Romeo  slaughter'd,  and  is  Tybalt  dead  ? 
My  dearest  cousin,  and  my  dearer  lord  ? 
Then,  dreadful  trumpet,  sound  the  general  doom  ! 
For  who  is  living  if  those  two  are  gone  ? 

Nurse.  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banished  ; 
Romeo,  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banished. 

Jul.    O   God  !    did   Romeo's  hand   shed  Tyball"s 
blood  ? 

Nurse.  It  did,  it  did  ;  alas  the  day  !  it  did. 

Jul.  O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flowering  face  ! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave  ? 
Beautiful  tyrant  !  fiend  angelical  ! 
Dove-feather'd  raven  !  wolvish-ravening  lamb  I 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show  ! 
Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'st  ; 
A  damned  saint,  an  honourable  villain  I 
O  nature  !  what  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell 
When  thou  didst  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  such  sweet  flesh .'' 
Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound  ?    O  !  that  deceit  should  dwell 
In  such  a  gorgeous  palace. 

Nurse.  There  's  no  trust, 

No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men  ;  all  perjur'd, 
All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers. 
Ah  !  where 's  my  man  ?  give  me  some  aqua  vitic  : 
These  griefs,  these  woes,  these  sorrows  make  me  old. 
Shame  come  to  Romeo  ! 

Jul.  Blister'd  be  thy  tongue 

For  such  a  wish  !  he  was  not  boi-n  to  shame  : 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham'd  to  sit ; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown'd 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 
O !  what  a  beast  was  I  to  chide  at  him. 

Nurse.  Will  you  speak  well  of  him  that  kill'd  youi" 
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Jul.  Shall  I  speak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  husband  ? 
Ah  !  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  shall  smooth  thy  name, 
When  I,  thy  three-hours'  wife,  have  mangled  it  ? 
But,  wherefore,  villain,  didst  thou  kill  my  cousin  ? 
That  villain  cousin  would  have  kill'd  my  husband  ; 
Back,  foolish  tears,  back  to  your  native  spring  ; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe, 
Which  you,  mistaking,  offer  up  to  joy. 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have  slain  ; 
And  Tybalt 's  dead,  that  would  have  slain  my  husband  : 
All  this  is  comfort ;  wherefore  weep  I  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was,  worser  than  Tybalt's  death, 
That  murder'd  me  :  I  would  forget  it  fain  ; 
But,  O  !  it  presses  to  my  memory, 
Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  sinners'  minds. 
'  Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo  banished  ! ' 
That  '  banished,'  that  one  word  'banished,' 
Hath  slain  ten  thousand  Tybalts.     Tybalt's  death 
Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there  : 
Or,  if  sour  woe  delights  in  fellowship. 
And  needly  will  be  rank'd  with  other  griefs, 
Why  foUow'd  not,  when  she  said  'Tybalt  's  dead,' 
Thy  father,  or  thy  mother,  nay,  or  both, 
Which  modern  lamentation  might  have  mov'd? 
But  with  a  rearward  following  Tybalt's  death, 
*  Romeo  is  banished  ! '  to  speak  that  word. 
Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 
All  slain,  all  dead  :   '  Romeo  is  banished  ! ' 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  measure,  bound. 
In  that  word's  death  ;  no  words  can  that  woe  sound. 
Where  is  my  father  and  my  mother,  nurse  ? 

Nurse.  Weeping  and  wailing  over  Tybalt's  corse  : 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 

Jul.  Wash  they  his  wounds  with  tears  :  mine  shall 
be  spent. 
When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  banishment. 
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Take  up  those  cords.     Poor  ropes,  you  are  beguil'd, 

Both  you  and  I,  for  Romeo  is  exil'd  : 

He  made  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed, 

But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden-widowed. 

Come,  cords  ;  come,  nurse ;  I  '11  to  my  wedding- bed  ; 

And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maidenhead  ! 

N'urse.  Hie  to  your  chamber ;  I  '11  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you :  I  wot  well  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night : 
I  '11  to  him ;  he  is  hid  at  Laurence'  cell. 

Jul,  O  !  find  him  ;  give  this  ring  to  my  true  kniglit, 
And  bid  him  come  to  take  his  last  farewell.     Exeunt. 


SCENE  HI. — The  Same.     Friar  Laurence's  Cell, 

Enter  Fi'iar  La  urence, 

Fri.  Romeo,  come  forth;  come  forth,  thou  fearful 
man : 
Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts, 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Enter  RoMEO, 

Rom.  Father,  what  news  ?  \\hat  is  the  prince's  doom? 
What  sorrow  ci-aves  acquaintance  at  my  hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri.  Too  familiar 

Is  my  dear  son  with  such  sour  company : 
I  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  prince's  doom. 

Ro7n.  What  less  than  doomsday  is  the  prince's  doom  ? 

Fri.  A  gentler  judgment  vanish 'd  from  his  lips. 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banishment. 

Rom.   Ha  !  banishment  !  be  merciful,  say  Meath  '; 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look. 
Much. more  than  death  :  do  not  say  '  banishment.' 
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Fri.  Hence  from  Verona  art  thou  banished. 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  world  without  Verona  walls, 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itself. 
Hence  banished  is  banish'd  from  the  world, 
And  world's  exile  is  death;  then  'banished' 
Is  death  mis-term'd.     Calling  death  'banished,' 
Thou  cutt'st  my  head  off  with  a  golden  axe, 
And  smil'st  upon  the  stroke  that  murders  mc. 

Fri.   O  deadly  sin  !  O  rude  un thankfulness  ! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death  ;  but  the  kind  prince. 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rush'd  aside  the  law. 
And  turn'd  that  black  word  death  to  banishment  : 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  seest  it  not. 

Rom.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy:  heaven  is  here, 
Where  Juliet  lives  ;  and  every  cat  and  dog 
And  little  mouse,  every  unworthy  thing. 
Live  here  in  heaven  and  may  look  on  her  ; 
But  Romeo  may  not :  more  validity. 
More  honourable  state,  more  courtship  lives 
In  carrion  flies  than  Romeo  :  they  may  seize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand, 
And  steal  immortal  blessing  from  her  lips, 
Who,  even  in  pure  and  vestal  modesty. 
Still  blush,  as  thinking  their  own  kisses  sin  ; 
But  Romeo  may  not ;  he  is  banished. 
Flies  may  do  this,  but  I  from  this  must  fly : 
They  are  free  men,  but  I  am  banished. 
And  say'st  thou  yet  that  exile  is  not  death  ? 
Hadst  thou  no  poison  mix'd,  no  sharp-ground  knife, 
Xo  sudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  so  mean, 
But  'banished '  to  kill  me  ?    '  Banished  '  ! 
O  friar  !  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 
Howlings  attend  it :  how  hast  thou  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  confessor, 
A  sin-absolver-,  and  my  friend  profess'd, 
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To  mangle  me  with  that  word  *  banished '  ? 

Fri.  Thou  fond  mad  man,  hear  me  but  speak  a  word. 
Rom.  O  !  thou  wilt  speak  again  of  banishment. 
Fri.  I  '11  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that  word  ; 
Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy. 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banished. 

Rotn.  Yet  'banished'  !    Hang  up  philosophy! 
Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Displant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom, 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not :  talk  no  more. 

Fri.  O  !  then  I  see  that  madmen  have  no  ears. 
Rotn.  How  should  they,  when  that  wise  men  have  no 

eyes? 
Fri.  Let  me  dispute  with  thee  of  thy  estate. 
Rotn.  Thou  canst  not  speak  of  that  thou  dost  not  feel. 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banished, 
Then  might'st  thou  speak,  then  might'st  thou  tear  thy 

hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave. 

Knocking  toithin. 
Fri.  Arise  ;  one  knocks  :  good  Romeo,  hide  thyself. 
RojH.  Not  I ;  unless  the  breath  of  heart-sick  groans, 
Mist -like,  infold  me  from  the  search  of  eyes. 

Knocking. 
Fri.  Hark  !  how  they  knock.  Who's  there?  Romeo, 
arise ; 
Thou  wilt  be  taken,     Stay  awhile  I    Stand  up  ; 

Knocking, 
kun  to  my  study.     By  and  by  !   God's  will ! 
What  simpleness  is  this  !  I  come,  I  come  ! 

Knocking, 
Who  knocks  so  hard  ?  whence  Come  you  ?  what 's  yom 
will? 
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A'ursc.   IVi/Iiin.  Let  me  come  in,  and  you  shall  know 
my  errand  : 
I  come  from  Lady  Juliet. 

/•>/.  Welcome  then. 

Enter  Nurse, 

Nurse,  O  holy  friar  !    O  I  tell  me,  holy  friar, 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord  ?  where  's  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  There  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tears  made 
drunk. 

Nurse.  O  !  he  is  even  in  my  mistress'  case. 
Just  in  her  case.     O  woeful  sympathy  ! 
Piteous  predicament  !    Even  so  lies  she. 
Blubbering  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbering. 
Stand  up,  stand  up  ;  stand,  an  you  be  a  man  : 
For  Juliet's  sake,  for  her  sake,  rise  and  stand  ; 
Why  should  you  fall  into  so  deep  an  O  ? 

Rom.  Nurse  ! 

Nurse.  Ah  sir  !  ah  sir  I  Well,  death  's  the  end  of  all. 

Rom.   Spak'st  thou  of  Juliet?  how  is  it  with  her? 
Doth  she  not  think  me  an  old  murderer, 
Now  I  have  stain'd  the  childhood  of  our  joy 
With  blood  remov'd  but  little  from  her  own  ? 
Where  is  she  ?  and  how  doth  she  ?  and  what  says 
My  conceal'd  lady  to  our  cancell'd  love  ? 

Nurse.  O  !   she  says  nothing,  sir,  but  weeps  and 
weeps  ; 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed  ;  and  then  starts  up, 
Vnd  Tybalt  calls,  and  then  on  Romeo  cries, 
A.nd  then  down  falls  again. 

Rom.  As  if  that  name, 

Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun, 
Did  murder  her ;  as  that  name's  cursed  hand 
Murder'd  her  kinsman.     O  !  tell  me,  friar,  tell  me, 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 
Doth  my  name  lodge  ?  tell  me,  that  I  may  sack 
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1  he  hateful  mansion.  Drawing  his  stvord. 

Fri.  Hold  ihy  desperate  hand  : 

Art  thou  a  man  ?  thy  form  cries  out  thou  art  : 
Thy  tears  are  womanish  ;  thy  wild  acts  denote 
The  unreasonable  fury  of  a  beast : 
Unseemly  woman  in  a  seeming  man  ; 
And  ill-beseeming  beast  in  seeming  both  ! 
Thou  hast  amaz'd  me  :  by  my  holy  order, 
I  thought  thy  disposition  better  temper'd. 
Hast  thou  slain  Tybalt  ?  wilt  thou  slay  thyself? 
And  slay  thy  lady  that  in  thy  life  lives, 
By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thyself? 
Why  rail'st  thou  on  thy  birth,  the  heaven,  and  eartli  ? 
Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three  do  meet 
In  thee  at  once,  which  thou  at  once  would'st  lose. 
Fie,  fie  !  thou  sham'st  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit  ; 
Which,  like  an  usurer,  abound'st  in  all, 
And  usest  none  in  that  true  use  indeed 
Which  should  bedeck  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit. 
Thy  noble  shape  is  but  a  form  of  wax, 
Digressing  from  the  valour  of  a  man  ; 
Thy  dear  love  sworn,  but  hollow  perjury,    • 
Killing  that  love  which  thou  hast  vow'd  to  cherish  ; 
Thy  wit,  that  ornament  to  shape  and  love, 
Misshapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both, 
Like  powder  in  a  skilless  soldier's  flask, 
Is  set  a-fire  by  thine  own  ignorance. 
And  thou  dismember'd  with  thine  own  defence. 
What  !   rouse  thee,  man  ;  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 
For  whose  dear  sake  thou  wast  but  lately  dead  ; 
There  art  thou  happy :  Tybalt  would  kill  thee. 
But  thou  slew'st  Tybalt ;  there  art  thou  happy  too : 
The  law  that  threaten'd  death  becomes  thy  friend. 
And  turns  it  to  exile  ;  there  art  thou  happy : 
A  pack  of  blessings  light  upon  thy  back  ; 
Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array  j 
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But,  like  a  misbehav'd  and  sullen  wench, 
Thou  pout'st  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love. 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 
Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed, 
Ascend  her  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her  ; 
But  look  thou  stay  not  till  the  watch  be  set. 
For  then  thou  canst  not  pass  to  Mantua  ; 
Where  thou  shalt  live,  till  we  can  find  a  time 
To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 
Beg  pardon  of  the  prince,  and  call  thee  back 
With  twenty  hundred  thousand  times  more  joy 
Than  thou  went'st  forth  in  lamentation. 
Go  before,  nurse :  commend  me  to  thy  lady  ; 
And  bid  her  hasten  all  the  house  to  bed, 
Which  heavy  sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto  : 
Ixomeo  is  coming. 

Nurse.  O  Lord  !  I  could  have  stay"d  here  all  the 
night 
To  hear  good  counsel :  O  !  what  learning  is. 
My  lord,  I  '11  tell  my  lady  you  will  come. 

Rovi.  Do  so,  and  bid  my  sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nurse*  Here,  sir,  a  ring  she  bid  me  give  you,  sir. 
I  lie  you,  make  haste,  for  it  grows  veiy  late.         Exii. 

Rotn.   How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this  ! 

Fri.  Go  hence.     Good  night ;  and  here  stands  all 
your  state : 
Either  be  gone  before  the  watch  be  set, 
Or  by  the  break  of  day  disguis'd  from  hence : 
Sojourn  in  Mantua  :  I  '11  find  out  your  man, 
And  he  shall  signify  from  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  you  that  chances  here. 
Give  me  thy  hand  ;  'tis  late  :  farewell  ;  good  night. 

R(^7t.  But  that  a  joy  past  joy  calls  out  on  me, 
It  were  a  grief,  so  brief  to  part  \nth  thee ; 
Farewell,  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV.  —  T/ie  Same.     A  Room  in  Capulet^s 
House. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris, 

Cap.  Things  have  faH'n  out,  sir,  so  unluckily, 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daughter : 
Look  you,  she  lov'd  her  kinsman  Tybalt  dearly, 
And  so  did  I :  well,  we  were  born  to  die. 
'Tis  very  late,  she  '11  not  come  down  to-night : 
I  promise  you,  but  for  your  company, 
I  would  have  been  a-bed  an  hour  ago. 

Far.  These  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to  woo. 
Madam,  good  night :  commend  me  to  your  daughter. 

Lady  Cap.  I   will,  and  know  her  mind   early   to- 
morrow ; 
To-night  she 's  mew'd  up  to  her  heaviness. 

Cap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  desperate  tender 
Of  my  child's  love  :  I  think  she  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  respects  by  me  ;  nay,  more,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed  ; 
Acquaint  her  here  of  my  son  Paris'  love, 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednesday  next — 
But,  soft  !  what  day  is  this  ?    . 

Pa7:  Monday,  my  lord. 

Cap.  Monday  !  ha,  ha  !    Well,  Wednesday  is  too 
soon; 
0'  Thursday  let  it  be  :  o'  Thursday,  tell  her, 
She  shall  be  married  to  this  noble  earl. 
Will  you  be  ready  ?  do  you  like  this  haste  ? 
We  '11  keep  no  great  ado  ;  a  friend  or  two  ; 
For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  slain  so  late,  ■ 

It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelessly. 
Being  our  kinsman,  if  we  revel  much. 
Therefore  we  '11  have  some  half  a  dozen  friends, 
IX.  F 
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And  there  an  end.     But  what  say  you  to  Thursday  ? 

Par.  My  lord,   I   would   that   Thursday  were  to- 
morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone  :  o'  Thursday  be  it  then . 
Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  you  go  to  bed, 
Prepare  her,  wife,  against  this  wedding-day. 
Farewell,  my  lord.     Light  to  my  chamber,  ho  ! 
Afore  me  !  it  is  so  veiy  veiy  late, 
That  we  may  call  it  early  by  and  by. 
Good  night.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  v.— The  Same.    Juliet's  Chamber. 
Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  day  : 
It  was  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  lark, 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear  ; 
Nightly  she  sings  on  yon  pomegranate  tree : 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Ro7n.  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 
No  nightingale  :  look,  love,  what  envious  streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east : 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain  tops  : 
I  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die. 

Jul.  Yon  light  is  not  daylight,  I  know  it,  I  : 
It  is  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer, 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua  : 
Therefore  stay  yet ;  thou  need'st  not  to  be  gone. 

Ro?n.  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  death  ; 
I  am  content,  so  thou  wilt  have  it  so. 
I  '11  say  yon  grey  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
'Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow ; 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whose  notes  do  beat 
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The  vaulty  heaven  so  high  above  our  heads  : 
I  have  more  care  to  stay  than  will  to  go  : 
Come,  death,  and  welcome  !  Juliet  wills  it  so. 
How  is  't,  my  soul  ?  let  's  talk  ;  it  is  not  day. 
Jtd.  It  is,  it  is  ;  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away  ! 
It  is  the  lark  that  sings  so  out  of  tune. 
Straining  harsh  discords  and  unpleasing  sharps. 
Some  say  the  lark  makes  sweet  division  ; 
This  doth  not  so,  for  she  divideth  us  : 
Some  say  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyes  ; 
O  !  now  I  would  they  had  chang'd  voices  too, 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  voice  doth  us  affray. 
Hunting  thee  hence  with  hunt  's-up  to  the  day. 

0  !  now  be  gone  ;  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 
Rom.   More  light  and  light ;  more  dark  and  dark 

our  woes. 

Enter  Nurse, 

Nurse.  Madam  ! 
Jul.  Nurse  1 

Nurse.  Your  lady  mother  is  coming  to  your  chamber  : 
The  day  is  broke  ;  be  wary,  look  about.  Exit. 

Jul.  Then,  window,  let  day  in,  and  let  life  out. 
Rom.  Farewell,  farewell  !  one  kiss,  and  I  'II  descend. 

Desceitds. 
Jul.  Art  thou    gone    so?   my  lord,  my   love,    my 
friend  ! 

1  must  hear  from  thee  every  day  in  the  hour. 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days : 

0  !  by  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  years 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Ro7n.  Farewell ! 

1  will  omit  no  opportunity 

That  may  convey  my  gi-eetings,  love,  to  thee. 
Jul.  O  1  think'st  thou  we  shall  ever  meet  again  ? 
Ro>u.  I  doubt  it  not ;  and  all  these  woes  shall  serve 
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For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul,  O  God  !  I  have  an  ill-divining  soul : 
Methinks  I  see  thee,  now  thou  art  so  low, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb  : 
Either  my  eyesight  fails,  or  thou  look'st  pale. 

Rom.  And  trust  me,  love,  in  my  eye  so  do  you  : 
Dry  sorrow  drinks  our  blood.     Adieu  !  adieu  !    Exit. 

Jul.  O  fortune,  fortune  !  all  men  call  thee  fickle  : 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dost  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  faith  ?    Be  fickle,  fortune  ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  send  him  back. 

Lady  Cap.   Within.   Ho,  daughter  !  are  you  up  ? 

Jul.  Who  is  't  that  calls  ?  is  it  my  lady  mother  ? 
Is  she  not  down  so  late,  or  up  so  early  ? 
What  unaccustom'd  cause  procures  her  hither  ? 

^nter  Lady  Capulet. 

Lady  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Juliet ! 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

Lady  Cap.  Evermore  weepingforyourcousin'sdeath? 
What  !  wilt  thou  wash  him  from  his  grave  with  tears  ? 
An  if  thou  could'st,  thou  could'st  not  make  him  live  ; 
Therefore,  have  done  :  some  grief  shows  much  of  love ; 
But  much  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit. 

Jul.  Yet  let  me  weep  for  such  a  feeling  loss. 

Lady  Cap.  So  shall  you  feel  the  loss,  but  not  the 
friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

Jul.  Feeling  so  the  loss, 

I  cannot  choose  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 

Lady  Cap.  Well,  girl,  thou  weep'st  not  so  much  for 
his  death 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  slaughter'd  him. 

Jul.  What  villain,  madam? 

Lady  Cap.  That  same  villain,  Romeo, 
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Jul.  Aside.  Villain  and  he  be  many  miles  asunder. 
God  pardon  him  !  I  do,  with  all  my  heart ; 
And  yet  no  man  like  he  doth  grieve  my  heart. 
Lady  Cap.  That  is  because  the  traitor  murderer  lives. 
Jul.  Ay,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  these  my  hands. 
Would  none  but  I  might  venge  my  cousin's  death  ! 
Lady  Cap.  We  will  have  vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou 
not  : 
Then  weep  no  more.     I  '11  send  to  one  in  Mantua, 
Where  that  same  banish'd  runagate  doth  live, 
Shall  give  him  such  an  unaccustom'd  dram 
That  he  shall  soon  keep  Tybalt  company  : 
And  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 
Jul.  Indeed,  I  never  shall  be  satisfied 
With  Romeo,  till  I  behold  him — dead — 
Is  my  poor  heart  so  for  a  kinsman  vex'd  : 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poison,  I  would  temper  it. 
That  Romeo  should,  upon  receipt  thereof, 
Soon  sleep  in  quiet.     O  !  how  my  heart  abhors 
To  hear  him  nam'd,  and  cannot  come  to  him, 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  cousin  Tybalt 
Upon  his  body  that  hath  slaughter'd  him. 
Lady  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  I  '11  find  such  a 
man. 
But  now  I  '11  tell  thee  joyful  tidings,  girl. 

Jul.  And  joy  comes  well  in  such  a  needy  time. 
What  are  they,  I  beseech  your  ladyship  ? 

Lady  Cap.  Well,  well,   thou  hast  a  careful  father, 
child  ; 
One  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heaviness, 
Hath  sorted  out  a  sudden  day  of  joy, 
That  thou  expect'st  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 
Jid.  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  that  ? 
Lady  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thursday 
morn, 
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The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentleman, 
The  County  Paris,  at  Saint  Peter's  church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride. 

Jul.  Now,  by  Saint  Peter's  church,  and  Peter  too, 
He  shall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  haste  ;  that  I  must  wed 
Ere  he  that  should  be  husband  comes  to  woo. 
I  pray  you,  tell  my  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet ;  and,  when  I  do,  I  swear 
It  shall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
Rather  than  Paris.     These  are  news  indeed  ! 
Lady  Cap.  Here  comes  your  father ;  tell  him  so  your- 
self, 
And  see  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Enter  Capulet  and  Nurse, 

Cap.  When  the  sun  sets,  the  air  doth  drizzle  dew 
But  for  the  sunset  of  my  brother's  son 
It  rains  downright. 

How  now  !  a  conduit,  girl  ?  what  !  still  in  tears  ? 
Evermore  showering  ?    In  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'st  a  bark,  a  sea,  a  wind  ; 
For  still  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  sea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears  ;  the  bark  thy  body  is, 
Sailing  in  this  salt  flood  ;  the  winds,  thy  sighs  ; 
Who,  raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with  them. 
Without  a  sudden  calm,  will  overset 
Thy  tempest-tossed  body.     How  now,  wife  ! 
Have  you  deliver'd  to  her  our  decree  ? 

Lady  Cap.  Ay,  sir  ;  but  she  will  none,  she  gives  you 
thanks. 
I  would  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave  ! 

Cap.  Soft  !  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  ~ 
wife. 
How  !  will  she  none  ?  doth  she  not  give  us  thanks  ? 
Is  she  not  proud  ?  doth  she  not  count  her  bless'd. 
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Unworthy  as  she  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom  ? 
Jul,  Not  proud,  you  Iiave  ;  but  thankful,  that  you 
have : 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate  ; 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

Cap.  How  now  !  how  now,  chop-logic  I    What  is 
this? 
*  Proud ',  and  '  I  thank  you  ',  and  *  I  thank  you  not  '  \ 
And  yet  '  not  proud  ' ;  mistress  minion,  you, 
Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds, 
But  fettle  your  tine  joints  'gainst  Thursday  next, 
To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peter's  church, 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 
Out,  you  green-sickness  carrion  !  out,  you  baggage  I 
You  tallow-face  ! 

Lady  Cap.  Fie,  fie  !  what  !  are  you  mad  ? 

Jicl.  Good  father,  I  beseech  you  on  my  knees, 
Hear  me  with  patience  but  to  speak  a  word. 

Cap.    Hang    thee,    yotmg    baggage !     disobedient 
wretch  ! 
I  tell  thee  what :  get  thee  to  church  o'  Thursday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face. 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  answer  me  ; 
My  fingers  itch — Wife,  we  scarce  thought  us  bless'd 
That  God  had  lent  us  but  this  only  child  ; 
But  now  I  see  this  one  is  one  too  much, 
And  that  we  have  a  curse  in  having  her. 
Out  on  her,  hilding  ! 

Nurse.  God  in  heaven  bless  her  ! 

You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  so. 

Cap.  And  why,  my  lady  wisdom  ?  hold  your  tongue, 
Good  prudence  ;  smatter  with  your  gossips  ;  go. 

Ntirse,  I  speak  no  treason. 

Cap,  O  !  God  ye  good  den. 

Nurse,  May  not  one  speak  ? 
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Cap.  Peace,  you  mumbling  fool  l' 

Ulter  your  gravity  o'er  a  gossip's  bowl, 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

Lady  Cap.  Vou  are  too  hot. 

Cap.  God's  bread  !  it  makes  me  mad. 
Day,  night,  hour,  tide,  time,  work,  play. 
Alone,  in  company,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  match'd  ;  and  having  now  provide- 1 
A  gentleman  of  noble  parentage. 
Of  fair  demesnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  train'd, 
Stuffd,  as  they  say,  with  honourable  parts, 
Proportion'd  as  one's  thought  would  wish  a  man  ; 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining  manimet,  in  her  fortune's  tender. 
To  answer  *  I  '11  not  wed,'  '  I  cannot  love,' 
'  I  am  too  young,'  '  I  pray  you,  pardon  me.' 
l)Ut,  an  you  will  not  wed,  I  '11  pardon  you  ! 
Graze  where  you  will,  you  shall  not  house  with  me  : 
Look  to  't,  think  on  't,  I  do  not  use  to  jest. 
Thursday  is  near  ;  lay  hand  on  heart,  advise. 
An  you  be  mine,  I  '11  give  you  to  my  friend  ; 
An  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  starve,  die  in  the  streets, 
For,  by  my  soul,  I  '11  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 
Nor  what  is  mine  shall  never  do  thee  good. 
Trust  to't,  bethink  you  ;  I  '11  not  be  forsworn.     Exit. 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds, 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
O  !  sweet  my  mother,  cast  me  not  away  : 
Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week  ; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 

Lady  Cap.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  I  '11  not  speak  a  w  ord. 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  Exit. 

Jul.  O  God  !  O  nurse  !  how  shall  this  be  prevented  ? 
My  husband  is  on  earth,  my  faith  in  heaven  ; 
How  shall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth. 
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Unless  that  husband  send  it  me  from  heaven 

By  leaving  earth  ?  comfort  me,  counsel  me. 

Alack,  alack  i  that  heaven  should  practise  stratagems 

Upon  so  soft  a  subject  as  myself! 

^Vhat  say'st  thou  ?  hast  thou  not  a  word  of  joy  ? 

Some  comfort,  nurse. 

Xitrse.  Faith,  here  'tis.     Romeo 

Is  banished  ;  and  all  the  world  to  nothing, 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you  ; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  must  be  by  stealth. 
Then,  since  the  case  so  stands  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  best  you  married  with  the  county. 

0  1  he 's  a  lovely  gentleman  ; 

Romeo  's  a  dishclout  to  him  :  an  eagle,  madam, 
Hath  not  so  green,  so  quick,  so  fair  an  eye 
A>  Paris  hath.     Beshrew  my  very  heart, 

1  ihink  you  are  happy  in  this  second  match, 
For  it  excels  your  first  :  or  if  it  did  not, 
Your  first  is  dead  ;  or  'twere  as  good  he  were. 
As  living  here  and  you  no  use  of  him. 

Jul,  Speakest  thou  from  thy  heart  ? 

Nurse.  And  from  my  soul  too  ; 

Or  else  beshrew  them  both. 

Jul.  Amen  ! 

Nurse.  What  ? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  hast  comforted  me  marvellous  much. 
Go  in  ;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone. 
Having  displeas'd  my  father,  to  Laurence'  cell, 
To  make  confession  and  to  be  absolv'd. 

Nurse.  Marry,  I  will ;  and  this  is  wisely  done. 

Exit. 

Jul.  Ancient  damnation  !  O  most  wicked  fiend  ! 
Is  it  more  sin  to  wish  me  thus  forsworn, 
Or  to  dispraise  my  lord  with  that  same  tongue 
Which  she  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare 
So  many  thousand  times  ?    Go,  counsellor  ; 
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Thou  and  my  bosom  henceforth  shall  be  twain. 

I  '11  to  the  friar,  to  know  his  remedy  : 

If  all  else  fail,  myself  have  power  to  die.  Exit, 


ACT   IV 

SCENE  \.— Verona.     Fn'ar  LaurewcrS  Cell. 
Enter  Friar  Laurexce  and  Paris. 

Fri.  On  Thursday,  sir  ?  the  time  is  veiy  short. 

Par.  My  father  Capulet  will  have  it  so ; 
And  I  am  nothing  slow  to  slack  his  haste. 

Fri.  You  say  you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind  : 
Uneven  is  the  course,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  she  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death, 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talk'd  of  love  ; 
For  Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears. 
Now,  sir,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous 
That  she  doth  give  her  sorrow  so  much  sway, 
And  in  his  wisdom  hastes  our  marriage 
To  stop  the  inundation  of  her  tears  ; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herself  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  society. 
Now  do  you  know  the  reason  of  this  haste. 

Fri,  Aside.  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  should  be 
slow'd. 
Look,  sir,  here  comes  the  lady  towards  my  cell. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Par.  Happily  met,  my  lady  and  my  wife  ! 
Jul.  That  may  be,  sir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 
Par.  That   may  be  must  be,   love,    on  Thursday 

next. 
Jill.  What  must  be  shall  be. 
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Fri.  That 's  a  certain  text. 

Par,  Come  you  to  make  confession  to  this  father  ? 

JhL  To  answer  that,  I  should  confess  to  you. 

Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him  that  you  love  me. 

JitL  I  will  confess  to  you  that  I  love  him. 

Par,  So  \vill  ye,  I  am  sure,  that  you  love  me, 

Jul.  If  I  do  so,  it  will  be  of  more  price, 
Being  spoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  face. 

Par,  Poor  soul,  thy  face  is  much  abus'd  with  tears. 

Jul.  The  tears  have  got  small  victory  by  that ; 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  spite. 

Par,  Thou  wrong'st  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that 
report. 

Jul,  That  is  no  slander,  sir,  which  is  a  truth; 
And  what  I  spake,  I  spake  it  to  my  face. 

Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  hast  slander'd  it. 

Jtil,  It  may  be  so,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. 
Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father,  now ; 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mass  ? 

Fri.  My  leisure  serves  me,  pensive  daughter,  now. 
My  lord,  we  must  entreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.  God  shield  I  should  disturb  devotion  ! 
Juliet,  on  Thursday  early  will  I  rouse  you : 
Till  then,  adieu  ;  and  keep  this  holy  kiss.  Exit. 

Jul.  O  !  shut  the  door  ;  and  when  thou  hast  done  so, 
Come  weep  with  me  ;  past  hope,  past  cure,  past  help  1 

Fri.  Ah  !  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strains  me  past  the  compass  of  my  wits  : 
I  hear  thou  must,  and  nothing  may  prorogue  it, 
On  Thursday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 

Jtd.  Tell  me  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear'st  of  this, 
Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it : 
If  in  thy  wisdom  thou  canst  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise. 
And  with  this  knife  I  '11  help  it  presently. 
God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands  ; 
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And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  seal'd, 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed, 
Or  my  tnie  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both. 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  long-experienc'd  time, 
Give  me  some  present  counsel ;  or,  behold, 
'Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire,  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commission  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honour  bring. 
Be  not  so  long  to  speak  ;  I  long  to  die, 
If  what  thou  speak'st  speak  not  of  remedy. 

Fri.   Hold,  daughter  ;  I  do  spy  a  kind  of  hope, 
Which  craves  as  desperate  an  execution 
As  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent. 
If,  rather  than  to  marry  County  Paris, 
Thou  hast  the  strength  of  will  to  slay  thyself, 
Then  is  it  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame, 
That  cop'st  with  death  himself  to  'scape  from  it ; 
And,  if  thou  dar'st,  I  '11  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul.  O  !  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  many  Paris, 
From  off  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower  ; 
Or  walk  in  thievish  ways  ;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  serpents  are  ;  chain  me  v/ith  roaring  bears  ; 
Or  shut  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bones, 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  skulls  j 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  shroud  ; 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble  ; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 
To  live  an  unstain'd  wife  to  my  sweet  love. 

Fri.  Hold,  then  ;  go  home,  be  merry,  give  consent 
To  marry  Paris  :  Wednesday  is  to-morrow  : 
To-morrow  night  look  that  thou  lie  alone, 
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Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber  : 

Take  thou  this  vial,  being  then  in  bed. 

And  this  distilled  liquor  drink  thou  off ; 

When  presently  through  all  thy  veins  shall  run 

A  cold  and  drowsy  humour,  for  no  pulse 

Shall  keep  his  native  progress,  but  surcease  ; 

No  warmth,  no  breath,  shall  testify  thou  livesl  ; 

The  roses  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  fade 

To  paly  ashes  ;  thy  eyes'  windows  fall. 

Like  death,  when  he  shuts  up  the  day  of  life  ; 

Each  part,  depriv'd  of  supple  government, 

Shall,  stiff  and  stark  and  cold,  appear  like  dealli  : 

And  in  this  borrow'd  likeness  of  shrunk  death 

Thou  shalt  continue  two-and-forty  hours. 

And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 

Now,  when  the  bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes 

To  rouse  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead  : 

Then,  as  the  manner  of  our  country  is. 

In  thy  best  robes  uncover'd  on  the  bier, 

Thou  shalt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  vault 

Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie. 

In  the  mean  time,  against  thou  shalt  awake, 

Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift, 

And  hither  shall  he  come  ;  and  he  and  I 

Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  veiy  night 

Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 

And  this  shall  free  thee  from  this  present  shame  ; 

If  no  unconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear, 

Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

Jul.  Give  me,  give  me  !  O  !  tell  not  me  of  fear. 

Fri.  Hold  ;  get  you  gone :  be  strong  and  prosperous 
In  this  resolve.     I  '11  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

Jul.  Love   give   me  strength  !    and  strength  shall 
help  afford. 
Farewell,  dear  father.  E.\cu)'f 
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SCENE  W.— The  Same.     Hall  in  Capulet's 
House. 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  CapULET,  Nurse ^  and 
Sei-vingmen. 

Cap.  So  many  guests  invite  as  here  are  \vx\\.. 

Exit  Servant. 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks. 

Second  Serv.  You  shall  have  none  ill,  sir  ;  for  I  '11 
try  if  they  can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How  canst  thou  try  them  so  ? 

Second  Serv.  Marry,  sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot 
lick  his  own  fingers  :  therefore  he  that  cannot  lick  his 
fingers  goes  not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  be  gone.  Exit  Second  Servant. 

We  shall  be  much  unfurnish'd  for  this  time. 
"What !  is  my  daughter  gone  to  Friar  Laurence  ? 

Nurse.  Ay,  forsooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  some  good  on  her  : 
A  peevish  self-will'd  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Nurse.    See    where    she    comes    from   shrift   with 

meriy  look. 
Cap.  How  now,  my  headstrong  !  where  have  you 

been  gadding  ? 
Jul.  Where  I  have  leam'd  me  to  repent  the  sin 
Of  disobedient  opposition 
To  you  and  your  behests  ;  and  am  enjoin 'd 
By  holy  Laurence  to  fall  prostrate  here, 
And  beg  your  pardon.     Pardon,  I  beseech  you  ! 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  rul'd  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  county  ;  go  tell  him  of  this  : 
I  '11  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morning. 
Jul,  I  met  the  youtliful  lord  at  Laurence'  cell ; 
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And  gave  him  what  becomed  love  I  might, 
Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 

Cap,  Why,  I  am  glad  on  't ;  this  is  well :  stand  up : 
This  is  as  't  should  be.     Let  me  see  the  county  ; 
Ay,  many,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither. 
Now,  afore  God  !  this  reverend  holy  friai-, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

Jill.  Nurse,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  closet, 
To  help  me  sort  such  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnish  me  to-morrow? 

Lady  Cap.    No,  not  till  Thursday  ;    there  is  time 
enough. 

Cap.  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her.     We  '11  to  church  to- 
morrow. Exeunt  Julie  T  and  Nurse. 

Lady  Cap.  We  shall  be  short  in  our  provision  : 
'Tis  now  near  night. 

Cap.  Tush  !  I  will  stir  about, 

And  all  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wife. 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her  ; 
I  '11  not  to  bed  to-night  ;  let  me  alone  ; 
I  '11  play  the  housewife  for  this  once.     What,  ho  ! 
They  are  all  forth  :  well,  I  will  walk  myself 
To  County  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
Against  to-morrow.     My  heart  is  wondrous  light, 
Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  reclaim'd. 

Exeinif. 


SCENE  III.— The  Same.    Juliet's  Chamber. 

Enter  Juliet  and  Nurse. 

Jul.  Ay,  those  attires  are  best ;  but,  gentle  nurse, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons 
To  move  the  heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state, 
Which,,  well  thou  know'st^  is  cross  and  full  of  sin. 
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Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

Lady  Ca/'i  What  I  are  you  busy,  ho?  need  you  my 
help  ? 

Jul.  No,  madam  ;  we  have  cull'd  such  necessaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  state  to-morrow  : 
So  please  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone, 
And  let  the  nurse  this  night  sit  up  with  you  ; 
For  I  am  sure  you  have  your  hands  full  all 
In  this  so  sudden  business. 

Lady  Cap.  Good  night  : 

Cret  thee  to  bed,  and  rest ;  for  thou  hast  need. 

Exeunt  Lady  Capclet  and  Nurse, 

Jul.  Farewell  !    God  knows  when  we  shall  meet 
again. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life  : 
I  '11  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me  : 
Nurse  !  What  should  she  do  here  ? 
My  dismal  scene  I  needs  must  act  alone. 
Come,  vial. 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all? 
Shall  I  be  married  then  to-morrow  morning  ? 
Xo,  no  ;  this  shall  forbid  it :  lie  thou  there. 

Laying  down  a  dagger. 
What  if  it  be  a  poison,  which  the  friar 
Subtly  hath  minister'd  to  have  me  dead, 
Lest  in  this  marriage  he  should  be  dishonour'd 
Because  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 
I  fear  it  is  :  and  yet,  methinks,  it  should  not, 
For  he  hath  still  been  tried  a  holy  man. 
How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 
Come  to  redeem  me  ?  there  's  a  fearful  point  ! 
Shall  I  not  then  be  stifled  in  the  vault. 
To  whose  foul  mouth  no  healthsome  air  breatlies  in, 
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And  there  die  strangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes  ? 
Or,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like. 
The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night. 
Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place, 
As  in  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle, 
Where,  for  this  many  hundred  years,  the  bones 
Of  all  my  buried  ancestors  are  pack'd  ; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth. 
Lies  fest'ring  in  his  shroud  ;  where,  as  they  say, 
At  some  hours  in  the  night  spirits  resort : 
Alack,  alack  !  is  it  not  like  that  I, 
So  early  waking,  what  with  loathsome  smells, 
And  shrieks  like  mandrakes'  torn  out  of  the  "earth, 
That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad  : 
O  !  if  I  wake,  shall  I  not  be  distraught, 
Environed  with  all  these  hideous  fears, 
And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers'  joints. 
And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  shroud  ? 
And,  in  this  rage,  with  some  great  kinsman's  bone, 
As  with  a  club,  dash  out  my  desperate  brains  ? 
O  !  look,  methinks  I  see  my  cousin's  ghost 
Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  spit  his  body 
Upon  a  rapier's  point.     Stay,  Tybalt,  stay  ! 
Romeo,  I  come  !  this  do  I  drink  to  thee. 

She  falls  upon  her  bed  ivithtn  the  curtains. 


^CYj^Y^IV.  — The  Same.  Hallin  Capulets  House. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Lady  Cap.  Hold,  take  these  keys,  and  fetch  more 

spices,  nurse. 
Nurse.  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the  pastry. 

Enter  Capulet. 

Cap.  Come,  stir,  stir,  stir!  the  second  cock  hath  crow'd. 
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The  curfew  bell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  o'clock  : 
Look  to  the  bak'd  meats,  good  Angelica  : 
Spare  not  for  cost. 

Nurse.  Go,  you  cot-quean,  go, 

Get  you  to  bed  ;  faith,  you  '11  be  sick  to-morrow 
For  this  night's  watching. 

Cap.  No,  not  a  whit :  what !  I  have  watch'd  ere  now 
All  night  for  lesser  cause,  and  ne'er  been  sick. 

Lady  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  mouse-hunt  in  your 
time ; 
But  I  will  watch  you  from  such  watching  now. 

Exeunt  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood  ! 

Enter  three  or  four  Servingmen^  with  spits,  logs, 
and  baskets. 

Now,  fellow, 
What 's  there  ? 
Eirst  Serv.  Things  for  the  cook,  sir ;  but  I  know  not 

what. 
Cap.  Make  haste,  make  haste.     Exit  First  Servant. 
Sirrah,  fetch  drier  logs  : 
Call  Peter,  he  will  show  thee  where  they  are. 

Second  Serv.  I  have  a  head,  sir,  that  will  find  out  logs, 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter.  Exit. 

Cap.  Mass,  and  well  said  ;  a  merry  whoreson,  ha  ! 
Thou  shalt  be  logger-head.     Good  faith  !  'tis  day  : 
The  county  will  be  here  with  music  straight, 
For  so  he  said  he  would.  Music  -within. 

I  hear  him  near. 
Nurse  !   Wife  !   What,  ho  !   What,  nurse,  I  say  ! 

Re-enter  Nurse. 
Go  waken  Juliet,  go,  and  trim  her  up  ; 
I  '11  go  and  chat  with  Paris.     Hie,  make  haste, 
Make  haste ;  the  bridegi'oom  he  is  come  already  ; 
Make  haste,  I  say. 
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SCENE  v.— 77/^  Same.    Juliet's  Chamber. 

Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.  Mistress !    what,  mistress !   Juliet !    fast,  I 
V.  arrant  her,  she  : 
Why,  lamb  !  why,  lady  !  fie,  you  slug-a-bed  ! 
Why,  love,  I  say  !  madam  !  sweet-heart !  why,  bride  ! 
What !  not  a  word  ?  you  take  your  pennyworths  now : 
Sleep  for  a  week ;  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant, 
The  County  Paris  hath  set  up  his  rest. 
That  you  shall  rest  but  little.     God  forgive  me, 
Marry,  and  amen,  how  sound  is  she  asleep  ! 
I  must  needs  wake  her.     Madam,  madam,  madam  ! 
Ay,  let  the  county  take  you  in  your  bed  ; 
He  '11  fright  you  up,  i'  faith.     Will  it  not  be? 
What,  dress'd  !  and  in  your  clothes  !  and  down  again  ! 
I  must  needs  wake  you.     Lady  !  lady  !  lady  ! 
Alas  !  alas  !   Help  !  help  !  my  lady  's  dead  ! 
O  !  well-a-day,  that  ever  I  was  born. 
Some  aqua  vita,  ho  !   My  lord,  my  lady ! 

E7tter  Lady  Capulet. 

Lady  Cap.  What  noise  is  here  ? 

Nurse.  O  lamentable  day  ! 

Lady  Cap.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Nurse.  Look,  look  !    O  heavy  day  I 

Lady  Cap.  O  me !    O  me  !  my  child,  my  only  life, 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee ! 
Help  !  help  !   Call  help. 

Enter  Capulet, 

Cap.  For  shame!  bring  Juliet  forth;  her  lord  is  come. 
Nurse.  She 's  dead,  deceas'd,  she  's  dead;  alack  the 
day  ! 
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Lady  Cap.  Alack  the  day  !  she  's  dead,  she  's  dead, 
she 's  dead. 

Cap.    Ha  !  let  me  see  her.     Out,  alas  !  she 's  cold  ; 
Her  blood  is  settled,  and  her  joints  are  stiff; 
Life  and  these  lips  have  long  been  separated  : 
Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 

Nurse.  O  lamentable  day  ! 

Lady  Cap.  O  woeful  time  ! 

Cap.  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make  me 
wail. 
Ties  up  my  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Paris,  iviih  Musicians. 

Fri.  Come,  is  the  bride  ready  to  go  to  church  ? 

Cap.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return. 
O  son !  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Hath  Death  lain  with  thy  wife.     There  she  lies. 
Flower  as  she  was,  deflowered  by  him. 
Death  is  my  son-in-law,  Death  is  my  heir  ; 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded  :  I  will  die, 
And  leave  him  all ;  life,  living,  all  is  Death's  ! 

Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  see  this  morning's  face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this  ? 

Lady  Cap.  Accurs'd,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day ! 
Most  miserable  hour  that  e'er  time  saw 
In  lasting  labour  of  his  pilgrimage  ! 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in, 
And  cruel  death  hath  catch'd  it  from  my  sight  I 

Nurse.  O  woe  !  O  woeful,  woeful,  woeful  day  I 
Most  lamentable  day,  most  woeful  day, 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold  I 
O  day  !  O  day  !  O  day  !  O  hateful  day  ! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this  : 
O  woeful  day,  O  woeful  day  ! 
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Par.  Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  spited,  slain  ! 
Most  detestable  death,  by  thee  beguil'd. 
By  cruel  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown  ! 
O  love  !  O  life  !  not  life,  but  love  in  death  ! 

Cap.   Despis'd,  distressed,  hated,  martyr'd,  killM  I 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  cam'st  thou  now 
To  murder,  murder  our  solemnity  ? 
O  child  !  O  child  !  my  soul,  and  not  my  child  ! 
Dead  art  thou  !  alack  !  my  child  is  dead  ; 
And  with  my  child  my  joys  are  buried. 

Fri.  Peace,  ho  !  for  shame  !  confusion's  cure  lives  not 
In  these  confusions.     Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid  ;  now  heaven  hath  all, 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid  : 
Your  part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  from  death, 
But  heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  life. 
The  most  you  sought  was  her  promotion, 
For  'twas  your  heaven  she  should  be  advanc'd  ; 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advanc'd 
Above  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itself? 
O  !  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  so  ill, 
That  you  run  mad,  seeing  that  she  is  well  : 
She 's  not  well  married  that  lives  married  long  ; 
But  she 's  best  married  that  dies  married  young. 
Dry  up  your  tears,  and  stick  your  rosemary 
On  this  fair  corse  ;  and,  as  the  custom  is, 
In  all  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church  ; 
For  though  fond  nature  bids  us  all  lament, 
Yet  nature's  tears  are  reason's  merriment. 

Cap.  Ail  things  that  we  ordained  festival, 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral  ; 
Our  instruments  to  melancholy  bells. 
Our  wedding  cheer  to  a  sad  burial  feast, 
Our  solemn  hymns  to  sullen  dirges  change. 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse, 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contraiy. 
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Fri.  Sir,  go  you  in  ;  and,  madam,  go  with  him  ; 
And  go.  Sir  Paris  ;  ever}'  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  corse  unto  her  grave. 
The  heavens  do  lour  upon  you  for  some  ill ; 
Move  them  no  more  by  crossing  their  high  will. 

Exeunt  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Paris, 

and  Fria)', 
First Mus.  Faith,  we  may  put  up  our  pipes,  and  be 

gone. 

Nurse.  Honest  good  fellows,  ah  !  put  up,  put  up  ; 

For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  case.  Exit. 

First  Mus.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  the  case  may  be  amended. 

Enter  Peter. 

Peter.  Musicians,  O  !  musicians ;  *  Heart's  ease, 
Heart's  ease ' :  O  I  an  you  will  have  me  live,  plaj 
'Heart's  ease.' 

First  Mus.  Why  '  Heart's  ease '  ? 

Peter.  O  !  musicians,  because  my  heart  itself  play< 
'  My  heart  is  full  of  woe. '  O  !  play  me  some  merry 
dump,  to  comfort  me. 

First  Mus.  Not  a  dump  we ;  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

Peter.  You  will  not  then  ? 

First  Mus.   No. 

Peter.  I  will  then  give  it  you  soundly. 

First  Mus.  What  will  you  give  us  ? 

Pete7'.  No  money,  on  my  faith  I  but  the  gleek  ;  I  wil 
give  you  the  minstrel. 

First  Mus.  Then  will  I  give  you  the  serving-creature. 

Peter.  Then  will  I  lay  the  serving-creature's  dagger 
on  your  pate.  I  will  cany  no  crotchets  :  I  '11  re  you, 
I  '11 7^  you.     Do  you  note  me  ? 

First  Mus.  An  you  re  us  and^o;  us,  you  note  us. 

Second  Mus.  Pray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and  put 
out  your  wit. 

Peter.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit !    I  will  dry' 
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beat  you  with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  up  my  iron  dagger. 
Answer  me  like  men  : 

When  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  zvciind, 
And  doleful  dumps  the  mind  oppress ^ 

Then  music  zvith  her  silver  sound — 

why  '  silver  sound '  ?  why '  music  with  her  silver  sound '  ? 
What  say  you,  Simon  Catling  ? 

First  Mus.    Marry,  sir,  because  silver  hath  a  sweet 
sound. 

Feter.  Pretty  !  What  say  you,  Hugh  Rebeck  ? 

Second  Mus.  I  say  '  silver  sound,'  because  musicians 
sound  for  silver. 

Peter.  Pretty  too  !  What  say  you,  James  Soundpost  ? 

Third  Mus.  Faith,  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Feter.  O  !   I  cry  you  mercy  ;  you  are  the  singer  ; 
I  will  say  for  you.     It  is  'music  with  her  silver  sound,' 
because  musicians  have  no  gold  for  sounding  : 
Then  music  with  her  silver  sound 

With  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress.      Exit. 

First  Mus.  What  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  same  ! 

Second  Mus.  Hang  him,  Jack  !  Come,  we '11  in  here  : 
tarry  for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner  Exeunt. 


ACT  V 

SCENE  I.— Mantua.     A  Street. 

Enter  RoMEO. 

Rom.  If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  truth  of  sleep, 
My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  h?nd  : 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  in  his  throne  ; 
And  all  this  day  an  unaccustom'd  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts. 
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I  dreamt  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead ; 

Strange  dream,  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think  ! 

And  breath'd  such  life  with  kisses  in  my  lips, 

That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  emperor. 

Ah  me  !  how  sweet  is  love  itself  possess'd, 

When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy  ! 

Enter  Balth AS AR^  booted. 

News  from  Verona  !    How  now,  Balthasar  ! 
Dost  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  friar  ? 
How  doth  my  lady?    Is  my  father  well  ? 
How  fares  my  Juliet  ?  that  I  ask  again  ; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill  if  she  be  well. 

Bal.  Then  she  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill. 
Her  body  sleeps  in  Capel's  monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives. 
I  saw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault, 
And  presently  took  post  to  tell  it  you. 
O  !  pardon  me  for  bringing  these  ill  news, 
Since  you  did  leave  it  for  my  office,  sir. 

Rom.   Is  it  e'en  so  ?  then  I  deny  you,  stars  ! 
Thou  know'st  my  lodging  :  get  me  ink  and  paper, 
And  hire  post-horses  ;  I  will  hence  to-night. 

Bal.  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  have  patience  : 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

Rom.  Tush  !  thou  art  deceiv'd  ; 

Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do. 
Hast  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  friar? 

Bal.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Rom.  No  matter  ;  get  thee  gone, 

And  hire  those  horses  :  I  "11  be  with  thee  straight. 

Exit  Balthasar. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  M'ith  thee  to-night. 
Let 's  see  for  means  :  O  mischief!  thou  art  swift 
To  enter  in  tlie  thoughts  of  desperate  men. 
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I  do  remember  an  apothecaiy, 

And  hereabouts  he  dwells,  which  late  I  noted 

In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows, 

Culling  of  simples  ;  meagre  were  his  looks, 

Sharp  miser>'  had  worn  him  to  the  bones  : 

And  in  his  needy  shop  a  tortoise  hung, 

An  alligator  stuff  d,  and  other  skins 

Of  ill-shap'd  fishes  ;  and  about  his  shelves 

A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes, 

Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds, 

Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  roses, 

Were  thinly  scatter'd  to  make  up  a  show. 

Noting  this  penury,  to  myself  I  said 

An  if  a  man  did  need  a  poison  now, 

Whose  sale  is  present  death  in  Mantua, 

Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  sell  it  him. 

O  !  this  same  thought  did  but  forerun  my  need, 

And  this  same  needy  man  must  sell  it  me. 

As  I  remember,  this  should  be  the  house  : 

Being  holiday,  the  beggar's  shop  is  shut. 

What,  ho  I  apothecar}-  I 

Enter  Apothecary. 

Ap,  Who  calls  so  loud  ? 

Rom.  Come  hither,  man.    I  see  that  thou  art  pom 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats ;  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poison,  such  soon-speeding  gear 
As  will  disperse  itself  through  all  the  veins 
That  the  life-weary  taker  may  fall  dead, 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  discharg'd  of  breath. 
As  violently  as  hasty  powder  fir'd 
Doth  hurry  from  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Ap.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have  ;  but  Mantua's  la\^ 
Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  Art  thou  so  bare,  and  full  of  wretchedness, 
And  fear'st  to  die?  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks, 
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Need  and  oppression  starveth  in  thine  eyes, 
Contempt  and  beggary  hang  upon  thy  back  ; 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend  nor  the  world's  law  : 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich  ; 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Ap.  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  consents. 

Rom.  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap.  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 
And  drink  it  off  ;  and,  if  you  had  the  strength 
Of  twenty  men,  it  would  dispatch  you  straight. 

Rom.  There  is  thy  gold,  worse  poison  to  men's  souls, 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  may'st  not  sell : 
I  sell  thee  poison,  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 
Farewell  ;  buy  food,  and  get  thyself  in  flesh. 
Come,  cordial  and  not  poison,  go  with  me 
To  Juliet's  grave,  for  there  must  I  use  thee.     Exeunt, 


SCENE  \\— Verona.     Friar  Laurexce's  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  John. 

Fri.  John.  Holy  Franciscan  friar  !  brother  !  ho  ! 

Enter  Friar  Laurexce. 

Fri.  Lait.  This  sameshouldbethevoiceof  Friar  John, 
^Velcome  from  Mantua  :  what  says  Romeo? 
Or,  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

Fri.  John.  Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order,  to  associate  me. 
Here  in  this  city  visiting  the  sick. 
And  finding  him,  the  searchers  of  the  town, 
Suspecting  that  we  both  were  in  a  house 
Where  the  infectious  pestilence  did  reign, 
Seal'd  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth ; 
So  that  my  speed  to  Mantua  there  was  stay'd. 


Scene  III  ROMEO  AXD  JULIET  gi 

Fri.  Laii.  Who  bare  my  letter  then  to  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  John.  I  could  not  send  it,  here  it  is  again, 
Nor  get  a  messenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection. 

Fn.  Laii.  Unhappy  fortune  !  by  my  brotherhood, 
The  letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge 
Of  dear  import ;  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger.     Friar  John,  go  hence  ; 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  straight 
Unto  my  cell. 

Fri.  John.   Brother,  I  '11  go  and  bring  it  thee.  Exit, 

Fri.  Lau.  Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone  ; 
Within  this  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake  : 
She  will  beshrew  me  much  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  these  accidents  ; 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  till  Romeo  come  : 
Poor  living  corse,  clos'd  in  a  dead  man's  tomb  ! 

Exii. 

SCENE  111.-77/^6^3!;;/^.     A  Churchyard;  in  it  a 
tomb  belonging  to  the  Capulets. 

Enter  Paris,  and  his  Page  bearing  flotoers  and 
a  torch. 

Par.  Give  me  thy  torch,  boy :    hence,  and  stand 
aloof; 
Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  seen. 
Under  yond  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
Holding  thine  ear  close  to  the  hollow  ground  : 
So  shall  no  foot  upon  the  churchyard  tread, 
Being  loose,  unfirm  with  digging  up  of  graves, 
But  thou  shalt  hear  it :  whistle  then  to  me, 
As  signal  that  thou  hear'st  something  approach. 
Give  me  those  flowers.     Do  as  I  bid  thee  ;  go. 

Page.   I  am  almost  afraid  to  stand  alone 
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Here  in  the  churchyard  ;  yet  I  will  adventure. 

Retires. 
Par.   Sweet  flower,  Mith  flowers  thy  bridal  bed  I 

strew, 
O  woe  !  thy  canopy  is  dust  and  stones  ; 
Which  with  sweet  water  nightly  I  will  dew, 

Or,  wanting  that,  with  tears  distill'd  by  moans  : 
The  obsequies  that  I  for  thee  will  keep 
Nightly  shall  be  to  strew  thy  grave  and  weep. 

The  Page  whistles. 
The  boy  gives  warning  something  doth  approach. 
What  cursed  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 
To  cross  my  obsequies  and  true  love's  rite  ? 
What  !  with  a  torch  ?  muffle  me,  night,  awhile. 

Peti7-es. 

Enter  RoMEO  and  Balthasar,  ivith  a  torch, 
mattock,  etc. 

Rom.  Give  me  that  mattock  and  the  wrenching  iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter  ;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light :  upon  thy  life  I  charge  thee, 
AVhate'er  thou  hear'st  or  seest,  stand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  course. 
Why  I  descend  into  this  bed  of  death 
Is  partly  to  behold  my  lady's  face, 
But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger 
A  precious  ring,  a  ring  that  I  must  use 
In  dear  employment :  therefore  hence,  be  gone  : 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  piy 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do, 
By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint, 
And  strew  this  hungiy  churchyard  with  thy  limbs. 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  savage-wild, 
More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Than  empty  tigers  or  the  roaring  sea. 
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Bal.  I  will  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

Rom.  So  shalt  thou  show  me  friendship.    Take  thou 
that : 
Live,  and  be  pi-osperous  ;  and  farewell,  good  fellow. 

Bal.  Aside.  For  all  this  same,  I  '11  hide  me  here- 
about : 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt.  Retires. 

Rom.  Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
Gorg'd  with  the  dearest  morsel  of  the  earth, 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

Opens  the  tomb. 
And,  in  despite,  I  '11  cram  thee  with  more  food  ! 

Par.  This  is  that  banish'd  haughty  Montague, 
That  murder'd  my  love's  cousin,  with  which  grief 
It  is  supposed  the  fair  creature  died  ; 
And  here  is  come  to  do  some  villanous  shame 
To  the  dead  bodies  :    I  will  apprehend  him. 

Comes  foriMrd. 
Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Montague, 
Can  vengeance  be  pursu'd  further  than  death  ? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee  : 
Obey,  and  go  with  me  ;  for  thou  must  die. 

Ro?n.  I  must  indeed;  and  therefore  came  I  hither. 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man ; 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me  :  think  upon  these  gone  ; 
Let  them  affright  thee.     I  beseech  thee,  youth. 
Put  not  another  sin  upon  my  head 
By  urging  me  to  fury  :   O  !  be  gone  : 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself. 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  against  myself : 
Stay  not,  be  gone  ;  live,  and  hereafter  say 
A  madman's  mercy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.  I  do  defy  thy  conjurations, 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  felon  here. 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  then  have  at  thee, 
boy  !  They  fight. 
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Page.  O  Lord  !  they  fight :  I  will  go  call  the  watch. 

Exiti 

Par,  O  !    I  am  slain.  Fall^ 

If  thou  be  merciful, 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  Dies 

Rom.  In  faith,  I  will.     Let  me  peruse  this  face 
Mercutio's  kinsman,  noble  County  Paris  ! 
What  said  my  man  when  my  betossed  soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?   I  think 
He  told  me  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet : 
Said  he  not  so  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  so  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  so  ?   O  !  give  me  thy  hand. 
One  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfortune's  book  : 
I  '11  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave ; 
A  grave  ?  O,  no  !  a  lantern,  slaughter'd  youth, 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presence  full  of  light. 
Death,  lie  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interr'd. 

Laying  Paris  in  the  tomb* 
How  oft  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death 
Have  they  been  merry  !  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death  :    O  !  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning  ?   O  my  love  !  my  wife  ! 
Death,  that  hath  suck'd  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty  : 
Thou  art  not  conquer'd  ;  beauty's  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips  and  in  thy  cheeks, 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. 
Tybalt,  liest  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  sheet  ? 
O  !  what  more  favour  can  I  do  to  thee, 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain 
To  sunder  his  that  was  thine  enemy  ? 
Forgive  me,  cousin  !   Ah  !  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  thou  yet  so  fair?   Shall  I  believe 
That  unsubstantial  Death  is  amorous, 
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And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 

Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour? 

For  fear  of  that  I  still  will  stay  with  thee, 

And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 

Depart  again  :  here,  here  will  I  remain 

With  worms  that  are  thy  chambermaids  ;   O  !  here 

Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest, 

And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 

From  this  world-wearied  flesh.    Eyes,  look  your  last  ! 

Arms,  take  your  last  embrace  !  and,  lips,  O  you, 

The  doors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 

A  dateless  bargain  to  engrossing  death  ! 

Come,  bitter  conduct,  come,  unsavoury  guide  ! 

Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The  dashing  rocks  thy  sea-sick  weary  bark  ! 

Here  's  to  my  love  !  Drinks, 

O  true  apothecary  ! 
Thy  drugs  are  quick.     Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die.      Dies. 

Enter,  at  the  other  end  of  the  churchyard.  Friar 
La  urence,  xvith  a  lantern,  crow,  and  spade. 

Fri.  Saint  Francis  be  my  speed  !  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  stumbled  at  graves  !    Who  's  there  ? 

Bal.  Here  's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows  you 
well. 

Fri.  Bliss  be  upon  you  !   Tell  me,  good  my  friend, 
What  torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyeless  skulls  ?  as  I  discern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capel's  monument. 

Bal,  It  doth  so,  holy  sir  ;  and  there  's  my  master, 
One  that  you  love. 

Fri.  Who  is  it  ? 

Bal.  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  hath  he  been  there  ? 

Bal.  Full  half  an  hour. 

Fri.  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 
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Bal.  I  dare  not,  sir. 

My  master  knows  not  but  I  am  gone  hence  ; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death 
If  I  did  stay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Fri.   Stay  then,  I  '11  go  alone.   Fear  comes  upon  me  ; 

0  !  much  I  fear  some  ill  unlucky  thing. 

Bal.  As  I  did  sleep  under  this  yew  tree  here, 

1  dreamt  my  master  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  master  slew  him. 

FH.  Romeo !       Advances. 

Alack,  alack  !  what  blood  is  this  which  stains 
The  stony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre  ? 
What  mean  these  masterless  and  gory  swords 
To  lie  discolour'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 

Enters  the  tomb. 
Romeo  !   O  !  pale.    Who  else  ?  what  !   Paris  too  ? 
And  steep'd  in  blood  ?   Ah  !  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance. 
The  lady  stirs.  Juliet  ivakes. 

Jul.  O  comfortable  friar  !  where  is  my  lord  ? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  should  be, 
And  there  I  am.    Where  is  my  Romeo  ?     Noise  within. 

Fri.  I  hear  some  noise.    Lady,  come  from  that  nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  sleep  : 
A  greater  power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents  :  come,  come  away. 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lies  dead ; 
And  Paris  too  :  come,  I  '11  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns. 
Stay  not  to  question,  for  the  watch  is  coming  ; 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet.  Noise  again. 

I  dare  no  longer  stay. 

Jul.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. 

Exit  Friar  LAURENCE. 
What  's  here  ?  a  cup  clos'd  in  my  true  love's  hand  ? 
Poison,  I  see,  hath  been  his  timeless  end. 
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O  churl !  drunk  all,  and  left  no  friendly  drop . 

To  help  me  after  !  I  will  kiss  thy  lips  ; 

Haply  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  them, 

To  make  me  die  with  a  restorative.  Kisses  him. 

Thy  lips  are  warm  ! 

First  Watch.    Within.   Lead,  boy  :   which  way  ? 

Jtil.  Yea,    noise  ?   then   I  '11  be   brief.      O  happy 

dagger  !  Snatching  Romeo's  dagger. 

This  is  thy  sheath  ;  Stabs  herself. 

There  rest,  and  let  me  die.    Dies. 

Enter  Watch,  with  the  Page  of  Paris. 

Page.  This  is  the  place  ;  there,  where  the  torch  doth 

bum. 
First  Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody ;  search  about  the 
churchyard. 
Go,  some  of  you  ;  whoe'er  you  find,  attach. 

Exeunt  some. 
Pitiful  sight !  here  lies  the  county  slain, 
And  Juliet  bleeding,  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  this  two  days  buried. 
Go,  tell  the  prince,  run  to  the  Capulets, 
Raise  up  the  Montagues,  some  others  search  : 

Exeunt  other  Watchinen. 
We  see  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie  ; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  these  piteous  woes 
W^e  cannot  without  circumstance  descry. 

Re-enter  some  of  the  Watch,  with  Balthasar. 

Second  Watch.  Here  's  Romeo's  man  ;  we  found  him 

in  the  churchyard. 
First  Watch,  Hold  him  in  safety  till  the  prince  come 

hither. 
Re-enter  othei-s  of  the  Watch,  with  Friar  Laurence. 

Third  Watch.   Here  i>  a  friar,  that  trembles,  sighs, 
and  weeps  ; 
IX.  H 
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We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  from  him, 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  churchyard  side. 

First  Watch.  A  great  suspicion  :  stay  the  friar  too. 

Enter  the  Prince  aiid  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  misadventure  is  so  early  up, 
That  calls  our  person  from  our  morning's  rest  ? 

Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Others. 

Cap.  What  should  it  be  that  they  so  shriek  abroad  ? 

Lady  Cap.  The  people  in  the  street  cry  Romeo, 
Some  Juliet,  and  some  Paris  ;  and  all  run 
With  open  outcry  toward  our  monument. 

Prince.  What  fear  is  this  which  startles  in  our  ears  ? 

First  Watch.  Sovereign,  here  lies  the  County  Paris 
slain  ; 
And  Romeo  dead  ;  and  Juliet,  dead  before, 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 

Prince.  Search,  seek,  and  know  how  this  foul  murder 
comes. 

First  Watch.  Hereisafriar,  and  slaughter'd  Romeo's 
man, 
With  instruments  upon  them  fit  to  open 
These  dead  men's  tombs. 

Cap.  O  heaven  !  O  wife  !  look  how  our  daughter 
bleeds. 
This  dagger  hath  mista'en,  for,  lo  !  his  house 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, 
And  it  mis-sheathed  in  my  daughter's  bosom. 

Lady  Cap,  O  me  !  this  sight  of  death  is  as  a  bell, 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  sepulchre. 

Enter  Montague  and  Others. 

Prince.  Come,  Montague  ;  for  thou  art  early  up, 
To  see  thy  son  and  heir  more  early  down. 

Mon.  Alas  !  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to-night  i 
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Grief  of  my  son's  exile  hath  stopp'd  her  breath. 
What  further  woe  conspires  against  mine  age  ? 

Prince.  Look,  and  thou  shalt  see. 

Mon.  O  thou  untaught !  what  manners  is  in  this, 
To  press  before  thy  father  to  a  grave  ? 

Prince.   Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrage  for  a  while, 
Till  we  can  clear  these  ambiguities. 
And  know  their  spring,  their  head,  their  true  descent ; 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  your  woes. 
And  lead  you  even  to  death  :  meantime  forbear, 
And  let  mischance  be  slave  to  patience. 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  suspicion, 

Fri.  I  am  the  greatest,  able  to  do  least, 
Yet  most  suspected,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  against  me,  of  this  direful  murder  ; 
And  here  I  stand,  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
Myself  condemned  and  myself  excus'd. 

Prince.  Then  say  at  once  what  thou  dost  know  in 
this. 

Fri.  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  short  date  of  breath 
Is  not  so  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet ; 
And  she,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife  : 
I  married  them  ;  and  their  stol'n  marriage-day 
Was  Tybalt's  doomsday,  whose  untimely  death 
Banish'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  this  city  ; 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pin'd. 
You,  to  remove  that  siege  of  grief  from  her, 
Betroth'd,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce, 
To  County  Paris  :  then  comes  she  to  me, 
And  Avith  wild  looks  bid  me  devise  some  mean 
To  rid  her  from  this  second  marriage. 
Or  in  my  cell  there  would  she  kill  herself. 
Then  gave  I  her,  so  tutor'd  by  my  art, 
A  sleeping  potion  ;  which  so  took  effect 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
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The  form  of  death  :  meantime  I  writ  to  Romeo 
That  he  should  hither  come  as  this  dire  night, 
To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrow'd  grave, 
Being  the  time  the  potion's  force  should  cease. 
But  he  which  bore  my  letter.  Friar  John, 
Was  stay'd  by  accident,  and  yesternight 
Return'd  my  letter  back.     Then,  all  alone, 
At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking. 
Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  vault, 
Meaning  to  keep  her  closely  at  my  cell, 
Till  I  conveniently  could  send  to  Romeo : 
But  when  I  came,  some  minute  ere  the  time 
Of  her  awakening,  here  untimely  lay 
The  noble  Paris  and  true  Romeo  dead. 
She  wakes;  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth 
And  bear  this  work  of  heaven  with  patience  ; 
But  then  a  noise  did  scare  me  from  the  tomb, 
And  she,  too  desperate,  would  not  go  with  me, 
But,  as  it  seems,  did  violence  on  herself. 
All  this  I  know  ;  and  to  the  marriage 
Her  nurse  is  privy:  and,  if  aught  in  this 
Miscarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 
Be  sacrific'd,  some  hour  before  his  time, 
Unto  the  rigour  of  severest  law. 

Prince.  We  still  have  known  thee  for  a  holy  man. 
Where  's  Romeo's  man  ?  what  can  he  say  to  this  ? 

BaL  I  brought  my  master  news  of  Juliet's  death  ; 
And  then  in  post  he  came  from  Mantua 
To  this  same  place,  to  this  same  monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father. 
And  threaten'd  me  with  death,  going  in  the  vault, 
If  I  departed  not  and  left  him  there. 

Prince.  Give  me  the  letter ;  I  will  look  on  it. 
Where  is  the  county's  page  that  rais'd  the  watch? 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  master  in  this  place  ? 

Page.  He  came  with  flowers  to  strew  his  lady's  grave, 
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And  bid  me  stand  aloof,  and  so  I  did  ; 
Anon  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb  ; 
And  by  and  by  my  master  drew  on  him  ; 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch. 

Prince.  This  letter  doth  make  good  the  friar's  words, 
Their  course  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death  : 
And  here  he  writes  that  he  did  buy  a  poison 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet. 
Where  be  these  enemies  ?    Capulet  !    Montague  .' 
See  what  a  scourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate, 
That  heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with  love  ; 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  discords  too, 
Have  lost  a  brace  of  kinsmen  :  all  are  punish'd. 

Cap.  O  brother  Montague  !  give  me  thy  hand  ; 
This  is  my  daughter's  jointure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

JSIon.  But  I  can  give  thee  more  ; 

For  I  will  raise  her  statue  in  pure  gold ; 
That  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  shall  no  figure  at  such  rate  be  set 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  shall  Romeo  by  his  lady  lie  ; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity  ! 

Prince.  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  it  brings ; 

The  sun,  for  sorrow,  will  not  show  his  head  : 
Go  hence,  to  have  more  talk  of  these  sad  things  ; 

Some  shall  be  pardon'd,  and  some  punished  : 
For  never  was  a  story  of  more  woe 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo.  Exeimt. 
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TIMON    OF   ATHENS 
ACT    I 

SCENE   I.— Athens.     A  Hall  in  Timox's  House. 

Enter  Foef,  Painter,  Jeiveller,  Merehant,  and 
Others,  at  several  doors. 

Poet.   Good  day,  sir. 

Pain.  I  am  glad  you  're  well. 

Poet.  I  have  not  seen  you  long.     How  goes  the 
world  ? 

Pai?t.   It  wears,  sir,  as  it  grows. 

Poet,  Ay,  that 's  well  known  ; 

But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  strange, 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  ?    See, 
Magic  of  bounty  !  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.     I  know  the  merchant. 

Pain.  I  know  them  both  ;  th'  other  's  a  jeweller. 

Mer.   O  !  'tis  a  worthy  lord. 

Jeiu.  Nay,  that  's  most  fix'd. 

Mer.  A  most   incomparable   man,    breath'd,  as  it 
were, 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodness  : 
He  passes. 

Jrcv.  I  have  a  jewel  here — 

Mer.  O !  pray,  let 's  see 't  :  for  the  Lord  Timon,  sir  ? 

Jezu.   If  he  will  touch  the  estimate  :  but,  for  that— 

Poet.    JVhen  zuefor  recompense  have  prais'd  the  vile, 
It  stains  the  glory  in  that  happy  verse 
Which  aptly  sings  the , 
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Mer.  Looking  at  the  jewel.  'Tis  a  good  form. 

Jew.  And  rich  :  here  is  a  water,  look  ye. 

Pain.  You  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  work,  some  dedi- 
cation 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet.  A  thing  slig^p'd  idly  from  me. 

Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes 
From  whence  'tis  nourish'd  :  the  fire  i'  the  flint 
Shows  not  till  it  be  struck  ;  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itself,  and  like  the  current  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  picture,  sir.    When  comes  your  book  forth? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,  sir. 
Let 's  see  your  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.   So  'tis  :  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable  !    How  this  grace 

Speaks  his  own  standing  !  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth  !  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  !  to  the  dumbness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret. 

Pain.   It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch  ;  is 't  good  ? 

Poet.  I  '11  say  of  it, 

It  tutors  nature  :  artificial  strife 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Enter  certain  Senators,  ivJio  pass  over  the  stage. 

Pain.   How  this  lord  is  followed  ! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens  :  happy  man  ! 

Pain.  Look,  more  ! 

Poet.  You  see  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of 
visitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shaped  out  a  man. 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
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With  amplest  entertainment :  my  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itself 
In  a  wide  sea  of  wax  :  no  levell'd  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  hold  ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold  and  forth  on, 
Leaving  no  tract  behind. 

Pain,  How  shall  I  understand  you  ? 

Poet.  I  will  unbolt  to  you. 

Vou  see  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, 
As  well  of  glib  and  slippery  creatures  as 
Of  grave  and  austere  quality,  tender  down 
Their  services  to  Loixl  Timon :  his  large  fortune. 
Upon  his  good  and  gi-acious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  sorts  of  hearts  ;  yea,  from  the  glass-fac'd  flatterer 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himself  :  even  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him  and  returns  in  peace 
Most  rich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain.  I  saw  them  speak  together. 

Poet.   Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleasant  hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd  :  the  base  o'  the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deserts,  all  kinds  of  natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  propagate  their  states  :  amongst  them  all, 
"Whose  eyes  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fix'd, 
One  do  I  personate  of  Lord  Timon's  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her  ; 
Whose  present  grace  to  present  slaves  and  servants 
Translates  his  rivals. 

Pain.  'Tis  conceiv'd  to  scope. 

This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks, 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  rest  below, 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happiness,  would  be  well  express'd 
In  our  condition. 
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Poet.  Nay,  sir,  but  hear  me  on. 

All  those  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late, 
Some  better  than  his  value,  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  strides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance, 
Rain  sacrificial  whisperings  in  his  ear, 
Make  sacred  even  his  stirrup,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Pain.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  these  ? 

Poet.  When  Fortune   in   her  shift  and  change  of 
mood 
Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  his  dependants 
Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  slip  down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain.   'Tis  common : 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  sho\v' 
That  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of  Fortune's 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well 
To  show  Lord  Timon  that  mean  eyes  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trinnpets  sound.  Enter  Lord  TlMON',  addressing 
himself  cmirteously  to  every  suitor  ;  a  Messenger  from 
Vextidius  talking  loith  him.  LuciLius  and  other 
se)i!ants  follo7i'i7ig. 

Tim.  Imprison'd  is  he,  say  you  ? 

Mess.  Ay,  my  good  lord  :  fiTe  talents  is  his  debt, 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 
To  those  have  shut  him  up  ;  which  failing, 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius  !    Well ; 

I  am  not  of  that  feather  to  shake  off 
I\Iy  friend  when  he  must  need  me.     I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman  that  well  deserves  a  help, 
Which  he  shall  have  :   I  '11  pay  the  d?bt  and  free  him, 
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Afess.  Your  lordship  ever  binds  him. 

Tf'm.  Commend  me  to  him  :  I  will  send  his  ran- 
som; 
And  being  enfranchis'd,  bid  him  come  to  mc. 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
But  to  support  him  after.     Fare  you  well. 

Mess.  All  happiness  to  your  honour  !  £xi^. 

Enter  an  old  Athenian. 

Old  Ath.  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  speak. 

Tim.  Freely,  good  father. 

Old  Ath.  Thou  hast  a  servant  nam'd  Lucilius. 

Tim.  I  have  so  :  what  of  him  ? 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before 
thee. 

Tim.  Attends  he  here  or  no?   Lucilius  I 

Luc.  Here,  at  your  lordship's  service. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,  Lord  Timon,  this  thy 
creature, 
By  night  frequents  my  house.     I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  first  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift, 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  rais'd 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well ;  what  further  ? 

Old  Ath.  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  else, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got  : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  the  youngest  for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  dearest  cost 
In  qualities  of  the  best.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love  :  I  prithee,  noble  lord. 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ; 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain. 

Tivi.  The  man  is  honest. 

Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon  : 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself; 
It  must  not  bear  my  daughter. 
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Tim.  Does  she  love  him  ? 

Old  Ath.  She  is  young  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
What  levity  's  in  youth. 

Tim.   To  LuciLius.      Love  you  the  maid  ? 

L7ic.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  and  she  accepts  of  it. 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  consent  be  missing. 
I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
And  dispossess  her  all. 

Tim.  How  shall  she  be  endow'd 

If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband  ? 

Old  Ath.   Three  talents  on  the  present ;  in  future,  all. 

Tim.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  serv'd  me  long  : 
To  build  his  fortune  I  will  strain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter  ; 
What  you  bestow,  in  him  I  '11  counterpoise, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  lord. 

Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  she  is  his. 

Ti)n.  My  hand  to  thee  ;  mine  honour  on  my  promise, 

Lite.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordship  :  never  may 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you  ! 

Exeunt  LUCILIUS  and  Old  Athmiaji. 

Poet.  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  lord- 
ship ! 

Ti?n.  I  thank  you  ;  you  shall  hear  from  me  anon  : 
Go  not  away.     What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ? 

Pain.  A  piece  of  painting,  which  I  do  beseech 
Your  lordship  to  accept. 

Ti?n.  Painting  is  welcome. 

The  painting  is  almost  the  natural  man  ; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature, 
He  is  but  outside  :  these  pencill'd  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  work  ; 
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And  you  shall  find  I  like  it  :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 

Pain,  The  gods  preserve  you  I 

Tim.  Well  fare  you,  gentleman :  give  me  your  hand ; 
We  must  needs  dine  together.     Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  suffer'd  under  praise. 
Jav.  What,  my  lord  !  dispraise  ? 

Tim.  A  mere  satiety  of  commendations. 
If  I  should  pay  you  for  't  as  'tis  extoll'd, 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

Jr.v.  ]My  lord,  'tis  rated 

As  those  which  sell  would  give  :  but  you  well  know, 
Things  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners. 
Are  prized  by  their  masters.     Believe  't,  dear  lord, 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 

Ti?n.  Well  mock'd. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  he  speaks  the  common 
tongue, 
Which  all  men  speak  with  him. 

Tim.  Look,  who  comes  here.     Will  you  be  chid  ? 

Enter  Apemantus. 

Jew.  We  '11  bear,  with  your  lordship. 
Mer.  He  '11  spare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus  ! 
Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  thou   for   thy   good 

morrow  ; 
When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  these  knaves  honest. 
Tim.  Why   dost    thou    call    them   knaves  ?    thou 

know'st  them  not. 
Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 
Tim.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not. 
Jexv.  You  know  me,  Apemantus  ? 
Apem.  Thou  know'st  I  do  ;  I  call'd  thee  by  thy 

name. 
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Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  so  much  as  that  I  am  not  like 
Timon. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honest  Athenian's  brains. 

Tim.  That  's  a  deed  thou  'It  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law 

Tim.  How  likest  thou  this  picture,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  that  painted  it? 

Apem.  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  painter 
and  yet  he 's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Pain.  You  're  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother 's  of  my  generation  :  what 's  she, 
i  f  I  be  a  dog  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  No  ;  I  eat  not  lords. 

Tim.  An  thou  should 'st,  thou  'dst  anger  ladies. 

Apem,  O  !  they  eat  lords ;  so  they  come  by  great 
bellies. 

Tim.  That 's  a  lascivious  apprehension. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehendest  it,  take  it  for  thy  labour. 

Titn.   How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus? 

Apem.   Not  so  well  as  plain-dealing,  which  will  not 
cost  a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  dost  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Ape?n.  Not  worth  my  thinking.     How  now,  poet  I 

Poet.  How  now,  philosopher  ! 

Apejn.  Thou  liest. 

Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 

Apem.  Yes. 

Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet  ? 

Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  liest  :  look  in  thy  last  work,  where 
tliou  hast  feigned  him  a  worthy  felloM', 
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/5?^/.  That 's  not  feigned  ;  he  is  so. 

Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  tliee  for 
thy  labour  :  he  that  loves  to  be  flattered  is  worthy  o' 
the  flattei-er.     Heavens,  that  I  were  a  lord  ! 

Tim.  Vv''hat  would'st  do  then,  Apemantus  ? 

Apevi,  E'en  as  Apemantus  does  now  ;  hate  a  lord 
with  my  heart. 

Tim.  What,  thyself  ? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Wherefore  ? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord.  Art 
not  thou  a  merchant  ? 

Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Traffic  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not ! 

Mer.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Apem.  Traffic  's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound 
thee  ! 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  a  Servant. 

Tim.  What  trumpet 's  that  ? 

Se>-v.   'Tis  Alcibiades,  and  some  twenty  horse, 
AH  of  companionship. 

Tim.   Pray,  entertain  them  ;  give  them  guide  to  us. 
Exeunt  some  Attendants. 
You  must  needs  dine  with  me.     Go  not  you  hence 
Till  I  have  thank'd  you  ;  and,  when  dinner 's  done, 
Show  me  this  piece.     I  am  joyful  of  your  sights. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  his  Company. 

Most  welcome,  sir  ! 

Apem.  So,  so  ;  there  ! 

Aches  contract  and  starve  your  supple  joints  ! 
That  there  should  be  small  love  'mongst  these  sweet 

knaves. 
And  all  this  courtesy  !    The  strain  of  man  's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey, 

IX.  I 
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Alcib.  Sir,  you  have  sav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Most  hungerly  on  your  sight. 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  sir  ! 

Ere  we  depart,  we  '11  share  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleasures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

Exeunt  all  but  APEMANTUi. 

Enter  tzoo  Lords. 

First  Lord.  What  time  o'  day  is  't,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Time  to  be  honest. 

First  Lord.  That  time  serves  still. 

Apem.  The  more  accursed  thou,  that  still  omitt'.st  \iT 

Second  Lord.  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timon's  feast  ? 

Apetn.  Ay ;  to  see  meat  fill  knaves  and  wine  heat 
fools. 

Second  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool  to  bid  me  farewell  twice. 

Second  Lord.  Why,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Should'st  have  kept  one  to  thyself,  for  I  mean 
to  give  thee  none. 

First  Lord.   Hang  thyself  ! 

Apem,  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding  :  make 
thy  requests  to  thy  friend. 

Second  Lord.  Away,  unpeaceable  dog  !  or  I  '11  spurn 
thee  hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  o'  the  ass. 

Exit, 

First  Lord.  He  's  opposite  to  humanity.     Come, 
shall  we  in 
And  taste  Lord  Timon's  bounty  ?  he  outgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindness. 

Second  Lord.  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus,  the  god  of 
gold, 
Is  but  his  steward  :  no  meed  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itself;  no  gift  to  him 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 
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All  use  of  quittance. 

First  Lord.  The  noblest  mind  he  carries 

That  ever  govern 'd  man. 

Second  Lord.  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes  !    Shall 
we  in  ? 

First  Lord.  I  '11  keep  you  company.  Fxeiint. 


SCENE  II.  —  The  Same.     A  Roodi  of  State  in 
Timon's  House. 

Hautboys  playing  loud  music.  A  great  banquet  served 
in  ;  Flavius  and  Others  attending:  then  enter  Lord 
TiMON,  Alcibiades,  Lords,  Senators,  and  Ven- 
TIDIUS.  Then  comes,  dropping  after  all,  Ape- 
MANTUS,  discontentedly,  like  hif)iself. 

Ven.  Most  honour'd  Timon, 
It  hath  pleas'd  the  gods  to  remember  my  father's  age, 
And  call  him  to  long  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich  : 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  those  talents. 
Doubled  with  thanks  and  service,  from  whose  help 
I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tifn.  O  !  by  no  means. 

Honest  Ventidius  ;  you  mistake  my  love  ; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever  ;  and  there  's  none 
Can  truly  say  he  gives,  if  he  receives  : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not  dare 
To  imitate  them  ;  faults  that  are  rich  are  fair. 

Ven.  A  noble  spirit ! 

They  all  stand  ceremoniously  looking  on  TiMON. 

Tv?i.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at 
first 
To  set  a  gloss  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
Recanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown  ; 
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But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  sit  ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  They  sit. 

First  Lord.    My  lord,  we  always  have  confess'd  it. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho  !  confess'd  it  ;   hang'd  it,  have  you 
not? 

7im.  O  !  Apemantus,  you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No ; 

You  shall  not  make  me  welcome  : 
I  come  to  have  thee  thrust  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  Fie !  thou  'rt  a  churl ;  ye  've  got  a  humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man  ;  'tis  much  to  blame. 
They  say,  my  lords,  Ira  furor  brevis  est, 
But  yond  man  is  ever  angiy. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himself, 
For  he  does  neither  affect  company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for  it,  indeed. 

Apem.  Let  me  stay  at  thine  apperil,  Timon  : 
I  come  to  obser\'e  ;    I  give  thee  warning  on  't. 

Zz'w.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  ;  thou  'rt  an  Athenian  ; 
therefore  welcome.  I  myself  would  have  no  power ; 
prithee,  let  my  meat  make  thee  silent. 

Apem.  I  scorn  thy  meat ;  'twould  choke  me,  for  I 
should 
Ne'er  flatter  thee.     O  you  gods  !  what  a  number 
Of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  sees  'em  not. 
It  grieves  me  to  see  so  many  dip  their  meat 
In  one  man's  blood  ;  and  all  the  madness  is, 
He  cheers  them  up  too. 

I  wonder  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men  : 
Methinks  they  should  invite  them  without  knives  ; 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There  's  much  example  for  't ;  the  fellow  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and  pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught. 
Is  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him  :  it  has  been  proved. 


Scene  II  TIMON  OF  ATHENS  15 

If  I  were  a  huge  man,  I  should  fear  to  drink  at  meals, 
Lest  they  should  spy  my  wind-pipe's  dangerous  notes  : 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness  on  their  throats. 

Tim.  My  lord,  in  heart ;  and  let  the  health  go  round. 

Second  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 

Apem.  Flow  this  way  !  A  brave  fellow  !  he  keeps 
his  tides  well.  Those  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy 
>Late  look  ill,  Timon. 

Here  's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner, 
Honest  water  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire  : 
This  and  my  food  are  equals,  there  's  no  odds. 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelf ; 

I  pray  for  no  man  but  myself : 

Grant  I  may  never  prove  so  fond, 

To  trust  man  on  his  oath  or  bond  ; 

Or  a  harlot  for  her  weeping  ; 

Or  a  dog  that  seems  a-sleeping ; 

Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom  ; 

Or  my  friends,  if  I  should  need  'em. 

Amen.     So  fall  to  't  : 

Rich  men  sin,  and  I  eat  root. 

Eats  and  drinks. 
Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus  ! 

Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart 's  in  the  field 

now. 
Alcib.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  service,  my  lord. 
Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfast  of  enemies 
than  a  dinner  of  friends. 

Alcib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord,  there  's 
no  meat  like  'em  :  I  could  wish  my  best  friend  at  such 
a  feast. 

Apem.  Would  all  those  flatterers  were  thine  enemies 

tlien,  that  then  thou  might'st  kill'em  and  bid  me  to  'em. 

First  Lord.   Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  my 


i6  TIMOM  OF  A  THEXS  Act 

lord,  that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts,  whereby  w( 
might  express  some  part  of  our  zeals,  we  should  think 
ourselves  for  ever  perfect. 

Tim.  O  !  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the  gods 
themselves  have  provided  that  I  shall  have  much  help 
from  you  :  how  had  you  been  my  friends  else?  why  have 
you  that  charitable  title  from  thousands,  did  not  you 
chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  ?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to 
myself  than  you  can  with  modesty  speak  in  your  own 
behalf ;  and  thus  far  I  confirm  you.  O  you  gods !  think 
I,  what  need  we  have  any  friends,  if  we  should  ne'er  have 
need  of  'em?  they  were  the  most  needless  creatures 
living  should  we  ne'er  have  use  for 'em,  and  would  most 
resemble  sweet  instruments  hung  up  in  cases,  that  keep 
their  sounds  to  themselves.  Why,  I  have  often  wished 
myself  poorer  that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you.  We 
are  born  to  do  benefits  ;  and  what  better  or  properer 
can  we  call  our  own  than  the  riches  of  our  friends  ? 
O  !  what  a  precious  comfort  'tis,  to  have  so  many,  like 
brothers,  commanding  one  another's  fortunes.  O  joy  ! 
e'en  made  away  ere  't  can  be  born.  Mine  eyes  cannot 
hold  out  water,  methinks :  to  forget  their  faults,  I  drink 
to  you. 

Apem.  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

Second  Lord.  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes, 
And,  at  that  instant,  like  a  babe,  sprung  up. 

A  pern.  Ho,  ho  !  I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a  bastard. 

Third  Lord.  I  promise  you,  my  lord,  you  mov'd  me 
much. 

Apem.  Much  !  Tticket  sminded. 

Tim,  What  means  that  trump  ? 

Enter  a  Sejt'ant. 

How  now  ! 
Sei-v.  Please  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  ladies 
most  desirous  of  admittance. 
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Tim.  Ladies  !   What  are  their  wills  ? 
Sei-v.  There  comes  with  them  a  forerumier,  my  lord, 
which  bears  that  office  to  signify  their  pleasures. 
Tivt.   I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

E7iter  Cupid. 

Clip.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon ;  and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  taste  !   The  five  best  senses 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron ;  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom.     Th'  ear. 
Taste,  touch,  and  smell,  pleas'd  from  thy  table  rise  ; 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feast  thine  eyes. 

Tim.  They  're  welcome  all ;  let  'em  have  kind  ad- 
mittance : 
Music,  make  their  welcome  !  Exit  CUPID. 

First  Lord.  You  see,  my  lord,  Tiow  ample  you  're 
belov'd. 

Mjisic.  Re-enter  CUPiD,  with  a  masque  of  Ladies  as 
Amazons,  with  lutes  in  their  hands,  dancing  and 
playing. 

Apem.  Hoy-day !  what  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes  this 
way  : 
They  dance  !  they  are  mad  women. 
Like  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life, 
As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil  and  root. 
We  make  ourselves  fools  to  disport  ourselves  ; 
And  spend  our  flatteries  to  drink  those  men 
Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again. 
With  poisonous  spite  and  envy. 
Who  lives  that  's  not  depraved  or  depraves  ? 
Who  dies  that  bears  not  one  spurn  to  their  graves 
Of  their  friends'  gift  ? 

I  should  fear  those  that  dance  before  me  now 
Would  one  day  stamp  upon  me  :  't  has  been  done  ; 
Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun. 
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T'/id  Lords  rise  fi-om  table,  with  imich  adoring  of 
Timon;  and  to  shoiu  their  loves  each  singles  out 
an  Amazon,  and  all  dance,  men  with  wotnen,  a 
lofty  strain  or  two  to  the  hautboys,  and  cease. 

Tim.  You  have  done  our  pleasures  much  grace,  Hiir 
ladies, 
Set  a  fair  fashion  on  our  entertainment, 
Which  was  not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind  ; 
You  have  added  worth  unto  't  and  lustre, 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device ; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for  't. 

First  Lady.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  best. 

Apevi.   Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy  ;  and  would  not 
hold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tifft.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet 
Attends  you  :  please  you  to  dispose  yourselves. 

All  Ladies.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

Exeunt  Cupid  and  Ladies 

Tim.   Flavius  ! 

Flav.  My  lord! 

Tim.  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flav.  Yes,  my  lord.     Aside.     More  jewels  yet ! 
There  is  no  crossing  him  in 's  humour  ; 
I'Llse  I  should  tell  him,  well,  i'  faith,  I  should, 
^Vhen  all 's  spent,  he'd  be  cross'd  then,  an  he  could. 
Tis  pity  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind, 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

Exit, 

First  Lord.   Where  be  our  men  ? 

Sei-v.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

Second  Lord.   Our  horses  ! 

Re-enter  Fla  VIUS,  with  the  casket. 

Tifn.  O  my  friends  !  I  have  one  word  to  say  to  you. 

Look  you,  my  good  lord, 
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I  must  entreat  you,  honour  me  so  much 

As  to  advance  this  jewel ;  accept  it  and  wear  it, 

Kind  my  lord. 

First  Lord.  I  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifts — 

All.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servajit. 

Serv,  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  senate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Flav.  I  beseech  your  honour. 

Vouchsafe  me  a  word  ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near  !  why,  then  another  time  I  '11  hear  thee. 
I  prithee,  let's  be  provided  to  show  them  entertainment. 

Flav.  Aside.  I  scarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

Second  Serv.  May  it  please  your  honour,  Lord  Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 

Tim.   I  shall  accept  them  fairly  ;  let  the  presents 
Be  worthily  entertain'd. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 

How  now  !  what  news  ? 

Third  Sei-v.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable 
gentleman,  Lord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to- 
morrow to  hunt  with  him,  and  has  sent  your  honour 
two  brace  of  greyhounds. 

Ti7n.  I  '11  hunt  with  him  ;  and  let  them  be  receiv'd. 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flav.  Aside.  What  will  this  come  to  ? 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts. 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer  : 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purse,  or  yield  me  this, 
To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 
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Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good. 

His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state 

That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt ;  he  owes 

For  every  word  :  he  is  so  kind  that  he  now 

Pays  interest  for 't ;  his  land 's  put  to  their  books. 

Well,  would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office 

Before  I  were  forc'd  out ! 

Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed 

Than  such  that  do  e'en  enemies  exceed. 

I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  Exit. 

Tim.  You  do  yourselves 

Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits  : 
Here,  my  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

Second  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will 
receive  it. 

Third  Lord.  O  !  he  's  the  very  soul  of  bounty. 

Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on  :  it  is  yours,  because  you  lik'd  it. 

Third  Lord.  O  !  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord, 
in  that. 

Ti7n.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord ;  I  knownoman 
Can  justly  praise  but  what  he  does  affect : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affection  with  mine  own  ; 
I  '11  tell  you  true.     I  '11  call  to  you. 

All  Lords.  O  !  none  so  welcome. 

Tim.   I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give  ; 
Methinks  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends, 
And  ne'er  be  wear}'.     Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich  ; 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee  ;  for  all  thy  liA-ing 
Is  'mongst  the  dead,  and  all  the  lands  thou  hast 
Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Alcib.  Ay,  defil'd  land,  my  lord. 

First  Lord,  We  are  so  virtuously  bound — 
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Ti7n.  And  so 

Am  I  to  you. 

Secotid  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear'd — 

Tvn.  All  to  you.     Lights,  more  lights  ! 

First  Lord,  The  best  of  happiness, 

Honour  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  Lord  Timon  ! 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends. 

Exeunt  Alcibiades,  Lords,  etc. 

Apem.  What  a  coil 's  here ! 

Serving  of  becks  and  jutting-out  of  bums  ! 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.     Friendship 's  full  of  dregs  : 
Methinks,  false  hearts  should  never  have  sound  legs. 
Thus  honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court'sies. 

7>'w.  Now,  Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  sullen, 
I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  I  '11  nothing;  for  if  I  should  be  bribed  too, 
there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee,  and  then 
thou  would'st  sin  the  faster.  Thou  givest  so  long,  Timon, 
I  fear  me  thou  wilt  give  away  thyself  in  paper^shortly  : 
what  need  these  feasts,  pomps,  and  vain-glories? 

Tim.  Nay,  an  you  begin  to  rail  on  society  once,  I  am 
sworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewell ;  and  come 
with  better  music.  Exit. 

Apem.   So : 
Thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now  ;  thou  shalt  not  then  ; 
I  '11  lock  thy  heaven  from  thee. 
O  !  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery.  Exit. 
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ACT    II 

SCENE  I. — Athens.    A  Room  in  a  Senator's  House. 

Enter  Senator,  ivith  papers  in  his  hand. 

Sen.  And  late,  five  thousand  :  to  Varro  and  to  Isidore 
He  owes  nine  thousand  ;  besides  my  former  sum, 
Which  makes  it  five-and-twenty.     Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  waste  !  It  cannot  hold  ;  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold  ; 
If  I  would  sell  my  horse,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he,  why,  give  my  horse  to  Timon, 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  straight, 
And  able  horses.     No  porter  at  his  gate, 
But  rather  one  that  smiles  and  still  invites 
All  that  pass  by.     It  cannot  hold  ;  no  reason 
Can  sound  his  state  in  safety.     Caphis,  ho  ! 
Caphis,  I  say  ! 

E7iter  Caphis. 

Caph.  Here,  sir  ;  what  is  your  pleasure  ? 

Sen.   Get  on  your  cloak,  and    haste  you  to  Lord 
Timon ; 
Importune  him  for  my  moneys  ;  be  not  ceas'd 
With  slight  denial,  nor  then  silenc'd  when — 
'  Commend  me  to  your  master ' — and  the  cap 
Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus  ;  but  tell  him, 
My  uses  cry  to  me  ;  I  must  serve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own ;  his  days  and  times  are  past, 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fracted  dates 
Have  smit  my  credit  :  I  love  and  honour  him, 
But  must  not  break  my  back  to  heal  his  finger ; 
Immediate  are  my  needs,  and  my  relief 
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Must  not  be  toss'd  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 

But  find  supply  immediate.     Get  you  gone  : 

Put  on  a  most  importunate  aspect, 

A  visage  of  demand  ;  for  I  do  fear. 

When  every  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing, 

Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull. 

Which  flashes  now  a  phoenix.     Get  you  gone. 

Caph.   I  go,  sir. 

Sen.   '  I  go,  sir  !'    Take  the  bonds  along  with  you, 
And  have  the  dates  in  compt. 

Caph.  I  will,  sir. 

Sen,  Go. 

ExciDit. 


SCENE  II.— The  Same.    A  Ball  in  Timon' S  House. 

Enter  Fla  v/us,  with  many  bills  in  his  hand. 

Flav.  No  care,  no  stop  !  so  senseless  of  expense. 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it, 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot :  takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him,  nor  resumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue  :  never  mind 
Was  to  be  so  unwise,  to  be  so  kind. 
What  shall  be  done  ?   He  will  not  hear,  till  feel. 
I  must  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Enter  C aphis,  and  the  Servants  of  Isidore 
and  VarRO. 

Caph,  Good  even,  Varro.     What ! 

You  come  for  money  ? 

Var.  Serv.  Is  't  not  your  business  too  ? 

Caph.  It  is  :  and  yours  too,  Isidore  ? 
Isid.  Serv.  It  is  so. 

Caph.  Would  we  were  all  discharg'd  ! 
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Var.  Serv.  I  fear  it. 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  TiMON^  Alcibiades,  and  Lords,  etc. 

Tim.  So  soon  as  dinner  's  done,  we  '11  forth  again, 
My  Alcibiades.     With  me  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 

Caph.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim.  Dues  !  ^Yhence  are  you  ? 

Caph.  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 

Tif?i.  Go  to  my  steward. 

Caph.  Please  it  your  lordship,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month  : 
My  master  is  awak'd  by  great  occasion 
To  call  upon  his  own  ;  and  humbly  prays  you 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you  '11  suit, 
In  giving  him  his  right. 

Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 

I  prithee,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Caph.  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Tim.  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 

Var.  Sei-v.  One  Varro's  servant,  my  good  lord, — 

Isid.  Sen'.  From  Isidore  ; 

He  humbly  prays  your  speedy  payment. 

Caph.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  master's  wants, — 

Var.  Serv.  'Twas   due   on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  six 
weeks 
And  past. 

Isid.  Serv.  Your  steward  puts  me  off,  my  lord  ; 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath. 
I  do  beseech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on ; 
I  '11  wait  upon  you  instantly. 

Exeunt  Alcibiades  and  Lords. 
To  Fla  VIUS.  Come  hither  :  pray  you, 
How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encounter'd 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bonds^ 
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And  the  detention  of  long-since-due  debts, 
Against  my  honour  ? 

Flav.  Please  you,  gentlemen, 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business  : 
Your  importunacy  cease  till  after  dinner. 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  so,  my  friends. 

See  them  well  entertained.  Exit, 

Flav.  Pray,  draw  near.       Exit. 

Enter  Apemantus  and  Fool. 

Caph.  Stay,  stay ;  here  comes  the  fool  with  Ape- 
mantus :  let 's  ha'  some  sport  with  'em. 

Var,  Serv.  Hang  him,  he  '11  abuse  us. 

Isid.  Sei-v.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog  ! 

Var.  Serv.  How  dost,  fool  ? 

Apem.  Dost  dialogue  with  thy  shadow  ? 

Var.  Serv.  I  speak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No ;  'tis  to  thyself.    To  the  Fool.  Come  away. 

Isid.  Serv.  There  's  the  fool  hangs  on  your  back 
already. 

Apem.  No,  thou  standest  single  j  thou  'rt  not  on  him 
yet. 

Caph,  Where  's  the  fool  now  ? 

Apem.  He  last  asked  the  question.  Poor  rogues,  and 
usurers'  men  !  bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 

All  Serv,  What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Asses.  I 

All  Serv.  Why? 

Apevi,  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not 
know  yourselves.     Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fool,  How  do  you,  gentlemen  ? 

All  Serv,  Gramercies,  good  fool.  How  does  your 
mistress  ? 

Fool,  She  's  e'en  setting  on  water  to   scald  such 
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chickens  as  you  are.     Would   we  could  see  you  ai 
Corinth  ! 

Apein.  Good  I  gramercy. 

En  ley  Fa^c. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  mistress'  page. 

Page.  To  the  Fool.  Why,  how  now,  captain  !  what 
do  you  in  this  wise  company  ?  How  dost  thou,  Ape- 
mantus  ? 

Apem.  Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  might 
answer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Prithee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  superscrip- 
tion of  these  letters  :   I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Apem.  Canst  not  read  ? 

Fage.  No. 

Apem.  Thei-e  will  little  learning  die  then  that  day 
thou  art  hanged.  This  is  to  Lord  Timon  ;  this  to  Alci- 
biades.  Go  ;  thou  wast  born  a  bastard,  and  thou  'It  die 
a  bawd. 

Fage.  Thou  wast  whelped  a  dog,  and  thou  shalt 
famish  a  dog's  death.  Answer  not ;  I  am  gone.     Exit. 

Apem.  E'en  so  thou  outrunnest  grace.  Fool,  I  \\'\\\ 
go  with  you  to  Lord  Timon's. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  If  Timon  stay  at  home.  You  three  serve 
three  usurers  ? 

All  Serv.  Ay ;  would  they  served  us. 

Apem.  So  would  I,  as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
served  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  usurers'  men  ? 

All  Serv.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  servant  : 
my  mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When  men  come 
to  borrow  of  your  masters,  they  approach  sadly,  and  go 
away  merry ;  but  they  enter  my  mistress'  house  merrily, 
and  go  away  sadly  :  the  reason  of  this  ? 
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Var.  Sen:   I  could  render  one. 

Apcm.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
master  and  a  knave ;  which  notwithstanding,  thou 
shalt  be  no  less  esteemed. 

Var.  Sew.   What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like  thee. 
'Tis  a  spirit  :  sometime  't  appears  like  a  lord  ;  some- 
time like  a  lawyer  ;  sometime  like  a  philosopher,  with 
two  stones  more  than 's  artificial  one.  He  is  very  often 
like  a  knight ;  and  generally  in  all  shapes  that  man 
goes  up  and  down  in  from  fourscore  to  thirteen,  this 
spirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Sell'.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 

Fool.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wise  man  :  as  much 
foolery  as  I  have,  so  much  wit  thou  lackest. 

Apcm.  That  answer  might  have  become  Apemantus. 

All  Sen:  Aside,  aside;  here  comes  Lord  Timon. 

Re-enter  TiMOX  and  Fla  rics. 

Apcm.   Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother  and 
woman ;  sometime  the  philosopher. 

Exeunt  Apemaxtus  and  Fool. 

Flav.  Pray  you,   walk  near  :    I  '11  speak  with  you 
anon.  Exeunt  Se}-vants. 

Tim.  You  make  me  mar\'el :  wherefore  ere  this  time 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  state  before  me, 
That  I  might  so  have  rated  my  expense 
As  I  had  leave  of  means  ? 

Flav.  You  would  not  hear  me, 

At  many  leisures  I  propos'd. 

Tim.  Go  to  : 

Perchance  some  single  vantages  you  took, 
When  my  indisposition  put  you  back  ; 
And  that  unaptness  made  your  minister, 
Thus  to  excuse  yourself. 

IX,  K 
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J^/i7Z'.  O  my  good  lord  ! 

At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts, 
Laid  them  before  you  ;  you  would  throw  them  oflf, 
And  say  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When  for  some  trifling  present  you  have  bid  me 
Return  so  much,  I  have  shook  my  head  and  wept ; 
Yea,  'gainst  the  authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close  :  I  did  endure 
Not  seldom,  nor  no  slight  checks,  when  I  have 
Prompted  you  in  the  ebb  of  your  estate 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.     My  loved  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now,  too  late,  yet  now  's  a  time, 
The  gi'eatest  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  present  debts. 

Tim.  Let  all  my  land  be  sold, 

I*'/av.  'Tis  all  engag'd,  some  forfeited  and  gone  ; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  mouth 
Of  present  dues  ;  the  future  comes  apace  ; 
What  shall  defend  the  interim  ?  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

Tim.  To  Lacedaemon  did  my  land  extend. 
JF/av.  O  my  good  lord  !  the  world  is  but  a  word; 
Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone. 

Tim.  You  tell  me  true. 

J'Vav.  If  you  suspect  my  husbandry  or  falsehood, 
Call  me  before  the  exactest  auditors, 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless  me, 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  oppress'd 
With  riotous  feeders,  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  spilth  of  wine,  when  every  room 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lights  and  bray'd  with  minstrelsy, 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wasteful  cock, 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

Tim.  Prithee,  no  more. 

I^/av.  Heavens  I  have  1  said,  the  bounty  of  this  lord. 
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How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves  and  peasants 

This  night  englutted  !  Who  is  not  Timon's  ? 

What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  but  is  Lord 

Timon's  ? 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon  ! 
Ah  !  when  the  means  are  gone  that  buy  this  praise, 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made  : 
Feast-won,  fast-lost ;  one  cloud  of  winter  sho^^•ers, 
These  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come,  sermon  me  no  further  : 

No  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  pass'd  my  heart ; 
Unwisely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 
Why  dost  thou  weep  ?  Canst  thou  the  conscience  lack, 
To  think  I  shall  lack  friends  ?  Secure  thy  heart ; 
If  I  would  broach  the  vessels  of  my  love, 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing. 
Men  and  men's  fortunes  could  I  frankly  use 
As  I  can  bid  thee  speak. 

Flav.  Assurance  bless  your  thoughts  ! 

Tim.  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine  are 
crown'd, 
That  I  account  them  blessings  ;  for  by  these 
Shall  I  try  friends.     You  shall  perceive  how  you 
Mistake  my  fortunes  ;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there  !  Flaminius  !  Servilius  ! 

Enter  Flaminius,  Servilius,  and  other  Sen'ants. 

Servants.  My  lord  !  my  lord  ! 

Tim.  I  will  dispatch  you  severally :  you  to  Lord 
Lucius ;  to  Lord  Lucullus  you ;  I  hunted  with  his 
honour  to-day  ;  you,  to  Sempronius.  Commend  me  to 
their  loves ;  and,  I  am  proud,  say,  that  my  occasions 
have  found  time  to  use  'em  toward  a  supply  of  money : 
let  the  request  be  fifty  talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  said,  my  lord. 

Flav.  Aside.    Lord  Lucius  ?  and  Lucullus  ?  hum  I 
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Tim.     To   another  Sej~'ant.    Go   you,   sir,   to   tlic 
senators, 
Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health,  I  have 
Deserv'd  this  hearing,  bid  'em  send  o'  the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 

plav.  I  have  been  bold, 

For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  general  way, 
To  them  to  use  your  signet  and  your  name  ; 
But  they  do  shake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is  't  true?  can  't  be? 

Flav.  They  answer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice, 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treasure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would  ;  are  sorry  ;  you  are  honourable  ; 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd  ;  they  know  not ; 
Something  hath  been  amiss  ;  a  noble  nature 
jNIay  catch  a  wrench  ;  would  all  were  well ;  'tis  pity  ; 
And  so,  intending  other  serious  matters. 
After  distasteful  looks  and  these  hard  fractions. 
With  certain  half-caps  and  cold-moving  nods 
They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Tim.  You  gods,  reward  them  ! 

Prithee,  man,  look  cheerly.     These  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary ; 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows  ; 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth  they  are  not  kind  ; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth, 
Is  fashion'd  for  the  journey,  dull  and  heavy. 
To  a  Servant.  Go  to  Ventidius.   To  Flavius.  Prithee, 

be  not  sad. 
Thou  art  true  and  honest ;  ingenuously  I  speak, 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee.    ToSe)-i'ant.  Ventidius  Lately 
Buried  his  father  ;  by  whose  death  he  's  stepp'd 
Into  a  gi-eat  estate ;  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprison'd  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  five  talents  ;  greet  him  from  me  ; 
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Bid  him  suppose  some  good  necessity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  those  five  talents.  Exit  Servant. 

To  Fla  vius.  That  had,  give  't  these  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  instant  due.     Ne'er  speak  or  think 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  sink. 
Flav.  I  would  I  could  not  think  it  :  that  thought  is 
bounty's  foe ; 
Being  free  itself,  it  thinks  all  others  so.  Exeunt. 


ACT   III 

SCENE  I. — Athens.    A  Room  in  LUCULLUS'S  Honse. 

Flaminius  ivaiting.     Enter  a  Sei-vant  to  him. 

Sei'V.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you  ;  he  is  coming  down 
to  you. 

Flam.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Enter  Luc I'LLUS. 

Se-f'v.  Here's  my  lord. 

Luail.  Aside.  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men  !  a  gift,  I 
warrant.  Why,  this  hits  right ;  I  dreamt  of  a  silver 
basin  and  ewer  to-night.  Flaminius,  honest  Flaminius, 
you  are  very  respectively  welcome,  sir.  Fill  me  some 
wine.  Exit  Servant. 

And  how  does  that  honourable,  complete,  free-hearted 
gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good  lord  and 
master  ? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  sir. 

Lucul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  sir.  And 
what  hast  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  Flaminius  ? 

Flam.  Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  sir,  which, 
in  my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your  honour  to 
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supply;  who,  having  great  and  instant  occasion  to  use 
fifty  talents,  hath  sent  to  your  lordship  to  furnish  him, 
nothing  doubting  your  present  assistance  therein. 

Lucid.  La,  la,  la,  la  !  '  nothing  doubting,'  says  he? 
Alas  !  good  lord  ;  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would 
not  keep  so  good  a  house.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha' 
dined  with  him,  and  told  him  on  't ;  and  come  again  to 
supper  to  him,  of  purpose  to  have  him  spend  less  ;  and 
yet  he  would  embrace  no  counsel,  take  no  warning  by 
my  coming.  Every  man  has  his  fault,  and  honesty  is 
his ;  I  ha'  told  him  on  't,  but  I  could  ne'er  get  him 
from  it. 

Re-enter  Servant,  with  loine. 

Scrv.  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wine. 

Lucid.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wise. 
Here  's  to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 

Lucid.  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a  towardly 
prompt  spirit,  give  thee  thy  due,  and  one  that  knows 
what  belongs  to  reason  ;  and  canst  use  the  time  well, 
if  the  time  use  thee  well :  good  parts  in  thee.  To  the 
Servant.     Get  you  gone,  sirrah.  Exit  Servant, 

Draw  nearer,  honest  Flaminius.  Thy  lord  's  a  bountiful 
gentleman  ;  but  thou  art  wise,  and  thou  knowest  well 
enough,  although  thou  comest  to  me,  that  this  is  no 
time  to  lend  money,  especially  upon  bare  friendship, 
without  security.  Here's  three  solidares  for  thee  ;  good 
boy,  wink  at  me,  and  say  thou  sawest  me  not.  Fare 
thee  well. 

Flam.  Is  't  possible  the  world  should  so  much  differ^, 
And  we  alive  that  liv'd  ?    Fly,  damned  baseness. 
To  him  that  worships  thee  ! 

Thrcmnng  the  money  away. 

LaicuI,  Ha  !  now  I  see  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
master.  Exit, 
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Flam,  May  these  add  to  the  number  that  may  scald 

thee! 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation, 
Thou  disease  of  a  friend,  and  not  himself ! 
Has  friendship  such  a  faint  and  milky  heart 
It  turns  in  less  than  two  nights  ?  O  you  gods  ! 
I  feel  my  master's  passion.    This  slave  unto  his  honour 
Has  my  lord's  meat  in  him  : 
Why  should  it  thrive  and  turn  to  nutriment 
When  he  is  turn'd  to  poison  ? 
O  !  may  diseases  only  work  upon  't, 
And  when  he  's  sick  to  death,  let  not  that  part  of 

nature 
Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  his  hour.  Exii. 


SCENE  11.— The  Same.     A  public  Place. 
Enter  Lucius,  li'ith  three  Strangers, 

Luc.  Who  ?  the  Lord  Timon  ?  he  is  my  very  good 
friend,  and  an  honom-able  gentleman. 

First  Stran.  We  know  him  for  no  less,  though  we 
are  but  strangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing, 
my  lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours :  now 
Lord  Timon's  happy  hours  are  done  and  past,  and  his 
estate  shrinks  from  him. 

Luc,  Fie,  no,  do  not  believe  it  ;  he  cannot  want  for 
money. 

Second  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that, 
not  long  ago,  one  of  his  men  Avas  with  the  Lord  Lucullus 
to  borrow  so  many  talents,  nay,  urged  extremely  for 't, 
and  showed  what  necessity  belonged  to  't,  and  yet  was 
denied. 

Liic.   How  ! 
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Second  S/raii.   I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Ltic.  What  a  strange  case  Avas  that  !  now,  before 
the  gods,  I  am  ashamed  on  't.  Denied  that  honourable 
man  !  there  wr.s  very  little  honour  showed  in  't.  For 
my  own  part,  I  must  needs  confess,  I  have  received 
some  small  kindnesses  from  him,  as  money,  plate, 
jewels,  and  such  like  trifles,  nothing  comparing  to  his  ; 
yet,  had  he  mistook  him  and  sent  to  me,  I  should  ne'er 
have  denied  his  occasion  so  many  talents. 

Enfer  Servilius. 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder  's  my  lord  ;  I  have 
sweat  to  see  his  honour.  To  LuciUS.  My  honoured 
lord! 

Luc.  Servilius  !  you  are  kindly  met,  sir.  Fare  thee 
well :  commend  me  to  thy  honourable  virtuous  lord,  my 
very  exquisite  friend. 

Ser.   May  it  please  your  honour,  my  lord  hath  sent— 

L7CC.  Ha  !  what  has  he  sent  ?  I  am  so  much  endeared 
to  that  lord  ;  he  's  ever  sending :  how  shall  I  thank 
him,  thinkest  thou  ?    And  what  has  he  sent  now  ? 

Ser.  He  has  only  sent  his  present  occasion  now,  my 
lord  ;  requesting  your  lordship  to  supply  his  instant  use 
with  so  many  talents. 

Luc.  I  know  his  lordship  is  but  merry  with  me  ; 
He  cannot  want  fifty-five  hundred  talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  meantime  he  wants  less,  my  lord. 
If  his  occasion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  should  not  urge  it  half  so  faithfully. 

Luc.  Dost  thou  speak  seriously,  Servilius  ? 

Ser.  Upon  my  soul,  'tis  tme,  sir. 

Luc.  What  a  wicked  beast  was  I  to  disfurnish  myself 
against  such  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha'  shown  my- 
self honourable  !  how  unluckily  it  happened,  that  I 
should  purchase  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and 
undo  a  great  deal  of  honour  I    Servilius,  now,  before 
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the  gods,  I  am  not  able  to  do ;  the  more  beast,  I  say ; 
I  was  sending  to  use  Lord  Timon  myself,  these  gentle- 
men can  witness ;  but  I  would  not,  for  the  wealth  of 
Athens,  I  had  done  't  now.  Commend  me  bountifully 
to  his  good  lordship  ;  and  I  hope  his  honour  will  con- 
ceive the  fairest  of  me,  because  I  have  no  power  to  be 
kind :  and  tell  him  this  from  me,  I  count  it  one  of  m.y 
greatest  afflictions,  say,  that  I  cannot  pleasure  such  an 
honourable  gentleman.  Good  Servilius,  will  you  be- 
friend me  so  far  as  to  use  mine  own  words  to  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  sir,  I  shall. 

Luc.   I  '11  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. 

Exit  Servilius, 
True,  as  you  said,  Timon  is  shrunk  indeed ; 
And  he  that  's  once  denied  will  hardly  speed.      Exif. 

First  Stran.  Do  you  observe  this,  Hostilius  ? 

Second  Stran.  Ay,  too  well. 

First  Stran.  Why,  this  is  the  world's  soul ;  and  just 
of  the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.    Who  can  call  him 
His  friend  that  dips  in  the  same  dish  ?  for  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father, 
j  And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse, 
I  Supported  his  estate  ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
j  Has  paid  his  men  their  wages  :  he  ne'er  drinks 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip  ; 
And  yet,  0  !  see  the  monstrousness  of  man, 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape, 
He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his, 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

Third  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

First  Stran.  For  mine  own  part. 

I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me. 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend  ;  yet,  I  protest, 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue, 
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And  honourable  carriage, 

Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me, 

I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation. 

And  the  best  half  should  have  return'd  to  him, 

So  much  I  love  his  heart.     But,  I  perceive, 

IMen  must  learn  now  with  pity  to  dispense  ; 

For  policy  sits  above  conscience.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  111.-77^6'  SiV!tc\    A  Room  in  SeMPROXIUs's 
House. 

Elite)'  Semproxius,  and  a  Servant  of  TiMOx's. 

Se/n.  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  in 't?   Hum  I  'bove 
all  others  ? 
He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius,  or  Lucullus  ; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prison  :  all  these 
Owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

Sell/.  j\Iy  lord, 

They  have  all  been  touch'd  and  found  base  metal,  for 
They  have  all  denied  him. 

Sew.  How  !  have  they  denied  him  ? 

Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him  ? 
And  does  he  send  to  me  ?   Three  ?  hum  ! 
It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him  : 
Must  I  be  his  last  refuge?  His  friends,  like  physicians, 
Thrice  give  him  over ;  must  I  take  the  cure  upon  me  ? 
He  has  much  disgrac'd  me  in  't ;  I  'm  angiy  at  him, 
That  might  have  known  my  place.    I  see  no  sense  for  't, 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first ; 
For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 
That  e'er  received  gift  from  him  : 
And  does  he  think  so  backwardly  of  me  now, 
That  I  'il  requite  it  last  ?   No  : 
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So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 

To  the  rest,  and  I  'mongst  lords  be  thought  a  fool. 

I  'd  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  sum, 

He  had  sent  to  me  first,  but  for  my  mind's  sake  ; 

I  'd  such  a  coui-age  to  do  him  good.    But  now  return, 

And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  join  ; 

\Vho  bates  mine  honour  shall  not  know  my  coin. 

Exit. 
Serv.  Excellent  !    Your  lordship  's  a  goodly  villain. 
The  devil  knew  not  M'hat  he  did  when  he  made  man 
politic  ;  he  crossed  himself  by  't :  and  I  cannot  think 
but  in  the  end  the  villanies  of  man  Avill  set  him  clear. 
How  fairly  this  lord  strives  to  appear  foul  !  takes  vir- 
tuous copies  to  be  wicked,  like  those  that  under  hot 
ardent  zeal  would  set  whole  realms  on  fire  : 
Of  such  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  best  hope  ;  now  all  are  fled 
Save  only  the  gods.     Now  his  friends  are  dead. 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  sure  their  master  : 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows  ; 
"Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth  must  keep  his  house. 

Exit. 


SCENE  IM.— The  Same.   A  Hall  in  Timon's  House, 

Enter  two  Servants  of  Varro,  and  the  Servant  of 
Lucius,  meeting  Titus,  Hortensius,  and  other 
Servants  to  TiMON^S  Creditors,  waiting  his  coming 
out. 

First  Var.  Serv.  Well   met ;  good   morrow,   Titus 

and  Hortensius. 
Tit.   The  like  to  you,  kind  ^\^lro. 
Hor.  Lucius  1 
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\Yhat  !   do  we  meet  together? 

Liic.  Se)-v.  Ay,  and  I  think 

One  business  does  command  us  all ;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Enter  Phi  LOT  US. 

Luc.  Sei-zi.  And  Sir  Philotus  too  ! 

Phi.   Good  day  at  once. 

Lite.  Sei-v.  \Velcome,  good  brother. 

What  do  you  tliink  the  hour? 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

Luc.  Sei-v.   So  much  ? 

Phi.  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Not  yet. 

Phi.  I  wonder  on  't ;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at  seven. 

Luc.  Sei-v.  Ay,  but  the  days  are  wax'd  shorter  with 
him  : 
You  must  consider  that  a  prodigal  course 
Is  like  the  sun's  ',  but  not,  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear 

'Tis  deepest  winter  in  Lord  Timon's  purse  ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit,   I  '11  show  you  how  to  observe  a  strange  event. 
Your  lord  sends  now  for  money. 

Ho7'.  Most  true,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift. 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hor.  It  is  against  my  heart. 

Luc.  Sei-v.  Mark,  how  strange  it  shows, 

Timon  in  this  should  pay  more  than  he  owes : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  should  wear  rich  jewels. 
And  send  for  money  for  'em. 

Hor.  I  'm  weary  of  this  charge,  the  gods  can  witness : 
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I  know  my  lord  hath  spent  of  Timon's  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worse  than  stealth. 
First  Var.  Sen>.  Yes,  mine 's  three  thousand  crowns ; 

what 's  yours  ? 
Luc.  Sej-v.  Five  thousand  mine. 
First  Var.  Serv.  'Tis  much  deep  :    and   it    should 
seem  by  the  sum, 
Your  master's  confidence  was  above  mine  ; 
Else,  surely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Filter  Flamixius. 

Tit.  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men. 

Ltic.  Serv.  Flaminius  !  Sir,  a  word.  Pray,  is  my  lord 
ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Flam.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

Tit.  ^Ye  attend  his  lordship  ;  pray,  signify  so  much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that ;  he  knows  you  are 
too  diligent.  Exit. 

Enter  Fla  vius  in  a  cloak,  muffled. 

Luc.  Serv.  Ha  !  is  not  that  his  steward  muffled  so? 
He  goes  away  in  a  cloud  :  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

Second  Var.  Sei'u.   By  your  leave,  sir, — 

Flav.  What  do  ye  ask  of  me,  my  friend  ? 

Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  sir. 

Flav.  Ay, 

If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  sure  enough. 

Why  then  preferr'd  you  not  your  sums  and  bills 
When  your  false  masters  eat  of  my  lord's  meat? 
Then  they  could  smile  and  fawn  upon  his  debts, 
And  take  down  the  interest  into  their  gluttonous  maws. 
You  do  yourselves  but  wrong  to  stir  me  up  ; 
Let  me  pass  quietly : 
Believe  't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end ; 
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I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 

Luc.  Sej-v.  Ay,  but  this  answer  will  not  serve. 

Flav.  If  'twill  not  serve,  'tis  not  so  base  as  you  ; 
For  you  sers-e  knaves.  Exit. 

First  Var,  Serz\  How  !  Avhat  does  his  cashiered 
worship  mutter  ? 

Second  Var.  Sci-v.  No  matter  what ;  he 's  poor,  and 
that 's  revenge  enough.  Who  can  speak  broader  than 
he  that  has  no  house  to  put  his  head  in  ?  such  may  rail 
against  gi'eat  buildings. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Tit.  O  !  here  's  Servilius  ;  now  we  shall  know  some 
answer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  beseech  you,  gentlemen,  to  repair 
some  other  hour,  I  should  derive  much  from  't ;  for, 
take  't  on  my  soul,  my  lord  leans  wondrously  to  discon- 
tent. His  comfortable  temper  has  forsook  him  ;  he 's 
much  out  of  health,  and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Ljic.  Serv.  Many  do  keep  their  chambers  are  not  sick  : 
An  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  debts. 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

Ser.  Good  gods  ! 

Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  answer,  sir. 

Flam.    Within.   Servilius,  help  !  my  lord  !  my  lord  I 

Enter  Tniox,  in  a  rage ;  Flaminius  foUoioing. 

Tim.  What !  are  my  doors  oppos'd  against  my  pas- 
sage? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  must  my  house 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol  ? 
The  place  which  I  have  feasted,  does  it  now, 
Like  all  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart  ? 

Luc.  Serv.   Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 
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Luc.  Scrv.  Here's  mine. 

Hor.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Both  Var,  Serv.  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Phi.  All  cm-  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em  :  cleave  me  to  the 
girdle. 

Lite.  Sci-v.  Alas  !  my  lord, — 

Tim.  Cut  my  heart  in  sums. 

Tit.  Mine,  fifty  talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Ltu.  Serv.  Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that.  What  yours  ? 
and  yours  ? 

First  Var.  Serv.  !My  lord, — • 

Second  Var.  Serv.  My  lord, — 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me  ;  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you  i 

Exit. 

Hor.  Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw  their 
caps  at  their  money :  these  debts  may  well  be  called  des- 
perate ones,  for  a  madman  owes  'em.  Exeunt. 

Re-enter  TiMOX  and  Flavius. 

Tim.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,  the 
slaves : 
Creditors  ?  devils ! 

Flav.  My  dear  lord, — 

Tim.  What  if  it  should  be  so  ? 

Flav.  My  lord, — 

Tim.  I  '11  have  it  so.     ]\Iy  steward  ! 

Flav.   Here,  my  lord. 

Tifn.   So  fitly !    Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Sempronius  ;  all ; 
I  '11  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

Flav.  O  my  lord  1 

You  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul ; 
There  is  not  so  much  left  to  furnish  out 
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A  moderate  table. 

Tit.  Be  't  not  in  thy  care  ;  go, 

I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more  ;  my  cook  and  I  '11  provide. 

Exeunt. 


SCENE  V.  —The  Same.     The  Senate-house. 
The  Senate  sitting. 

First  Sen.  Mylord,  you  have  my  voice  to  it;  thefault's 
Bloody ;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die  ; 
Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

Second  Sen.  Most  true  ;  the  law  shall  bruise  him. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  attended. 

Alcib.  Honour,  health,  and  compassion  to  the  senate  ! 

First  Sen.  Now,  captain  ? 

Alcib.  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues  ; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 
It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  stepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that  without  heed  do  plunge  into  't. 
He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  aside, 
Of  comely  virtues  ; 

Nor  did  he  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice, 
An  honour  in  him  which  buys  out  his  fault, 
But  with  a  noble  fury  and  fair  spirit, 
Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death, 
He  did  oppose  his  foe  ; 
And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion 
He  did  behave  his  anger,  ere  'twas  spent. 
As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

First  Sen.  You  undergo  too  strict  a  paradox, 
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Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair  : 

Your  words  have  took  such  pains  as  if  they  labour  d 

To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  and  set  quarrelling 

Upon  the  head  of  valour  ;  which  indeed 

Is  valour  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 

When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  born. 

He  's  truly  valiant  that  can  wisely  suffer 

The  worst  that  man  can  breathe,  and  make  his  wrongs 

His  outsides,  to  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carelessly, 

And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 

To  bring  it  into  danger. 

If  wrongs  be  evils  and  enforce  us  kill, 

What  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill  ! 

Alcib.   My  lord, — 

First  Sen.    You  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  clear; 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Alcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me, 
If  I  speak  like  a  captain. 

Why  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle. 
And  not  endure  all  threats  ?  sleep  upon  't, 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats 
Without  repugnancy  ?    If  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  ?  why  then,  women  are  more  valiant 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it, 
And  the  ass  more  captain  than  the  lion,  the  felon 
Loaden  with  irons  wiser  than  the  judge, 
If  wisdom  be  in  suffering.     O  my  lords  I 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good  : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood  ? 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust ; 
But  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just. 
To  be  in  anger  is  impiety; 
But  who  is  man  that  is  not  angry  ? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

Second  Sen.   You  brcalhe  in  vain. 

IX.  L 
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Alcib.  In  vain  !  his  service  clone 

At  Lacedaemon  and  Byzantium 
Were  a  sufificient  briber  for  his  life. 

First  Sen.  What 's  that  ? 

Alcib.  I  say,  my  lords,  he  has  done  fair  service, 
And  slain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies. 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himself 
In  the  last  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds  ! 

Second  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em  ; 
He  's  a  sworn  rioter  ;  he  has  a  sin  that  often 
DroAviis  him  and  takes  his  valour  prisoner  ; 
If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him  ;  in  that  beastly  fuiy 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages 
And  cherish  factions  ;  'tis  inferr'd  to  us. 
His  days  are  foul  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

First  Sen.  He  dies. 

Alcib.  Hard  fate  !  he  might  have  died  in  war. 

My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, 
Though  his  right  arm  might  purchase  his  omti  time, 
And  be  in  debt  to  none,  yet,  more  to  move  you, 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  join  'em  both  ; 
And,  for  I  know  your  reverend  ages  love 
Security,  I  '11  pawn  my  victories,  all 
My  honour  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receive  't  in  valiant  gore  ; 
For  law  is  strict,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

First  Sen.  We  are  for  law  ;  he  dies  :  urge  it  no  more, 
On  height  of  our  displeasure.     Friend  or  brother. 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood  that  spills  another. 

Alcib.  Must  it  be  so  ?  it  must  not  be.     My  lords, 
I  do  beseech  you,  know  me. 

Second  Sen.   How ! 

Alcib.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

Third  Sm.  Whatl 
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Alcib.  I  cannot  think  but  your  age  has  forgot  me  ; 
It  could  not  else  be  I  should  prove  so  base, 
To  sue,  and  be  denied  such  common  grace. 
My  wounds  ache  at  you. 

First  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 

'Tis  in  few  words,  but  spacious  in  effect  ; 
We  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib.  Banish  me  ! 

Banish  your  dotage  ;  banish  usury, 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

First  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  shine,  Athens  contain 
thee, 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment.     And,  not  to  swell  our 

spirit, 
He  shall  be  executed  presently.  Exeunt  Senators. 

Alcib.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough  ;  that  you 
may  live 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you  ! 
I  'm  worse  than  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes. 
While  they  have  told  their  money  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  interest ;  I  myself 
Rich  only  in  large  hurts  :  All  those  for  this  ? 
Is  this  the  balsam  that  the  usuring  senate 
Pours  into  captains'  wounds  ?  Banishment ! 
It  comes  not  ill ;  I  hate  not  to  be  banish'd ; 
It  is  a  cause  worthy  my  spleen  and  fury. 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.     I  '11  cheer  up 
My  discontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts. 
'Tis  honour  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds ; 
Soldiers  should  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods.    Exit-, 
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SCENE   VI. — The  Same.      A  Room  of  State  in 
Timon's  House. 

Music.      Tables  set  out:    Servants  attending.     Enter 
divers  Lords,  Senators,  and  Others,  at  several  doors. 

First  Lord.  The  good  time  of  clay  to  you,  sir. 

Second  Lord.  I  also  wish  it  to  you.  I  think  this 
honourable  lord  did  but  tiy  us  this  other  day. 

First  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring  when 
we  encountered  :  I  hope  it  is  not  so  low  with  him  as 
he  made  it  seem  in  the  trial  of  his  several  friends. 

Second  L.ord.  It  should  not  be,  by  the  persuasion  of 
his  new  feasting. 

First  Lord.  1  should  think  so  :  he  hath  sent  me  an 
earnest  inviting,  which  many  my  near  occasions  did 
ui"ge  me  to  put  off;  but  he  hath  conjured  me  beyond 
them,  and  I  must  needs  appear. 

Second  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my 
importunate  business,  but  he  v.ould  not  hear  my  excuse. 
I  am  sony,  when  he  sent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  pro- 
vision was  out. 

First  Lord.  I  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  under- 
stand how  all  things. go. 

Second  Lord.  Every  man  here  's  so.  Wh  at  would 
he  have  borrowed  of  you  ? 

First  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces. 

Second  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces  ! 

First  Lord.   What  of  you  ? 

Third  Lord.   He  sent  to  me,  sir, — Here  he  comes. 

Enter  TiMOX  and  Attendants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both  ;  and  how 
fare  you  ? 

First  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  hearing  well  of  your 
lordship. 
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Second  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more 
willing  than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim.  Aside.  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter ;  such 
summer-birds  are  men.  Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will 
not  recompense  this  long  stay  :  feast  your  ears  with 
the  music  awhile,  if  they  will  fare  so  harshly  o'  the 
trumpet's  sound  ;  we  shall  to  't  presently. 

First  Lord.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your 
lordship  that  I  returned  you  an  empty  messenger. 

Tim.   O  !  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

Second  Lord.   My  noble  lord, — 

Tim.  Ah  !  my  good  friend,  what  cheer  ? 

Second  Lord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en 
sick  of  shame,  that  when  your  lordship  this  other  day 
sent  to  me  I  was  so  unfortunate  a  beggai*. 

Tim.  Think  not  on  't,  sir. 

Second  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  l)ut  two  hours  before, — 

Ti)n.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance. 
The  hanqnct  brought  in. 
Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

Second  Lord.  All  covered  dishes  ! 

First  Lord.   Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

Third  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money  and  the  season 
can  yield  it. 

First  Lord.   How  do  you  ?  What 's  the  news  ? 

Third  Lord.  Alcibiades  is  banished  :  hear  you  of  it  ? 

First  and  Second  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished  ! 

Third  Lord.  'Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it. 

First  Lord.  How  ?  how  ? 

Second  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 

Tim.   My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near? 

Third  Lord.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble 
feast  toward. 

Second  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still. 

Third  Lord.  AYill  't  hold  ?  will 't  hold  ? 

Second.  Lord.  It  does:  but  time  will— and  so — 
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Third  Lord.  I  do  conceive. 

Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spur  as  he 
would  to  the  lip  of  his  mistress ;  your  diet  shall  be  in 
all  places  alike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it,  to  let  the 
meat  cool  ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  first  place  :  sit,  sit. 
The  gods  require  our  thanks. 

You  great  benefactors,  sprinkle  our  society  with 
thankfulness.  For  your  own  gifts  make  yourselves 
praised  :  but  reserve  still  to  give,  lest  your  deities  be 
(lespised.  Lend  to  each  man  enough,  that  one  need 
pot  lend  to  another  ;  for  were  your  godheads  to  borrow 
pf  men,  men  would  forsake  the  gods.  Make  the  meat 
te  beloved  more  than  the  man  that  gives  it.  Let  no 
assembly  of  twenty  be  without  a  score  of  villains  :  if 
there  sit  twelve  women  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of  them 
te— as  they  are.  The  rest  of  your  fees,  O  gods  !  the 
senators  of  Athens,  together  with  the  common  lag  of 
people,  what  is  amiss  in  them,  you  gods,  make  suitable 
for  destruction.  For  these  my  present  friends,  as  they 
are  to  me  nothing,  so  in  nothing  bless  them,  and  to  no* 
thing  are  they  welcome. 

Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

The  dishes  are  uncovered  and  seen  to  be 
fidl  of  warm  imfcj; 
Some  speak,  What  does  his  lordship  mean  ? 
So?ne  other.  I  know  not. 
Tim.  May  you  a  better  feast  never  behold, 
You  knot  of  mouth-friends  !   smoke   and  hike-warm 

water 
Is  your  perfection.     This  is  Timon's  last ; 
"Who,  stuck  and  spangled  with  your  flatteries, 
Washes  it  off,  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces 

Thi'O'vijig  the  water  in  their  faces. 
XoviX  reeking  villany.     Live  loath'd,  and  long. 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
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Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears, 

You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies, 

Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks  ! 

Of  man  and  beast  the  infinite  malady 

Crust  you  quite  o'er  !    What !  dost  thou  go  ? 

Soft  !  take  thy  physic  first, — thou  too,— and  thou  : — 

Stay,  I  uill  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. 

Thrcnvs  the  dishes  at  thetn. 
\Yhat  !  all  in  motion  ?    Henceforth  be  no  feast, 
'\Yhereat  a  villain 's  not  a  welcome  guest. 
Burn,  house  !  sink,  Athens  !  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon  man  and  all  humanity  !  Exit, 

Re-enter  the  Lords,  Senators,  etc. 

First  Lord.  How  now,  my  lords  ! 

Second  Lord.  Know  you  the  quality  of  Lord  Timon's 
fury? 

Third  Lord.  Push  !  did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

Fourth  Lord.  I  have  lost  my  gown. 

Third  Lord.  He  's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought  but 
humour  sways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  th'  other 
day,  and  now  he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat :  did  you 
see  my  jewel? 

Fourth  Lord.  Did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

Second  Lord.   Here  'tis. 

Fourth  Lord.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

First  Lord.  Let 's  make  no  stay. 

Second  Lord.  Lord  Timon  's  mad. 

lliird  Lord.  I  feel  't  upon  my  bones. 

Fourth  Lord .  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  next 
day  stones.  Exeunt. 
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ACT    IV 

SCENE  \.  — Without  the  Walls  of  Athens, 

Enter  TiMOX. 

Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee.     O  thou  wall, 
That  girdlest  in  those  wolves,  dive  in  the  earth. 
And  fence  not  Athens  !    Matrons,  turn  incontinent  ! 
Obedience  fail  in  children  !    Slaves  and  fools, 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  senate  from  the  bench, 
And  minister  in  their  steads  !    To  general  filths 
Convert,  o'  the  instant,  green  virginity  ! 
Do  't  in  your  parents'  eyes  !    Bankrupts,  hold  fast ; 
Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives. 
And  cut  your  trusters'  throats  !    Bound  servants,  steal  ! 
Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  masters  are, 
And  pill  by  law.     Maid,  to  thy  master's  bed  ; 
Thy  mistress  is  o'  the  brothel  !    Son  of  sixteen, 
Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  thy  old  limping  sire. 
With  it  beat  out  his  brains  !    Piety,  and  fear. 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth, 
Domestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighbourhood. 
Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades. 
Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws. 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 
And  yet  confusion  live  !    Plagues,  incident  to  men, 
Your  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  stroke  !    Thou  cold  sciatica, 
Cripple  our  senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners  !    Lust  and  liberty 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth, 
That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may  strive, 
And  drown  themselves  in  riot  !    Itches,  blains, 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms,  and  their  crop 
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Be  general  leprosy  !    Breath  infect  breath, 
That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 
Be  merely  poison  !    Nothing  I  '11  bear  from  thee 
But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town  ! 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  bans  ! 
Timon  will  to  the  woods  ;  where  he  shall  find 
The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind. 
The  gods  confound — hear  me,  you  good  gods  all — 
The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall ! 
And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 
To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high  and  low  ! 

Amen.        Exit, 


SCENE  \\.— Athens.    A  Room  in  Timor's  House. 
Enter  Elavil's,  ivith  two  or  three  Servants. 

First  Serv.   Hear  you.  Master  steward  !  where  's  our 
master  ? 
Are  we  undone  ?  cast  off?  nothing  remaining? 

Flav.  Alack  !  my  fellows,  AA'hat  should  I  say  to  you  ? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

Eirst  Serv.  Such  a  house  broke  ! 

So  noble  a  master  fall'n  !    All  gone,  and  not 
One  friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 
And  go  along  with  him  ! 

Second  Serv.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  our  companion  tin-own  into  his  grave, 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 
Slink  all  away,  leave  their  false  vows  with  him, 
Like  empty  purses  pick'd  ;  and  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty. 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.     More  of  our  fellows. 
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Enter  other  Servants. 

Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  house. 

Third  Sc)'<.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery, 
That  see  I  by  our  faces  ;  we  are  fellows  still, 
Serving  alike  in  sorrow.     Leak'd  is  our  bark, 
And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck, 
Hearing  the  surges  threat :  we  must  all  part 
Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Flav,  Good  fellows  all, 

The  latest  of  my  wealth  I  '11  share  amongst  you . 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timon's  sake 
Let 's  yet  be  fellows  ;  let 's  shake  our  heads,  and  say. 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortunes, 
*  We  have  seen  better  days.'     Let  each  take  some  ; 

Giving  them  money. 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.     Not  one  word  more : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor. 

They  e7nbrace,  and  part  several  loays. 
O  !  the  fierce  wretchedness  that  glory  brings  us. 
Who  would  not  wish  to  be  from  wealth  exempt, 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt  ? 
Who  'd  be  so  mock'd  with  glory  ?  or  so  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  ? 
To  have  his  pomp  and  all  what  state  compounds 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnish'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honest  lord  !  brought  low  by  his  own  heart. 
Undone  by  goodness.      Strange,  unusual  blood. 
When  man's  worst  sin  is  he  does  too  much  good  ! 
Who  then  dares  to  be  half  so  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  still  mar  men. 
My  dearest  lord,  bless'd,  to  be  most  accurs'd. 
Rich,  only  to  be  wretched,  thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.     Alas  !  kind  lord ; 
He 's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ingrateful  seat 
Of  monstrous  friends  ; 
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Nor  has  he  with  him  to  supply  his  life, 

Or  that  which  can  command  it. 

I  '11  follow  and  inquire  him  out ; 

I  '11  ever  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 

Whilst  I  have  c^old  I  '11  be  his  steward  still         Exit, 


SCENE  III, —  Woods  and  Cave,  near  the  Sea-shore. 

Enter  TlMOXfrom  the  Cave, 

Tim.  O  blessed  breeding  sun  !  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity  ;  belOw  thy  sister's  orb 
Infect  the  air  !    Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, 
Wliose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth, 
Scarce  is  dividant,  touch  them  with  several  fortunes  ; 
The  greater  scorns  the  lesser  :  not  nature. 
To  whom  all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune, 
But  by  contempt  of  nature. 
Raise  me  this  beggar,  and  deny  't  that  lord  ; 
The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditary, 
The  beggar  native  honour. 
It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  rother's  sides, 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.   Who  dares,  who  dares, 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright. 
And  say  '  This  man  's  a  flatterer  '  ?  if  one  be, 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
Is  smooth'd  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  all  is  oblique  ; 
There  's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures 
But  direct  villany.     Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 
All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men  ! 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself,  Timon  disdains : 
Destruction  fang  mankind  !    Earth,  yield  me  roots  ! 

Digging, 
Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  palate 
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With  thy  most  operant  poison  !    What  is  here  ? 
Gold  !  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  !    No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votarist.     Roots,  you  clear  heavens  ! 
Thus  much  of  this  will  make  black  white,  foul  fair, 
Wrong  right,  base  noble,  old  young,  coward  valiant. 
Ha  !    you   gods,    why   this  ?    What  this,   you   gods  ? 

Why,  this 
Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sides. 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads  : 
This  yellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions  ;  bless  the  accurs'd  ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd  ;  place  thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench  ;  this  is  it 
That  makes  the  wappen'd  widow  wed  again  ; 
She,  whom  the  spital-house  and  ulcerous  sores 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  spices 
To  the  April  day  again.     Come,  damned  earth. 
Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  putt'st  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  nature.  Majxh  afar  off. 

Ha  !  a  drum?    Thou  'rt  quick, 
But  yet  I  '11  bury  thee  :  thou  'It  go,  strong  thief, 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  stand  : 
Nay,  stay  thou  out  for  earnest.         Keeping  some  gold. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  7inth  druvi  and  fife,  in  7var-like 
manner  ;  Phrvxia  and  Timaxdra. 

Aleib.  What  art  thou  there?  speak. 

Tim.  A  beast,  as  thou  art.     The  canker  gnaw  thy 
heart, 
For  showing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man  ! 

Alcib.  What  is  thy  name  ?    Is  man  so  hateful  to  thee 
That  art  thyself  a  man  ? 

Tim.   I  am  Misanthropos,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
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That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Alcib.  I  know  thee  well ; 

But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  strange. 

Tim.  I  know  thee  too ;  and  more  than  that  I  know  thee 
I  not  desire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum  ; 
With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules  ; 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel  ; 
Then  what  should  war  be  ?    This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword. 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phry.  Thy  lips  rot  off ! 

Tim.   I  will  not  kiss  thee  ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

Alcib.   How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 

Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to  give  : 
But  then  renew  I  could  not  like  the  moon  ; 
There  were  no  suns  to  borrow  of. 

Alcib.  Noble  Timon,  what  friendship  may  I  do  thee  ? 

Tim.   None,  but  to  maintain  my  opinion. 

Alcib.  What  is  it,  Timon? 

Tim.  Promise  me  friendship,  but  perform  none  :  if 
thou  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for  thou 
art  a  man  !  if  thou  dost  perfonn,  confound  thee,  for 
thou  art  a  man  1 

Alcib.   I  have  heard  in  some  sort  of  thy  miseries. 

I'im.  Thou  saw'st  them,  when  I  had  prosperity. 

Alcib.  I  see  them  now  ;  then  was  a  blessed  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlots. 

Timan.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion  whom  the  world 
Voic'd  so  regardfully? 

Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra  ? 

Timan.  Ves. 

Tim.  Be   a  whore  still ;    they  love   thee  not  that 
use  thee  ; 
Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  lust. 
Make  use  of  thy  salt  hours  ;  season  the  slaves 


56  TLMOX  OF  ATHENS  Act 

For  tubs  and  baths  ;  bring  down  rose-cUeeked  youth 
To  the  tub-fast  and  the  diet. 

Timan,  Hang  tliee,  monster  ! 

Alcib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra,  for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. 
I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  band  :  I  have  heard  and  griev'd 
How  cursed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  states, 
But  for  thy  sword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 

Tim.  I  prithee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Alcib.   I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

TitH.  How  d  ost  thou  pity  him  whom  thou  dost  trouble  ? 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  "^Vliy,  fare  thee  well : 

Here  is  some  gold  for  thee. 

Tim.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Alcib.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap, — 

Tim.  Warr'st  thou  'gainst  Athens? 

Alcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  cause. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  conquest ;  and 
Thee  after,  when  thou  hast  conquer'd  ! 

Alcib.  ^Yhy  me,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  That  by  killing  of  villains  thou  wast  born  to 
conquer 
j\Iy  country. 

Put  up  thy  gold  :  go  on, — here  's  gold, — go  on  ,* 
Be  as  a  planetaiy  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  some  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  poison 
In  the  sick  air  :  let  not  thy  sword  skip  one. 
Pity  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  beard  ; 
He  is  an  usurer.     Strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron  ; 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest, 
Herself  's  a  bawd.     Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  soft  thy  trenchant  sword  ;  for  those  milk-papsj 
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Tliat  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes, 

Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ, 

But  set  them  down  horrible  traitors.   Spare  not  the  babe. 

Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their  mercy; 

Think  it  a  bastard,  whom  the  oracle 

Hath  doubtfully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  shall  cut, 

And  mince  it  sans  remorse.     Swear  against  objects  ; 

Put  armour  on  thine  ears  and  on  thine  eyes, 

Whose  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes, 

Nor  sight  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding. 

Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There  's  gold  to  pay  thy  soldiers  : 

Make  large  confusion  ;  and,  thy  fury  spent, 

Confounded  be  thyself !    Speak  not,  be  gone. 

A/a'd.  Hast  thou  gold  yet  ?  I  '11  take  the  gold  thou 

giv'st  me. 
Not  all  thy  counsel. 

Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  heaven's  curse 

upon  thee ! 
F/if'.,  Tima7i.  Give   us   some   gold,   good  Timon : 

hast  thou  more  ? 
Tim.  Enough  to  make  a  ^A■hore  forswear  her  trade, 
And  to  make  whores  a  bawd.     Hold  up,  you  sluts. 
Your  aprons  mountant  :  you  are  not  oathable, 
Although,  I  know,  you  '11  swear,  terribly  swear 
Into  strong  shudders  and  to  heavenly  agues 
The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you,  spare  your  oaths, 
I  '11  ti-ust  to  your  conditions  :  be  whores  still ; 
And  he  whose  pious  breath  seeks  to  convert  you. 
Be  strong  in  Avhore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up  ; 
Let  your  close  fire  predominate  his  smoke, 
And  be  no  turncoats  :  yet  may  your  pains,  six  months, 
Be  quite  contrary  :  and  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 
With  burdens  of  the  dead  ;  some  that  were  hang'd, 
No  matter  ;  wear  them,  betray  with  them  :  whore  still  j 
Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face  : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles  ! 
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Ph}-.,  Ti/naii.  Well,  more  gold.     What  then  ? 
Believe  't,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tvn.   Consumptions  sow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man  ;  strike  their  sharp  shins, 
And  mar  men's  spurring.     Crack  the  lawyer's  voic3, 
That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead, 
Nor  sound  his  quillets  shrilly :  hoar  the  flamen, 
That  scolds  against  the  quality  of  flesh, 
And  not  believes  himself:  down  with  the  nose, 
Down  with  it  flat  ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him  that,  his  particular  to  foresee, 
Smells  from  the  general  weal  :  make  curl 'd -pate  ruf- 
fians bald  ; 
And  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you  :  plague  all. 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  source  of  all  erection.     There  's  more  gold  ; 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  grave  you  all  ! 

Phr.,    Timan.   More   counsel    with   more    money, 
bounteous  Timon. 

Tim.  More  whore,  more  mischief  first ;  I  have  given 
you  earnest. 

Alcib.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens  I  Farewell, 
Timon  : 
If  I  .thrive  well,  I  '11  visit  thee  again. 

Tim.  If  I  hope  well,  I  '11  never  see  thee  more. 

Alcib,   I  never  did  thee  harm, 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  spok'st  '\^•ell  of  me. 

Alcib.  Call'st  thou  that  harm  ? 

Tiin.  Men  daily  find  it.     Get  thee  away,  and  take 
Thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Alcib.  We  but  oftend  him.     Strike  ! 

Drum  beats.    Exeunt  Alcibiades,  Phrynia, 

and  TiMAXDRA. 

7}>;/.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man's  unkindness. 
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Should  yet  be  hungry  !    Common  mother,  thou, 

Digging, 
Whose  womb  unmeasurable,  and  infinite  breast, 
Teems}  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self-same  mettle, 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puff 'd> 
Engenders  the  black  toad  and  adder  blue. 
The  gilded  newt  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm, 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp  heavert 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine  ; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate. 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom,  one  poor  root  ! 
Ensear  thy  fertile  and  conceptious  womb. 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man  ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears  ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented  !    O  !  a  root ;  dear  thanks : 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas  ; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish  draughts 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips  ! 

Entei'  Apemaktus. 

More  man  !    Plague  !  plague  ! 

Apem,  I  was  directed  hither :  men  report 
Thou  dost  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 

Tim.  'Tis  then  because  thou  dost  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate  :  consumption  catch  thee  ! 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  infected  ; 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune.    Why  this  spade  ?  this  place  ? 
This  slave-like  habit  ?  and  these  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft, 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.     Shame  not  these  woods 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 

IX.  M 
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Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee  :  hinge  thy  knee, 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou  'It  observe, 
Blow  off  thy  cap  ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain, 
And  call  it  excellent.     Thou  wast  told  thus ; 
Thou  gav'st  thine  ears,  like  tapsters  that  bid  welcome, 
To  knaves  and  all  approachers  :  'tis  most  just 
That  thou  turn  rascal ;  hadst  thou  wealth  again, 
Rascals  should  have  't.     Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 

Ti))i.  Were  I  like  thee  I  'd  throw  away  myself. 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being  like  thyself; 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool.     What  !  think'st 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterous  chamberlain. 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm  ?  will  these  moss'd  trees, 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels 
And  skip  when  thou  point'st  out  ?  will  the  cold  brook. 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  taste 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  surfeit  ?    Call  the  creatures 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakful  heaven,  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks, 
To  the  conflicting  elements  expos'd, 
Answer  mere  nature  ;  bid  them  flatter  thee  ; 
O  !  thou  shalt  find— 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee.     Depart. 

Apem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Ti77i.  I  hate  thee  worse* 

Apem.  Why  ? 

Tim.  Thou  flatter 'st  misery. 

Apem.  I  flatter  notj  but  say  thou  art  a  caitiff. 

Tim.  Why  dost  thoti  seek  me  out  ? 

Apem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  Villain's  office,  or  a  fool's. 
i)ost  please  thyself  in  't  ? 

Apem,  Ay. 

Tim,  What !  a  knave  too  ? 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour-cold  habit  on 
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To  castigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well ;  but  thou 

Dost  it  enforcedly  ;  thou  'dst  courtier  be  again 

Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  misery 

Outlives  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before ; 

The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete  ; 

The  other,  at  high  wish  :  best  state,  contentless. 

Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  being, 

Worse  than  the  worst,  content. 

Thou  should'st  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

Tim.  Not  by  his  breath  that  is  more  miserable. 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp'd,  but  bred  a  dog. 
Hadst  thou,  like  us,  from  our  first  swath,  proceeded 
The  sweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords 
To  such  as  may  the  passive  drudges  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  would'st  have  plung'd  thyself 
In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  lust ;  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  respect,  but  follow'd 
The  sugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myself, 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary, 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes  and  hearts  of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment, 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brush 
Fell  from  their  boughs  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  eveiy  storm  that  blows  ;  I,  to  bear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden  : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufferance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in  't.     Why  should'st  thou  hate 

men? 
They  never  flatter'd  thee  :  what  hast  thou  given  ? 
If  thou  wilt  curse,  thy  fathei",  that  poor  rag. 
Must  be  thy  subject,  who  in  spite  put  stuff 
To  some  she  beggar  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.     Hence  !  be  gone  ! 
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If  thou  hadst  not  been  born  the  worst  of  men, 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave  and  flatterer. 

Apem,  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apcm.  I,  that  I  was 

No  prodigal. 

Tim.  I,  that  I  am  one  now  : 

Were  all  the  wealth  I  have  shut  up  in  thee, 
I  'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.     Get  thee  gone. 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this  ! 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  Eating  a  root. 

Apem.  Here  ;  I  will  mend  thy  feast. 

7Vw.  First  mend  my  company,  take  away  thyself. 

Apem.   So  I  shall  mend  mine  own,  by  the  lack  of 
thine. 

Ti7n.  'Tis  not  well  mended  so,  it  is  but  botch'd  ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  would'st  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.     If  thou  wilt, 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold  ;  look,  so  I  have. 

Apem.  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  best  and  truest  ; 

For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  liest  o'  nights,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 

Where  feed'st  thou  o'  days,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Whei-e  my  stomach  finds  meat  ;  or,  rather, 
where  I  eat  it. 

Tim.  Would  poison  were  obedient  and  knew  my 
mind  ! 

Apem.   Where  would'st  thou  send  it  ? 

Ti}}i.  To  sauce  thy  dishes. 

Apcm.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  knewest, 
but  the  extremity  of  both  ends.  When  thou  wast  in 
thy  gilt  and  thy  perfume,  they  mocked  thee  for  too 
much  curiosity;  in  thy  rags  thou  knowest  none,  but 
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art  despised  for  the  contrary.     There  's  a  medlar  for 
thee ;  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate  I  feed  not. 

Apem.  Dost  hate  a  medlar  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Ape??i.  An  thou  hadst  hated  meddlers  sooner,  thou 
should'st  have  loved  thyself  better  now.  What  man 
didst  thou  ever  know  unthrift  that  was  beloved  after 
his  means  ? 

Tim.  Who,  without  those  means  thou  talkest  of, 
didst  thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 

Apem.  Myself. 

Tim.  I  understand  thee  ;  thou  hadst  some  means  to 
keep  a  dog. 

Apem.  What  things  in  the  world  canst  thou  nearest 
compare  to  thy  flatterers  ? 

Tim.  Women  nearest  ;  but  men,  men  are  the  things 
themselves.  What  would'st  thou  do  with  the  world, 
Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Apem.  Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 

Tim.  Would'st  thou  have  thyself  fall  in  the  confusion 
of  men,  and  remain  a  beast  with  the  beasts  ? 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tiffi.  A  beastly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant  thee 
t'  attain  to.  If  thouwert  the  lion,  the  fox  would  beguile 
thee  ;  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox  would  eat  thee;  if 
thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  suspect  thee,  when 
peradventure  thou  wert  accused  by  the  ass;  if  thou 
wert  the  ass,  thy  dulness  would  torment  thee,  and  still 
thou  livedst  but  as  a  breakfast  to  the  wolf;  if  thou 
wert  the  wolf,  thy  greediness  would  afflict  thee,  and 
oft  thou  should'st  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner  ;  wert 
thou  the  unicorn,  pride  and  wrath  would  confound 
thee  and  make  thine  own  self  the  conquest  of  thy  fury ; 
wert  thou  a  bear,  thou  would'st  be  killed  by  the  horse ; 
wert  thou  a  horse,  thou  would'st  be  seized  by  the 
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leopard;  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert  gentian  toj 
the  lion,  and  the  spots  of  thy  kindred  were  jurors  on] 
thy  life  ;  all  thy  safety  were  rcmotion,  and  thy  defence! 
absence.  What  beast  could'st  thou  be  that  were  not 
subject  to  a  beast  ?  and  what  a  beast  art  thou  already, 
that  seest  not  thy  loss  in  transformation  ! 

Apem.  If  thou  could'st  please  me  with  speaking  to 
me,  thou  might'st  have  hit  upon  it  here ;  the  common- 
wealth of  Athens  is  become  a  forest  of  beasts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art 
out  of  the  city  ? 

Apern.  Yonder  comes  a  poet  and  a  painter :  the 
plague  of  company  light  upon  thee  !  I  will  fear  to 
catch  it,  and  give  way.  When  I  know  not  what  else 
to  do,  I  '11  see  thee  again. 

Tim»  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou 
shalt  be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog 
than  Apemantus. 

Apein.  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tiiii.  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  spit  upon  ! 

Apef?i.  A  plague  on  thee  !  thou  art  too  bad  to  curse. 

Tim.  All  villains  that  do  stand  by  thee  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  leprosy  but  what  thou  speak'st. 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee. 
I  '11  beat  thee,  but  I  should  infect  my  hands. 

Apem.  I  would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off ! 

Tim.  Away,  thou  issue  of  a  mangy  dog  ! 
Choler  does  kill  me  that  thou  art  alive ; 
I  swoon  to  see  thee. 

Apem,  Would  thou  would'st  burst  ! 

Tim.  Away, 

Thou  tedious  rogue  !  I  am  sony  I  shall  lose 
A  stone  by  thee.  Throu^s  a  stone  at  him. 

Apem,  Beast ! 

Tim.  Slave ! 

Apem,  Toad  \ 
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■Ti)n.  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue  ! 

I  am  sick  of  this  false  world,  and  will  love  nought 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon't. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave  ; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph, 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
Looking  on  the  gold.  O  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear 

divorce 
'Twixt  natural  son  and  sire  !  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed  !  thou  valiant  Mars  ! 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap  !  thou  visible  god, 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities. 
And  mak'st  them  kiss  !  that  speak'st  with  every  tongue, 
To  every  pui-pose  !    O  thou  touch  of  hearts  ! 
Think,  thy  slave  man  rebels,  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire. 

Apein.  Would  'twere  so  ; 

But  not  till  I  am  dead  ;  I  '11  say  thou  'st  gold  : 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  shortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  to  ? 

A  pern.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  prithee. 

Apcm.  Live,  and  love  thy  misery  ! 

Tim.  Long  live  so,  and  so  die  ! 

Exit  Apemantus. 
I  am  quit. 
More  things  like  men !     Eat,    Timon,    and    abhor 
them. 

Etiter  Thiez'es. 

First  Thief.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is 
some  fragment,  some  slender  ort  of  his  remainder. 
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The  mere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling-from  of  his 
friends,  drove  him  into  this  melancholy. 

Second  Thief.  It  is  noised  he  hath  a  mass  of  treasure. 

Third  Thief.  Let  us  make  the  assay  upon  him  :  if 
he  care  not  for 't,  he  will  supply  us  easily  ;  if  he 
covetously  reserve  it,  how  shall 's  get  it  ? 

Second  Thief,  True  ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him, 
'tis  hid. 

First  Thief  Is  not  this  he  ? 

Ail.  Where? 

Second  Thief.   'Tis  his  description. 

Third  Thief   He  ;  I  know  him. 

All.  Save  thee,  Timon. 

Tim.   Now,  thieves  ? 

All.  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 

Tiffi.  Both  too  ;  and  women's  sons. 

All.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  much  do 
want. 

Tim.    Your  greatest  want  is,   you  want  much  of 
meat. 
Why  should  you  want?   Behold,  the  earth  hath  roots  j 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  springs ; 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briers  scarlet  hips  ; 
The  bounteous  housewife,  nature,  on  each  bush 
Lays  her  full  mess  before  you.     Want  !  why  want  ? 

First  Thief  We  cannot  live  on  grass,  on  berries, 
water. 
As  beasts  and  birds  and  fishes. 

Tim.  Nor  on  the  beasts  themselves,  the  birds,  and 
fishes ; 
You  must  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  I  must  you  con 
That  you  are  thieves  profess'd,  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  shapes  ;  for  there  is  boundless  theft 
In  limited  professions.     Rascal  thieves. 
Here  's  gold.     Go,  suck  the  subtle  blood  o'  the  grape, 
Till  the  high  fever  seethe  your  blood  to  froth, 
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And  so  'scape  hanging  :  trast  not  the  physician ; 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
More  than  you  rob  :  take  wealth  and  lives  together ; 
Do  villany,  do,  since  you  protest  to  do  't, 
Like  workmen.     I  "11  example  you  with  thievery  : 
The  sun 's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Robs  the  vast  sea ;  the  moon  's  an  arrant  thief, 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun ; 
The  sea 's  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tears  ;  the  earth 's  a  thief, 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stolen 
From  general  excrement ;  each  thing's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.     Love  not  yourselves  ;  away  ! 
Rob  one  another.     There  's  more  gold  :  cut  throats  ; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves.     To  Athens  go. 
Break  open  shops  ;  nothing  can  you  steal 
But  thieves  do  lose  it :  steal  no  less  for  this 
I  give  you  ;  and  gold  confound  you  howsoe'er  ! 
Amen. 

Third  Thief.   He  has  almost  charmed  me  from  my 
profession,  by  persuading  me  to  it. 

First  Thief.    'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind  that  he 
thus  advises  us ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  mystery. 

Second  Thief  I  '11  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give 
over  my  trade. 

First  Thief  Let  us  first  see  peace  in  Athens  ;  there 
is  no  time  so  miserable  but  a  man  may  be  true. 

Exeunt  Thieves. 

Enter  Fla  vies. 

Flav.  O  you  gods  ! 
Is  yond  despis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  ? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?  O  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  bestow'd  ! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour 
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Has  desperate  ^^'ant  made  ! 

What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth  than  friends 

"Who  can  bring  noblest  minds  to  basest  ends  ! 

How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guise, 

When  man  was  wish'd  to  love  his  enemies  ! 

Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 

Those  that  would  mischief  me  than  those  that  do  ! 

He  has  caught  me  in  his  eye  :  I  will  present 

My  honest  grief  unto  him  ;  and,  as  my  lord, 

Still  serve  him  with  my  life.     My  dearest  master  ! 

TniON  comes  forward. 

Tim.  Away  !  what  art  thou  ? 

Flav.  Have  you  forgot  me,  sir  ? 

Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men  ; 
Then,  if  thou  grant'st  thou  'rt  a  man,  I  have  forgot  thee. 

Flav.  An  honest  poor  servant  of  yours. 

Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not : 

I  never  had  honest  man  about  me  ;  ay,  all 
I  kept  were  knaves,  uo  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Flav.  The  gods  are  witness, 
Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 

Tim.  What !  dost  thou  weep  ?  Come  nearer.    Theu 
I  love  thee. 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim'st 
Flinty  mankind  ;  whose  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  thorough  lust  and  laughter.     Pity 's  sleeping  : 
Strange  times,  that  weep  Avith  laughing,  not  with  weep- 
ing ! 

Flav.   I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord. 
To  accept  my  gi-ief  and  whilst  this  poor  wealth  lasts 
To  entertain  me  as  your  steward  still. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  steward 
So  true,  so  just,  and  now  so  comfortable? 
It  almost  turns  my  dangerous  nature  mild. 
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Let  me  behold  thy  face.     Surely,  this  man 

Was  born  of  woman. 

Forgive  my  general  and  exceptless  rashness, 

You  perpetual-sober  gods  !  I  do  proclaim 

One  honest  man,  mistake  me  not,  but  one ; 

No  more,  I  pray,  and  he  's  a  steward. 

How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind  ! 

And  thou  redeem'st  thyself :  but  all,  save  thee, 

I  fell  with  curses. 

Methinks  thou  art  more  honest  now  than  wise  ; 

For,  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me. 

Thou  might'st  have  sooner  got  another  service  : 

For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters 

Upon  their  first  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true, 

For  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure, 

Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous, 

If  not  a  usuring  kindness,  and  as  rich  men  deal  gifts. 

Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Flav.  No,  my  most  worthy  master  ;  in  whose  breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas  !  are  plac'd  too  late. 
You  should  havefear'd  false  times  when  you  did  feast ; 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least. 
That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love, 
Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind. 
Care  of  your  food  and  living  ;  and,  believe  it, 
My  most  honour'd  lord. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me. 
Either  in  hope,  or  present,  I  'd  exchange 
For  this  one  wish,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me  by  making  rich  yourself. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  so.     Thou  singly  honest  man, 
Here,  take  :  the  gods  out  of  my  miseiy 
Have  sent  thee  treasure.     Go,  live  rich  and  happy ; 
But  thus  condition'd  :  thou  shalt  build  from  men ; 
Hate  all,  curse  all,  show  charity  to  none, 
But  let  the  famish 'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone, 
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Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar  ;  give  to  dogs 

What  thou  deny'st  to  men  ;  let  prisons  swallow  'em, 

Debts  wither  'em  to  nothing ;    be  men  like  blasted 

woods, 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  bloods  ! 
And  so  farewell  and  thrive. 

F/az'.  O  !  let  me  stay 

And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Tv/i.  If  thou  hatest 

Curses,  stay  not ;  fly,  whilst  thou  art  bless'd  and  free  : 
Ne'er  sec  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  see  thee. 

Exeunt  severally. 


ACT  V 

SCENE  I.— The  JVoods.     Before  T/MO.Vs  Cave. 
Enter  Poet  and  Painter. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  far 
where  he  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him?  Does  the  rumour 
hold  for  true  that  he  's  so  full  of  gold  ? 

Pain.  Certain  :  Alcibiades  i-eports  it ;  Phrynia  and 
Timandra  had  gold  of  him  :  he  likewise  enriched  poor 
straggling  soldiers  with  great  quantity.  'Tis  said  he 
gave  unto  his  steward  a  mighty  sum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  try  for 
his  friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  else  ;  you  shall  see  him  a  palm  in 
Athens  again,  and  flourish  with  the  highest.  There- 
fore 'tis  not  amiss  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this 
supposed  distress  of  his  :  it  will  show  honestly  in  us, 
and  is  very  likely  to  load  our  purposes  with  what  they 
travel  for,  if  it  be  a  just  and  true  report  that  goes  of  his 
having. 
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Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto  him  ? 

Pai?t.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  visitation  ;  only 
I  will  promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  must  serve  him  so  too  ;  tell  him  of  an  intent 
that 's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  best.  Promising  is  the  ver)-  air 
o'  the  time ;  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation ;  per- 
formance is  ever  the  duller  for  his  act ;  and,  but  in  the 
plainer  and  simpler  kind  of  people,  the  deed  of  saying 
is  quite  out  of  use.  To  promise  is  most  courtly  and 
fashionable ;  performance  is  a  kind  of  will  or  testament 
which  argues  a  great  sickness  in  his  judgment  that 
makes  it. 

Enter  TiMON,  from  his  cave. 

Tim.  Aside.  Excellent  workman  !  thou  canst  not 
paint  a  man  so  bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking  what  I  shall  say  I  have  pro- 
vided for  him  :  it  must  be  a  personating  of  himself ;  a 
satire  against  the  softness  of  prosperity,  with  a  discovery 
of  the  infinite  flatteries  that  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Tim.  Aside.  Must  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in 
thine  own  work  ?  Wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in 
other  men  ?    Do  so,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let 's  seek  him : 
Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Pain.   True ; 
When  the  day  serves,  before  black-corner'd  night, 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  offer'd  light. 
Come. 

Titn.  Aside.  I  '11  meet  you  at  the  turn.     What  a 
god 's  gold, 
That  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple 
Than  where  swine  feed  ! 
'Tis  thou  that  rigg'st  the  bark  and  plough'st  the  foam, 
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Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  slave : 

To  thee  be  worship  ;  and  thy  saints  for  aye 

Be  crown'd  with  plagues  that  thee  alone  obey. 

Fit  I  meet  them.  Advancing. 

Poet.   Hail,  worthy  Timon  ! 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  master  ! 

Tim.   Have  I  once  liv'd  to  see  two  honest  men  ? 

Poet.  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tasted, 
Heading  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  fall'n  off, 
Whose  thankless  natures — O  abhorred  spirits  ! 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough — 
What  I  to  you, 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being  !    I  am  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  see  't  the  better  : 
Vou  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  best  seen  and  known. 

Pain.  He  and  myself 

Have  travell'd  in  the  great  shower  of  your  gifts, 
And  sweetly  felt  it. 

Tim,  Ay,  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  service. 

Tim.  Most  honest  men  !    Why,  how  shall  I  requite 
you? 
Can  you  eat  roots  and  drink  cold  water  ?  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do,  we  '11  do,  to  do  you  service. 

Tim.  Ye  're  honest  men.     Ye  've  heard  that  I  have 
gold; 
1  am  sure  you  have :  speak  truth  ;  ye  're  honest  men. 

Pain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord  ;  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honest  men !  Thou  draw'st  a  counterfeit 
Best  in  all  Athens  :  thou  "rt,  indeed,  the  best  ; 
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Thou  counterfeit'st  most  lively. 

Pain.  So,  so,  my  lord. 

Tifn.  E'en  so,  sir,  as  I  say.     And,  for  thy  fiction, 
AVhy,  thy  verse  swells  with  stufif  so  fine  and  smooth 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art. 
But,  for  all  this,  my  honest-natur'd  friends, 
I  must  needs  say  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monstrous  in  you,  neither  wish  I 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Beseech  your  honour 

To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  You  '11  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Will  you  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

TifH.  There  's  never  a  one  of  you  but  trusts  a  knave, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  ? 

Titn.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cog,  see  him  dissemble, 
Know  his  gross  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him, 
Keep  in  your  bosom  ;  yet  remain  assur'd 
That  he 's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain.  I  know  none  such,  my  lord. 

Poet.  Nor  I. 

Tim.  Look  you,  I  love  you  well ;  I  '11  give  you  gold, 
Rid  me  these  villaius  from  your  companies  : 
Hang  them  or  stab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught, 
Confound  them  by  some  course,  and  come  to  me, 
I  '11  give  you  gold  enough. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord  ;  let 's  know  them. 

Tim.  You  that  way  and  you  this,  but  two  in  company ; 
Each  man  apart,  all  single  and  alone, 
Yet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. 
If,  where  thou  art  two  villains  shall  not  be. 
Come  not  near  him.     If  thou  ^^•ould'st  not  reside 
But  where  one  villain  isj  then  him  abandon. 
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Hence  !  pack  !   there  's  gold  ;  you  came  for  gold,  ye 

slaves  : 
You  have  work'd  for  me,  there  's  payment  :  hence  ! 
You  are  an  alchemist,  make  gold  of  that. 
Out,  rascal  dogs  ! 

Beats  them  out  and  then  retires  to  his  cave. 

Enter  Fla  VIUS  and  tii'O  Senators. 

Flav.    It   is   in    vain  that  you  would  speak  with 
Timon ; 
For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself, 
That  nothing  but  himself,  which  looks  like  man, 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

First  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave : 

It  is  our  part  and  promise  to  the  Athenians 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

Second  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  still  the  same  :  'twas  time  and  griefs 
That  fram'd  him  thus  :  time,  with  his  fairer  hand, 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him.     Bring  us  to  him, 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave. 

Peace  and  content  be  here  !    Lord  Timon  !  Timon  ! 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  friends.     The  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  most  reverend  senate,  greet  thee : 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Re-enter  TlMOK  from  his  cave. 

Tim.  Thou  sun,  that  comfort'st,  burn  !    Speak,  and 
be  hang'd : 
For  each  true  word,  a  blister  !  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'  the  tongue, 
Consuming  it  with  speaking  ! 
First  Sen.  Worthy  Timon, — 

Titn.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 
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Second  Sen.  The  senators   of  Alliens  greet   il.ce, 
Timon. 

Titn.  I  thank  them ;  and  would  send  them  back 
the  plague, 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

First  Sen.  O  I  forget 

What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators  with  one  consent  of  love 
Entreat  thee  back  to  Athens  ;  who  have  thought 
On  special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  best  use  and  wearing. 

Secojid  Sen.  They  confess 

Toward  thee  forgetfulness  too  general,  gross  ; 
Which  now  the  public  body,  which  doth  seldom 
Play  the  recanter,  feeling  in  itself 
A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  sense  withal 
Of  its  own  fail,  restraining  aid  to  Timon  ; 
And  send  forth  us,  to  make  their  sorrow'd  render, 
Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram  ; 
Ay,  even  such  heaps  and  sums  of  love  and  wealth 
As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs, 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love, 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it  ; 

Surprise  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears  : 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart  and  a  woman's  eyes, 
And  I  '11  beweep  these  comforts,  worthy  senators. 

First  Sen.  Therefore  so  please  thee  to  return  with  u?, 
And  of  our  Athens,  thine  and  ours,  to  take 
The  captainship,  thou  shalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allow'd  with  absolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority :  so  soon  we  shall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild  ; 
Who,  like  a  boar  too  savage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

IX.  '  N 
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Second  Sen,  And  shakes  his  thieat'ning  sword 

Against  the  walls  of  Athens. 

Firs^  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon, — 

Tim.  Well,  sir,  I  will ;  therefore,  I  will,  sir,  thus : 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen. 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  Timon  cares  not.     But  if  he  sack  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards, 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  stain 
Of  contumelious,  beastly,  mad-brain'd  war, 
Then  let  him  know,  and  tell  him  Timon  speaks  it. 
In  pity  of  our  aged  and  our  youth 
I  cannot  choose  but  tell  him,  that  I  care  not, 
And  let  him  take  't  at  worst ;  for  their  knives  care  not 
While  you  have  throats  to  answer  :  for  myself, 
There  's  not  a  whittle  in  the  unruly  camp 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love  before 
The  reverend'st  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 
To  the  protection  of  the  prosperous  gods. 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

J^/av.  Stay  not ;  all  's  in  vain. 

Tim.   Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph  ; 
It  will  be  seen  to-morrow.     My  long  sickness 
Of  health  and  living  now  begins  to  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.     Go  ;  live  still : 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his. 
And  last  so  long  enough  ! 

i^fW/  Sen.  "V\'e  speak  in  vain. 

Tiw.  But  yet  I  love  my  country,  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck. 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

Firs^  Sen.  That  's  well  spoke. 

Tim.   Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen, — • 

Fi'rsf  Sefi.  These  words  become  your  lips  as  they  pass 
through  them. 

Second  Sen.  And  enter  in  our  ears  like  great  triumphers 
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In  their  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them  ; 

And  tell  them  that,  to  ease  them  of  their  griefs, 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses. 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kindness  do  them  : 
I  '11  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades'  wrath. 

Second  Sen.  I  like  this  well ;  he  will  return  again, 

Tvn.  I  have  a  tree  which  grows  here  in  my  close, 
That  mine  own  use  invites  me  to  cut  down, 
And  shortly  must  I  fell  it ;  tell  my  friends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree. 
From  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whoso  please 
To  stop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  haste, 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe, 
And  hang  himself.     I  pray  you,  do  my  greeting. 

Flav.  Trouble  him  no  further ;  thus  you  still  shall 
find  him. 

Tivi.  Come  not  to  me  again ;  but  say  to  Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood  ; 
Who  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  froth 
The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover:  thither  come, 
And  let  my  grave-stone  be  your  oracle. 
Lips,  let  sour  words  go  by  and  language  end  : 
What  is  amiss  plague  and  infection  mend  ! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works  and  death  their  gain  ! 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams  !    Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

Exit, 

First  Sen.  His  discontents  are  unremoveably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

Second  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead :  let  us  return, 
And  strain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 
In  our  dear  peril. 

First  Sen.  It  requires  swift  foot.         Exeunt, 
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SCENE  W.— Before  the  Walls  of  Athens. 
Enter  two  Senators  and  a  Messenger, 

First  Sen.  Thou  hast  painfully  discover'd  :  arehisfilea 
As  full  as  thy  report  ? 

Mess.  I  have  spoke  the  least ; 

Besides,  his  expedition  promises 
Present  approach. 

Second  Sen.  We  stand  much  hazard  if  they  bring  not 
Timon. 

Mess.  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend, 
Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd, 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force, 
And  made  us  speak  like  friends  :  this  man  was  riding 
From  Alcibiades  to  Timon's  cave, 
With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowship  i'  the  cause  against  your  city, 
In  part  for  his  sake  mov'd. 

Enter  the  Senators  from  TiMON. 

First  Sen.  Here  come  our  brothers. 

Third  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expect. 
The  enemy's  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  scouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  dust.     In,  and  prepare : 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear  :  our  foes  the  snare.      Exeunt. 


SCENE  \l\.—The  Woods.     Timon's  Cave,  and  a 
rude  tomb  seen. 

Enter  a  Soldier,  seeking  TiMON. 

Sold.  By  all  description  this  should  be  the  place. 
Who  's  here  ?  speak,  ho  !    No  answer  !  what  is  this  ? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  outstretch'd  his  span  : 
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Some  beast  rear'd  this  ;  here  does  not  live  a  man. 

Dead,  sure  ;  and  this  his  grave.    What 's  on  this  tomb 

I  cannot  read  ;  the  character  I  '11  take  with  wax: 

Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill ; 

An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days. 

Before  proud  Athens  he  's  set  down  by  this, 

Whose  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  Exit. 


SCENE  l\  .—Before  the  Walls  of  Athens. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Alcibiades  ivith  his  Powers. 

Alcib.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lascivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach.  A  parley  sounded. 

Enter  Senators  on  the  malls. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fiU'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  of  justice  ;  till  now  myself  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power 
Have  wander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,  and  breath'd 
Our  sufferance  vainly.     Now  the  time  is  flush, 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  strong, 
Cries  of  itself,  *No  more'  :  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  sit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  ease. 
And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 

First  Sen.  Noble  and  young. 

When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
Ere  thou  hadst  power  or  we  had  cause  of  fear, 
W^e  sent  to  thee,  to  give  thy  rages  balm, 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

Second  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 

Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love 
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By  humble  message  and  by  promis'd  means  : 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

First  Sen.  These  walls  of  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  hands  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  grief ;  nor  are  they  such 
That  these  great  towers,  trophies,  and  schools  should 

fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

Second  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out ; 
Shame  that  they  wanted  cunning  in  excess 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord, 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  spread : 
By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death. 
If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food 
Which  nature  loathes,  take  thou  the  destin'd  tenth. 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die 
Let  die  the  spotted. 

First  Sen.  All  have  not  offended  ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square  to  take 
On  those  that  are,  revenges  :  crimes,  like  lands. 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countiyman, 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage  : 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin 
Which  in  the  bluster  of  thy  wrath  must  fall 
With  those  that  have  offended :  like  a  shepherd. 
Approach  the  fold  and  cull  the  infected  forth, 
But  kill  not  all  together. 

Second  Sen.  What  thou  wilt, 

Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile 
Than  hew  to  't  with  thy  sM'ord. 

First  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

Against  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  shall  ope, 
So  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  before, 
To  say  thou  'It  enter  friendly. 
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Second  Sen,  Throw  thy  glove, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else, 
That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  all  thy  powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  till  we 
Have  seal'd  thy  full  desire. 

Alcib.  Then  there 's  my  glove ; 

Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  : 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  reproc^, 
Fall,  and  no  more  ;  and,  to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning,  not  a  man 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  shall  be  render'd  to  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Both.  'Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

The  Senators  descend,  and  open  the  gates. 

Enter  a  Soldier, 

Sold.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead  ; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'  the  sea  : 
And  on  his  grave-stone  this  insculpture,  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impression 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcib.  Here  lies  a  luretched  corse,  of  ivretched  soul 

bereft : 
Seek  not  my  name :  a  plague  consume  you  -ivicked  caitiffs 

left  I 
Here  lie  /,  Timon  ;  ivho,  alive,  all  living  men  did  hate: 
Pass  by  and  curse  thy  fill ;  but  pass  and  stay  not  here 

thy  gaitt 

These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits  J 
Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  U9  our  human  griefs^ 
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Scorn 'dst  our  brain's  flow  and  those  our  droplets  which 

From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 

Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aye 

On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.     Dead 

Is  noble  Timon  ;  of  whose  memory 

Hereafter  more.     Bring  me  into  your  city, 

And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword  ; 

Make  war  breed  peace  ;  make  peace  stint  war  ;  make 

each 
Prescribe  to  other  as  each  other's  leech. 
Let  our  drums  strike.  Exeunt. 
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SCEXE 
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JULIUS   C/ESAR 

ACT   I 

SCENE  I.— Rome.     A  Slreet. 

Enter  Flavius,  Marullus,  and  certain 
Commoneis, 

Flav.  Hence  !  home,  you  idle  creatines,  get  yoil 
home : 
Is  this  a  holiday  ?   What !  know  you  not, 
Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  day  without  the  sign 
Of  your  profession?    Speak,  what  trade  art  thou? 

Fi?-st  Coin.  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  W^here  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on  ? 
You,  sir,  what  trade  are  you  ? 

Second  Com.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman, 
I  am  but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  Answer  me  directly. 

Second  Com.  A  trade,  sir,  that  I  hope  I  may  use 
with  a  safe  conscience  ;  which  is,  indeed,  sir,  a  mender 
of  bad  soles. 

Mar.  What  trade,  thou  knave  ?  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade  ? 

Second  Com.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out 
with  me  :  yet,  if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that  ?  Mend  me,  thou 
saucy  fellow  ! 

Second  Com,  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 
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Flav.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou  ? 

Second  Com.  Tmly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is  with  the 
awl :  I  meddle  with  no  tradesman's  matters,  nod 
women's  matters,  but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  a" 
surgeon  to  old  shoes  ;  when  they  are  in  great  danger, 
I  recover  them.  As  proper  men  as  ?ver  trod  upon 
neat's-leather  have  gone  upon  my  handiwork. 

Flav.   But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day  ? 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  streets  ? 

Second  Com.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to 
get  myself  into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  sir,  we  make 
holiday  to  see  Caesar  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice?  What  conquest  brings  he 
home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot  wheels  ? 
You  blocks,   you   stones,  you  worse  than  senseless 

things  I 
O  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey  ?   Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements, 
To  to\\ers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops, 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
The  livelong  day,  with  patient  expectation. 
To  see  great  Pompey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome  : 
.And  when  you  saw  his  chariot  but  appear. 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout. 
That  Tiber  trembled  underneath  her  banks, 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  sounds 
Made  in  her  concave  shores? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  best  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  strew  flowers  in  his  way. 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey's  blood  ? 
Be  gone  ! 
Run  to  your  houses,  fall  upon  your  knees, 
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Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and  for  this  fault 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tiber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shores  of  all. 

Exeunt  all  the  Commoners, 
See  whe'r  their  basest  metal  be  not  mov'd  ; 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I.     Disrobe  the  images 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

Mar.  May  w^e  do  so  ? 
You  know  it  is  the  feast  of  Lupercal. 

Flav.  It  is  no  matter ;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Caesar's  trophies.     I  '11  about 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  streets  : 
So  do  you  too  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caesar's  wing 
Will  make  him  fly  an  ordinary  pitch, 
Who  else  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulness.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  W.— The  Same.     A  public  Place. 

Enter,  in  procession,  with  music,  Cmsar  ;  Anton\\ 
for  the  course;  Calpurnia,  Portia,  Decius, 
Cicero,  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  Casca  ;  a  great 
croT.vd following,  among  them  a  Soothsayer. 

Cces.   Calpurnia  ! 

Casca,  Peace,  ho  !  Caesar  speaks. 

Music  ceases, 
Cces.  Calpurnia ! 
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Cal.  Here,  my  lord. 

Cas.   Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way 
When  he  doth  run  his  course.     Antonius  ! 
Aiit.  Caesar,  my  lord. 
C<£S.  Forget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calpurnia  ;  for  our  elders  say, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase. 
Shake  off  their  sterile  curse. 

Ant,  I  shall  remember  : 

When  Caesar  says  '  Do  this,'  it  is  perform'd. 

Cids.  Set  on  j  and  leave  no  ceremony  out.     Music, 
Sooth.  Caesar  ! 
Ccvs.  Ha  !  Who  calls  ? 

Casca.  Bid  every  noise  be  still :  peace  yet  again  ! 

Music  ceases, 
'  C(ss.  Who  is  it  in  the  press  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music, 
Cry  *  Caesar ! '    Speak  ;  Caesar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 
Sooth,  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 
Cas.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bm.  A  soothsayer  bids  you  beware   the  ides  of 

March. 
CcBS.  Set  him  before  me  ;  let  me  see  his  face. 
Cas.  Fellow,    come   from   the  throng ;  look  upon 

Caesar. 
Cces.   What  say'st  thou  to  me  now?    Speak  once 

again. 
Sooth,  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 
C(t's.  He  is  a  dreamer  ;  let  us  leave  him  :  pass. 

Sennet.     Exeunt  all  but  Brutus  and 
Cas  SI  us, 
Cas.  Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course  ? 
Bru.  Not  I. 
Cas.   I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.   I  am  not  gamesome  :  I  do  lack  some  part 
Of  that  quick  spirit  that  is  in  Antony. 


Scene  ii 
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Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires ; 
I  '11  leave  you. 

Cas.  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late  : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness 
And  show  of  love  as  I  was  wont  to  have : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Cassius, 

Be  not  deceiv'd :  if  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.     Vexed  I  am 
Of  late  with  passions  of  some  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself, 
\Yhich  give  some  soil  perhaps  to  my  behaviou^j 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'<4» 
Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one, 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect. 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  wai*, 
Forgets  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Cas,  Then,    Brutus,    I  have  much  mistook 
passion  j 

By  means  whereof  this  breast  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cassius  ;  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself, 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  things, 

Cas.  'Tis  just : 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  see  your  shadow.     I  have  heard, 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome, 
Except  immortal  Csesar,  speaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke. 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Cassius, 
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That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hear  ; 
And  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass, 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus  : 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protester;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  scandal  them  ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

Floiirish  afid  sliouf. 

Bru.  What  means  this  shouting?  I  do  fear  the  people 
Choose  Csesar  for  their  king. 

Cas.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 

Then  must  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  so. 

Brii.  I  would  not,  Cassius ;  yet  I  love  him  well. 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honour  in  one  eye  and  death  i'  the  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently ; 
For  let  the  gods  so  speed  me  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cas.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story. 
I  cannot  tell  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life  ;  but  for  my  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myself. 
I  was  born  free  as  Csesar ;  so  were  you : 
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We  both  have  fed  as  well,  and  we  can  both 

Endure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he  : 

For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day, 

The  troubled  Tiber  chafing  with  her  shores, 

Caesar  said  to  me,  '  Dar'st  thou,  Cassius,  now 

Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood, 

And  swim  to  yonder  point  ? '    Upon  the  word, 

Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in 

And  bade  him  follow;  so  indeed  he  did. 

The  torrent  roar'd,  and  we  did  buffet  it 

With  lusty  sinews,  throwing  it  aside 

And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy  ; 

But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  propos'd, 

Csesar  cried  'Help  me,  Cassius,  or  I  sink.' 

I,  as  ^neas,  our  great  ancestor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 

The  old  Anchises  bear,  so  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 

Did  I  the  tired  Caesar.     And  this  man 

Is  now  become  a  god,  and  Cassius  is 

A  wretched  creature  and  must  bend  his  body 

If  Csesar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shake  ;  'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake  ; 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly, 

And  that  same  eye  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world 

Did  lose  his  lustre  ;  I  did  hear  him  groan  ; 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books, 

Alas  !  it  cried  *  Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius,' 

As  a  sick  girl.     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world. 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.  SJiont.     Flourish. 

Bru.  Another  general  shout ! 

I  do  believe  that  these  applauses  are 

IX.  0 
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For  some  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  C?esar. 

Cas.  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  Colossus  ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
]SIen  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates  : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars, 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus  and  C?esar  :  what  should  be  in  that  'Caesar'  ? 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  yours  ? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name  ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
W^eigh  them,  it  is  as  heaA^  ;  conjure  with  'em, 
'  Brutus '  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  *  Csesar '. 
NoAV,  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Caesar  feed, 
That  he  is  gi-own  so  great  ?    Age,  thou  art  sham'd  I 
Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods  ! 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  flood, 
But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 
When  could  they  say,  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  walks  encompass'd  but  one  man  ? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 

0  !  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  say. 
There  was  a  Brutus  once  that  would  have  brook'd 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome, 

As  easily  as  a  king. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous  ; 
W^hat  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim  : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this  and  of  these  times, 

1  shall  recount  hereafter ;  for  this  present, 

I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you, 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  said 
I  will  consider  ;  what  you  have  to  say 
I  will  with  patience  hear,  and  find  a  time 
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Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer  such  high  things. 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this  : 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cas.  I  am  glad 

That  my  weak  words  have  struck  but  thus  much  show 
Of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Brtt.  The  games  are  done  and  Caesar  is  returning. 

Cas.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve, 
And  he  will,  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to-day. 

Re-enter  C.eSAR  and  his  Train, 

Bni.   I  will  do  so.     But,  look  you,  Cassius, 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  C?esar's  brow. 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train  : 
Calpumia's  cheek  is  pale,  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  and  such  fiery  eyes 
As  we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  cross'd  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cas.  Casca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Cces.  Antonius  ! 

Ant.   Caesar. 

Cces.   Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights. 
Yond  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look  ; 
He  thinks  too  much  :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Caesar,  he  's  not  dangerous  ; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Cas.  Would  he  were  fatter  !    But  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.     He  reads  much  ; 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
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Quite  thi'ough  the  deeds  of  men  ;  he  loves  no  plays, 
As  thou  dost,  Antony  ;  he  hears  no  music  ; 
Seldom  he  smiles,  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scorn'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves. 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd 
Than  what  I  fear,  for  always  I  am  Caesar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf. 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think'st  of  him. 

Sennet.     Exeunt  Cmsar  and  his  Train. 
CaSCA  stays  behind. 

Casca.  You  puU'd  me  by  the   cloak  ;  would  you 
speak  with  me  ? 

Bru.  Ay,  Casca  ;  tell  us  what  hath  chanced  to-day. 
That  Caesar  looks  so  sad. 

Casca.  Why,  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bju.  I  should  not  then  ask  Casca  what  hath  chanced. 

Casca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him  ;  and, 
being  offered  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his 
hand,  thus  ;  and  then  the  people  fell  a-shouting. 

B7'u.   What  Avas  the  second  noise  for  ? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Cas.  They  shouted  thrice  :  what  was  the  last  cr}'  for  ? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bjii.  Was  the  crown  offered  him  thrice  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  marry,  was 't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice, 
every  time  gentler  than  other  ;  and  at  every  putting-by 
mine  honest  neighbours  shouted. 

Cas.  Who  offered  him  the  crown  ? 

Casca.   Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Casca.  I  can  as  well  be  hanged  as  tell  the  manner 
of  it :  it  was  mere  foolery  ;  I  did  not  mark  it.     I  saw 
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Mark  Antony  offer  him  a  crown  ;  yet  'twas  not  a 
crown  neither,  'twas  one  of  these  coronets  ;  and,  as 
I  told  you,  he  put  it  by  once  ;  but,  for  all  that,  to  my 
thinking,  he  would  fain  have  had  it.  Then  he  offered 
it  to  him  again  ;  then  he  put  it  by  again  ;  but,  to  my 
thinking,  he  was  very  loath  to  lay  his  fingers  off  it. 
And  then  he  offered  it  the  third  time  ;  he  put  it  the 
third  time  by ;  and  still  as  he  refused  it,  the  rabblement 
shouted,  and  clapped  their  chopped  hands,  and  threw 
up  their  sweaty  night-caps,  and  uttered  such  a  deal  of 
stinking  breath  because  C^sar  refused  the  crown,  that 
it  had  almost  choked  C^sar ;  for  he  swounded  and  fell 
down  at  it.  And  for  mine  own  part,  I  durst  not  laugh, 
for  fear  of  opening  my  lips  and  receiving  the  bad  air. 

Cas.  But  soft,  I  pray  you  :  what !  did  Caesar  swound  ? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and 
foamed  at  mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru.  'Tis  very  like  :  he  hath  the  falling-sickness. 

Cas.  No,  Caesar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling-sickness. 

Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but  I 
am  sure  Caesar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did 
not  clap  him  and  hiss  him,  according  as  he  pleased 
and  displeased  them,  as  they  use  to  do  the  players  in 
the  theatre,  I  am  no  true  man. 

Bni.  What  said  he  when  he  came  unto  himself? 

Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  ^vhen  he  per- 
ceived the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the  crown, 
he  plucked  me  ope  his  doublet  and  offered  them  his 
throat  to  cut.  An  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation, 
if  I  would  not  have  taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I 
might  go  to  hell  among  the  rogues.  And  so  he  fell. 
When  he  came  to  himself  again,  he  said.  If  he  had 
done  or  said  anything  amiss,  he  desired  their  worships 
to  think  it  was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  wenches, 
where  I  stood,  cried  '  Alas  I  good  soul, '  and  forgave 
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him  with  all  their  hearts  ;  but  there 's  no  heed  to  be 
taken  of  them  :  if  Caesar  had  stabbed  their  mothers, 
they  would  have  done  no  less. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  sad,  away  ? 

Casca.  Ay. 

Cas.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  he  spoke  Greek. 

Cas.  To  what  effect  ? 

Casca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I  '11  ne'er  look  you 
i'  the  face  again  ;  but  those  that  understood  him  smiled 
at  one  another  and  shook  their  heads ;  but,  for  mine 
own  part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more 
news  too  ;  Marullus  and  Flavius,  for  pulling  scarfs  off 
Cesar's  images,  are  put  to  silence.  Fare  you  well. 
There  was  more  foolery  yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Cas.  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca  ? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cas.  ^Yill  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and 
your  dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cas.  Good  ;  I  will  expect  you. 

Casca.  Do  so.     Farewell,  both.  Exii. 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ! 
He  was  quick  mettle  when  he  went  to  school. 

Cas.  So  is  he  now  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit. 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bm.  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  you  : 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or,  if  you  will. 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Cas,  I  v.'ill  do  so  :  till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

Exii  Brutls. 
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Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble  ;  yet,  I  see, 

Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 

From  that  it  is  dispos'd  :  therefore  'tis  meet 

That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes  ; 

For  who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  seduc'd  ? 

Caesar  doth  bear  me  hard  ;  but  he  loves  Brutus  : 

If  I  were  Brutus  now  and  he  were  Cassius, 

He  should  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  night. 

In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw, 

As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens, 

Writings  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 

That  Rome  holds  of  his  name  ;  wherein  obscurely 

Caesar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at  : 

And  after  this  let  Caesar  seat  him  sure  ; 

For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure.     E.xil. 


SCENE  III.  — The  Same.    A  Street. 

Thunder  and  lightning.     Enter,  from  opposite  sides, 
Casca,  ivith  his  swo7-d  draion,  and  CiCERO. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Casca  :  brought  you  Caesar  home  ? 
Why  are  you  breathless  ?  and  why  stare  you  so  ? 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  sway  of  earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?    O  Cicero  ! 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell  and  rage  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threat'ning  clouds  : 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now, 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven, 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods, 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Cic.  Why,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 

Casca.  A  common  slave,  you  know  him  well  by  sight, 
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Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd  ;  and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remain'd  unscorch'd. 
Besides,  I  have  not  since  put  up  my  sword, 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by, 
Without  annoying  me  ;  and  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear,  who  swore  they  saw 
Men  all  in  fire  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And  yesterday  the  bird  of  night  did  sit, 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place. 
Hooting  and  shrieking.     When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say 
*  These  are  their  reasons,  they  are  natural ' ; 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time  : 
But  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion. 
Clean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Caesar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.   He  doth  ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  Casca  :  this  disturbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Casca.  Farewell,  Cicero.      Exit  Cicero. 

Enter  C AS  Si  US. 

Cas.  Who 's  there  ? 
Casca.  A  Roman. 

Cas.  Casca,  by  your  voice. 

Casca.  Your  ear  is  good.    Cassius,  what  night  is  this  ! 
Cas.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 
Casca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  so  ? 
Cas.  Those  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  streets, 
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Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night, 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  you  see. 
Have  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone  ; 
And  when  the  cross  bhie  lightning  seem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  veiy  flash  of  it. 

Casca.    But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempi  Lhe 
heavens  ? 
Ii  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble 
When  the  most  mighty  gods  by  tokens  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  us. 

Cas.  You  are  dull,  Casca,  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman  you  do  want. 
Or  else  you  use  not.     You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder, 
To  see  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens  ; 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause 
Why  all  these  fires,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts, 
Why  birds  and  beasts,  from  quality  and  kind  ; 
Why  old  men,  fools,  and  children,  calculate  ; 
Why  all  these  things  change  from  their  ordinance. 
Their  natures,  and  preformed  faculties. 
To  monstrous  quality,  why,  you  shall  find 
That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  these  .spirits 
To  make  them  instruments  of  fear  and  warning 
Unto  some  monstrous  state. 
Now  could  I,  Casca,  name  to  thee  a  man 
Most  like  this  dreadful  night. 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol, 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself  or  me 
In  personal  action,  yet  prodigious  grown 
And  fearful  as  these  strange  ei-uptions  are. 

Casca.  'Tis  Caesar  that.you  mean  ;  is  it  not,  Cassius  ? 

Cas.  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors ; 
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But,  woe  the  while  !  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead, 

And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  mothers'  spirits  ; 

Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 
Casca.  Indeed,  they  say  the  senators  to-morrow 

Mean  to  establish  Caesar  as  a  king  ; 

And  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea  and  land, 

In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

Cas.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then  ; 

Cassius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius  : 

Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong  ; 

Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 

Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass. 

Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron, 

Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit ; 

But  life,  being  weaiy  of  these  worldly  bars, 

Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 

If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides. 

That  part  of  tyranny  that  I  do  bear 

I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure.  Thunder  still. 

Casca.  So  can  I : 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cas.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant  then? 
Poor  man  !  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  wolf 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep  ; 
He  were  no  lion  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire 
Begin  it  with  weak  straws  ;  what  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  offal,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Caesar  !     But,  O  grief ! 
Where  hast  thou  led  me  ?  I  perhaps  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman ;  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made  :  but  I  am  arm'd, 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Casca.   You  speak  to  Casca,  and  to  such  a  man 
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That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.     Hold,  my  hand  : 
Be  factious  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs, 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far 
As  who  goes  furthest. 

Cas.  There  's  a  bargaui  made. 

Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans 
To  undergo  with  me  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch  :  for  now,  this  fearful  night, 
There  is  no  stir  or  walking  in  the  streets  ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
In  favour's  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

Casca.   Stand  close  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in 
haste. 

Cas.  'Tis  Cinna ;  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait : 
He  is  a  friend. 

Enter  ClXNA. 

Cinna,  where  haste  you  so  ? 

Cin.  Tofindoutyou.   Who 's that ?  MetellusCimber? 

Cas.   No,  it  is  Casca  ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  stay'd  for,  Cinna? 

Cin.  I  am  glad  on  't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this  I 
There  's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange  sights. 

Cas.  Am  I  not  stay'd  for  ?    Tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes,  you  arc. 

O  Cassius  !  if  you  could 
But  win  the  noble  Brutus  to  our  party — 

Cas.  Be  you  content.     Good  Cinna,  take  this  paper, 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  praetor's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window  ;  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus'  statue  :  all  this  done. 
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Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus  and  Trebonius  there  ? 

Cm.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber,  and  he 's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  house.     Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Cas.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

Exit  C/XXA. 
Come,  Casca,  you  and  I  will  yet  ere  day 
See  Brutus  at  his  house  :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already,  and  the  man  entire 
Upon  the  next  encounter  yields  him  ours. 

Casca.   O  !  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts  : 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchemy. 
Will  change  to  virtue  and  to  worthiness. 

Cas.  Him  and  his  worth  and  our  great  need  of  him 
You  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  midnight ;  and  ere  day 
We  will  awake  him  and  be  sui-e  of  him.  Exeunt. 


ACT  II 

SCENE  l.—Rofiw.     Brutus' s  Orchard. 

Enter  Brutus. 

Bru.  What,  Lucius  !  ho  ! 
I  cannot,  by  the  progress  of  the  stars. 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day.     Lucius,  I  say  ! 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. 
When,  Lucius,  when  I   Awake,  I  say  !  What,  Lucius 

Enter  Lucius. 

Ltic.  Call'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.   Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius  : 
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When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  \vill,  m.y  lord.  Exit. 

Bru.  It  must  be  by  his  death  :  and  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown'd  : 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  question. 
It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  adder  ; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown  him  ?  that  ! 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  Wm, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse  from  power ;  and,  to  speak  truth  of  Caesar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd 
More  than  his  reason.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
^^^lereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face  ; 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round, 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
By  which  he  did  ascend.     So  Caesar  may  : 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.     And,  since  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is. 
Fashion  it  thus  ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 
Would  run  to  these  and  these  extremities  ; 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg 
Which,  hatch 'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  gi'ow  mischievous, 
And  kill  him  in  the  shell. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  The  taper  burnetii  in  your  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  seal'd  up  ;  and  I  am  sure 
It  did  not  lie  there  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Gives  him  a  letter. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again  ;  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  ? 
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Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.  Look  In  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 
Lite.  I  will,  sir.  Exit. 

Bru.  The  exhalations  whizzing  in  the  air 
Give  so  much  light  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

Opens  (he  letter. 

Brutus,  thou  sleep' st .'  awake,  and  see  thyself. 
Shall  Rome,  etc.     Speak,  strike,  redress  ! 
Brutus,  thou  sleep'' st :  awake  ! 

Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 

Where  I  have  took  them  up. 

'  Shall  Rome,  etc'     Thus  must  I  piece  it  out  : 

Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe?  What  Rome  ? 

My  ancestors  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome 

The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

'Speak,  strike,  redress  !'  Am  I  entreated 

To  speak  and  strike  ?  O  Rome  !  I  make  thee  promise  ; 

If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receiv'st 

Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

J^nc.  Sir,  jSIarch  is  wasted  fourteen  days. 

Knocking  within. 

Bru.  'Tis  good.    Go  to  the  gate  ;  somebody  knocks. 

Exit  Lucius. 
Since  Cassius  first  did  whet  me  against  Ca?sar, 
I  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  tlie  state  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 
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Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius  at  the  door, 
AYho  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Luc.  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  sir;  their  hats  are  phick'd  about  their  ears, 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

B7'u.  Let  'em  enter.     Exit  Lucius. 

They  are  the  faction.     O  conspiracy  ! 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?    O  !  then  by  day 
^Vhere  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage?  Seek  none,  conspiracy ; 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  affability  : 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  semblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  the  Conspirators,  Cassius,  Casca,  DeciuS, 
CiNNA,  Mbtellus  Cimber,  and  Treboa'ius. 

Cas.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest : 
Good  moiTow,  Bnitus  ;  do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour,  awake  all  night. 
Know  I  these  men  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cas.  Yes,  eveiy  man  of  them  ;  and  no  man  here 
But  honours  you  ;  and  every  one  doth  wish 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cas.  This,  Decius  Bnitns. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 
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Cas.  This,  Casca  ;  this,  Cinna ;  and  this,  Metellus 
Cimber. 

Bni.   They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night  ? 

Cas.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ? 

Brutus  and  Cassius  whisper. 

Dec.  Here  Ties  t"he  east :  doth  not  the  day  break  here  ? 

Casca.  No. 

Cin.  O  !  pardon,  sir,  it  doth  ;  and  yon  grey  lines 
That  fret  the  clouds  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  shall  confess  that  you  are  both  deceiv'd. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises, 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  south. 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence  up  higher  toward  the  north 
He  first  presents  his  fire ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  one. 

Cas.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Brtc.   No,  not  an  oath  :  if  not  the  face  of  men, 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes. 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on, 
Till  each  man  di-op  by  lottery.     But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards  and  to  steel  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  women,  then,  countiymen, 
What  need  we  any  spur  but  our  own  cause 
To  prick  us  to  redress  ?  what  other  bond 
Than  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word 
And  will  not  palter?  and  what  other  oath 
Than  honesty  to  honesty  engag'd. 
That  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 
Swear  priests  and  cowards  and  men  cautelous. 
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Old  feeble  carrions  and  such  suffering  souls 

That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt ;  but  do  not  stain 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise, 

Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits, 

To  think  that  or  our  cause  or  our  performance 

Did  need  an  oath  ;  when  every  drop  of  blood 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilty  of  a  several  bastardy, 

If  he  do  break  the  smallest  particle 

Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him. 

Cas.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?    Shall  we  sound  him  ? 
I  think  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O  !  let  us  have  him,  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds  : 
It  shall  be  said  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands  ; 
Our  youths  and  wildness  shall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O  !  name  him  not ;  let  us  not  break  with  him  ; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cas.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Casca.  Indeed  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  else  be  touch'd  but  only  Caesar  ? 

Cas.  Decius,  well  urg'd.     I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belov'd  of  Caesar, 
Should  outlive  Caesar  :  we  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver  ;  and,  you  know,  his  means, 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far 
As  to  annoy  us  all ;  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Caesar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius  Cassius, 
To  cut  the  head  off  and  then  hack  the  limbs, 

IX.  P 
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Like  wrath  in  death  and  envy  afterwards ; 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  C^sar. 
Let  us  be  sacrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  up  against  the  spirit  of  Caesar  ; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 
O !  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caesar's  spirit, 
And  not  dismember  Cassar.     But,  alas  ! 
Caesar  must  bleed  for  it.     And,  gentle  friends, 
Let  's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully  ; 
Let  's  can-e  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcass  fit  for  hounds  : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage. 
And  after  seem  to  chide  'em.     This  shall  make 
Our  purpose  necessary  and  not  en\'ious  ; 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes. 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caesar's  arm 
When  Caesar's  head  is  off. 

Cas.  Yet  I  fear  him  ; 

For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Casar — 

Brn.  Alas  !  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him  : 
If  he  love  Caesar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himself,  take  thought  and  die  for  Caesar : 
And  that  were  much  he  should  ;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him  ;  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

Clock  strikes. 

Bru,  Peace  !  count  the  clock. 

Cas.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Cas.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet 

Whether  Caesar  will  come  forth  to-day  or  no  ; 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  late, 
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Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies. 
It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccustom'd  terror  of  this  niglit, 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Bee.  Never  fear  that :  if  he  be  so  resolv'd, 
I  can  o'ersway  him  ;  for  he  loves  to  hear 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees, 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers  ; 
But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  says  he  does,  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work ; 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent, 
And  I  wall  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cas.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  liim. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour  :  is  that  the  uttermost  ? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Alef.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Ctesar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  of  Pompey  : 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him : 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reasons  ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I  '11  fashion  him. 

Cas.  The  morning  comes  upon  's  :  we  '11  leave  you, 
Brutus. 
And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves  ;  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  said,  and  show  yourselves  true  Romans. 

Brii.  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  our  purposes. 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do. 
With  untir'd  spirits  and  formal  constancy  : 
And  so  good  morrow  to  you  every  one. 

Exeunt  all  but  Brutus. 
Boy  !   Lucius  !    Fast  asleep  ?   It  is  no  matter  ; 
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ICnjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber  : 
Thou  hast  no  figures  nor  no  fantasies 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men ; 
Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound. 

Enter  Portia. 

For.  Brutus,  my  lord  ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  ?     Wherefore  rise  you 
now? 
It  is  not  for  your  health  thus  to  commit 
Vour  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

For.   Nor   for   yours   neither.      You  've   ungently, 
Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  bed  ;  and  yesternight  at  supper 
Vou  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about. 
Musing  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  across. 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  star'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks. 
1  urg'd  you  further  ;  then  you  scratch'd  your  head. 
And  too  impatiently  stamp 'd  with  your  foot ; 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answer'd  not, 
But  with  an  angiy  wafture  of  your  hand. 
Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you.     So  I  did. 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience 
Which  seem'd  too  much  enkindled,  and  withal 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour. 
Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep, 
And  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition, 
I  should  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grief. 

B?'u.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

For.  Brutus  is  M'ise,  and,  were  he  not  in  health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

8?H.  WHiy,  so  I  do.     Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 
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Por.   Is  Brutus  sick,  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning?   What  !  is  Brutus  sick, 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night, 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?   No,  my  Brutus  ; 
You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind, 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of;  and,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
W^hich  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  your  self,  your  half, 
Why  you  are  heavy,  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  resort  to  you  ;  for  here  have  been 
Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

B7-71.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por.   I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you?   Am  I  yourself 
But,  as  it  were,  in  sort  or  limitation, 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes  ?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleasure  ?    If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  \\  ife, 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true  then  should  I  know  this  secret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman,  but  withal 
A  woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  ; 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman,  but  withal 
A  woman  well-reputed,  Cato's  daughter. 
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Think  5'ou  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex, 

Being  so  father'd  and  so  husbanded  ? 

Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  'em. 

I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy. 

Giving  myself  a  voluntaiy  wound 

Here,  in  the  thigh  :  can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 

And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  gods  ! 

Render  me  M'orthy  of  this  noble  wife. 

Knocking  tvithin. 
Hark,  hark  !  one  knocks.     Portia,  go  in  awhile  ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee, 
All  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows. 
Leave  me  with  haste.  Exit  Portia. 

Lucius,  who  's  that  knocks  ? 

Re-enter  Lucius  7uith  Ligarius. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  sick  man  that  would  speak  with  you. 

Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  spake  of. 
Boy,  stand  aside.     Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 

Lig.  Vouchsafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bj-n.  O!  what  a  time  have  you  chose  out,  brave  Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief.     Would  you  were  not  sick  ! 

Lig.  I  am  not  sick  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru.   Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it, 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness.     Soul  of  Rome  ! 
Ihave  son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins  ! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  spirit.     Now  bid  me  run. 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     \Yhat  's  to  do? 
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B7'2c.  A  piece  of  work  that  will  make  sick  men  whole. 

Lig.  But  are  not  some  whole  that  we  must  make  sick? 

Bm.  That  must  we  also.     What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee  as  we  are  going 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Lig.  Set  on  your  foot, 

And  with  a  heart  new-fir'd  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what ;  but  it  sufficeth 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bni.  Follow  me  then,     Exeunt. 


SCENE  II.— 7:^^  Same.     Cesar's  House. 

TJmnder  and  lightning.    Enter  Cmsar,  in  his 
night-gown. 

Cas.  Nor  heaven  nor  earth  have  been  at  peace  to- 
night : 
Thrice  hath  Calpurnia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
'  Help,  ho  !  they  murder  Caesar  ! '     Who  's  within  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sen:  My  lord  ! 

Cces.   Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice, 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  success. 

Seiii.   I  will,  my  lord.  Exit. 

Enter  Calpurkia. 

Cal.  What  mean  you,  Caesar  ?     Think  you  to  walk 
forth  ? 
You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 

CcBS.  Csesar  shall  forth :  the  things  that  threaten'd  me 
Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back  ;  when  they  shall  see 
The  face  of  Caesar,  they  are  vanished. 

Cal.  Caesar,  I  never  stood  on  ceremonies. 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within. 
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Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen, 

Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 

A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets  ; 

And  graves  have  ya\\'n'd  and  yielded  up  their  dead  ; 

Fierce  fier)'  warriors  fought  upon  the  clouds, 

In  ranks  and  squadrons  and  right  form  of  war,  , 

^Yhich  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol  ; 

The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 

Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan, 

And  ghosts  did  shriek  and  squeal  about  the  streets. 

O  Caesar  !  these  things  are  beyond  all  use, 

And  I  do  fear  them. 

CcBs.  What  can  be  avoided 

Whose  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  gods  ? 
Yet  Caesar  shall  go  forth  ;  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general  as  to  Caesar. 

Cal.  When  beggars  die  there  are  no  comets  seen  ; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes. 

Css.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths  r 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear  ; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end, 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

What  say  the  augiirers  ? 

Serv.  They  would  not  have  you  to  stir  forth  to-dny. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast. 

Cces.  The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice  : 
Caesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  feai-. 
No,  Caesar  shall  not ;  danger  knows  full  well 
That  Caesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he  : 
We  are  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
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And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible  ; 
And  Caesar  shall  go  forth. 

Ca7.  Alas  !  my  lord, 

Your  wisdom  is  consum'd  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day  :  call  it  my  fear 
That  keeps  yon  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
We  '11  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house, 
And  he  shall  say  you  are  not  well  to-day  : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Ctrs.  Mark  Antony  shall  say  I  am  not  well ; 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  stay  at  home. 

£n/er  Dec/us. 

Here  's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 

Dec.  Caesar,  all  hail  !  Good  morrow,  worthy  Cx<^ar: 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

Ca-s.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  lime 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators. 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to-day  : 
Cannot,  is  false,  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser  ; 
I  will  not  come  to-day  :  tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Ca/.   Say  he  is  sick. 

C(ss.  Shall  Caesar  send  a  lie  ? 

Have  I  in  conquest  stretch'd  mine  arm  so  far 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  greybeards  the  truth  ? 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Caesar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Most  mighty  Caesar,  let  me  know  some  cause, 
Lest  I  be  laugh'd  at  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Cies.  The  cause  is  in  my  will :  I  will  not  come  ; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate  : 
But  for  your  private  satisfaction, 
Because  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know  : 
Calpumia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home  : 
She  dream'd  to-night  she  saw  my  statua, 
Which,  like  a  fountain  with  an  hundred  spouts, 
Did  run  pure  blood  ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 
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Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings  and  portents, 
And  e\'ils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 
Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted  ; 
It  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
In  which  so  many  smiling  Romans  bath'd. 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  shall  suck 
Re^'iving  blood,  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relics,  and  cognizance. 
This  by  Calpurnia's  dream  is  signified. 

CcBS.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  say : 
And  know  it  now  :  the  senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word  you  will  not  come. 
Their  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  some  one  to  say 
'  Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time. 
When  Caesar's  wife  shall  meet  with  better  dreams.' 
If  Caesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper 
'  Lo  !  Ccesar  is  afraid '  ? 
Pardon  me,  Caesar  ;  for  my  dear  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this, 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable. 

CcBS.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Calpurnia  I 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them. 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go  : 

Efifer  Publics,  Brutus,  Ligarius,  Metellus, 
Casca,  Treboxius,  and  Cixxa. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.   Good  morrow,  Ciesar. 

Cas.  Welcome,  Publius. 

What  !  Brutus,  are  you  stirr'd  so  early  too? 
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Good  morrow,  Casca.     Caius  LigariiTS, 
Csesar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
\\Tiat  is  't  o'clock  ? 

Bnu  Csesar,  'tis  strueken  eight. 

Cffs,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony, 

See  !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'  nights, 

Is  notwithstanding  up.     Good  morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.   So  to  most  noble  Csesar. 

Cas.  Bid  them  prepare  within  : 

I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. 
Now,  Cinna ;  now,  Metellus ;  what,  Trebonius  ! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you  ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day  : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Csesar,  I  will :  Aside  and  so  near  will  I  be, 
That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  further. 

Cces.  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine  with 
me  ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Brit.  Aside.  Thateverylikeisnotthesame,0  Csesar  ! 
The  heart  of  Bmtus  yearns  to  think  upon.        Exeunt. 


SCENE  III.— The  Same.     A  Street  near  the  Capitol. 

Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  paper, 

Oesar,  bexvare  of  Bnittis ;  take  heed  of  Casstus ; 
come  not  near  Casca  ;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna  ;  trust  7iot 
Trebonins;  mark  luell  Metellus  Cimber;  Decius  Brutus 
loves  thee  not ;  thou  hast  roronged  Cains  Ligarius. 
There  is  but  one  mind  in  all  these  fnett,  and  it  is  bent 
against  Ccesar.     If  thoti  be'st  not  immortal^  look  about 
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yoii:  security  gives  way  to  conspiracy.      The  mighty 
gods  defend  thee  !     Thy  lover, 

Artemidorus. 

Here  will  I  stand  till  Caesar  pass  along, 

And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 

My  heart  laments  that  virtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Caesar  !  thou  may'st  live  ; 

If  not,  the  Fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.  Exit. 


SCEXE    IV. — The  Same,     Another  Pa7-t  of  the  same 
Street,  before  the  House  of  Brutus. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 

For.  I  prithee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house  ; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Ljic.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

For.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again, 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  should'st  do  there. 

0  constancy  !  be  strong  upon  my  side  ; 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue  ; 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel  ! 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Lkc.  Madam,  what  should  I  do  ? 

Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else? 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothing  else  ? 

For.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  well, 
For  he  went  sickly  forth  ;  and  take  good  note 
What  Caesar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  boy  !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Tmc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 
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For.  Prithee,  listen  well ; 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  fray, 
And  the  -wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Liic.   Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  the  Soothsayer. 

For.  Come  hither,  fellow :  which  A\-ay  hast  thou  been? 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

For.  What  is  't  o'clock  ? 

.Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

For.  Is  Caesar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sooth.   Madam,  not  yet :    I  go  to  take  my  stand. 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

For.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Caesar,  hast  thou  not  ? 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  lady  :  if  it  will  please  Csesar 
To  be  so  good  to  Caesar  as  to  hear  me, 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  befriend  himself. 

For.  Why,  know'st  thou  any  harm 's  intended  towards 
him? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear 
may  chance. 
Good  morrow  to  you.     Here  the  street  is  narrow  : 
The  throng  that  follows  Caesar  at  the  heels. 
Of  senators,  of  praetors,  common  suitors, 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death  : 
I  '11  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caesar  as  he  comes  along.  Exit. 

For.  I  must  go  in.     Ay  me  !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is.     O  Brutus  ! 
The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprise. 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me  :   Brutus  hath  a  suit 
That  Caesar  will  not  grant.     O  !    I  grow  faint. 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lonl  : 
Say  I  am  merry  :  come  to  me  again. 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

E-ftunt  sevoal'y. 
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ACT  III 

SCENE  \.—Rome.     Before  the  Capitol ;  the  Senate 
sitting  aboz'e. 

A  crowd  of  People ;  among  them  Artemworus  and 
the  Soothsayer.  Floiirish.  Enter  C^sar,  Brutus, 
Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  JI/etellus,  Trebonjus, 
Cjnxa,  Antoxv,  Lepidus,  Fori li us,  Publius, 
and  Others. 

Cics.    To  the  Soothsayer.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  Ccesar  ;  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Cresar  !    Read  this  schedule. 

Dec,  Trebonius  doth  desire  you  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 

Art.  O  Ccesar  !  read  mine  first ;  for  mine  's  a  suit 
That  touches  Caesar  nearer.     Read  it,  great  Csesar. 

Cas.  What  touches  us  ourself  shall  be  last  serv'd. 

Art,  Delay  not,  Caesar  ;  read  it  instantly. 

CcBS.  What !  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Cas.  What  I  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  street  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

C^SAR  goes  np  to  the  Senate-House,  the  rest  following. 
All  the  Senators  rise. 

Pop.   I  wish  your  enterprise  to-day  may  thrive. 

Cas.  What  enterprise,  Popilius  ? 

Pop,  Fare  you  well. 

Advances  to  Cesar, 
Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena? 
Cas.  He  wish'd  to-day  our  enterprise  might  thrive. 
I  fear  our  purpose  is  discovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Caesar  :  mark  him, 
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Cas.  Casca,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention, 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  ?   If  this  be  known, 
Cassius  or  Caesar  never  shall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  slay  myself, 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  constant : 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purposes ; 
For,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Csesar  doth  not  change. 

Cas.  Trebonius  knows  his  time;  for,  look  you,  Brutuo, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

Exeunt  Antony  and  Trebonius.     C.hsar 
and  the  Senators  take  their  seats. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?   Let  him  go, 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Ccesar. 

Bru.  He  is  address'd  ;  press  near  and  second  him. 

Ci?i.   Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your  hand. 

Cas.  Are  we  all  ready  ?   What  is  now  amiss 
That  Caesar  and  his  senate  must  redress  ? 

Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissant 
Caesar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart, —  Kneeling. 

Cces.  I  must  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 

These  couchings  and  these  lowly  courtesies, 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men. 
And  turn  pre-ordinance  and  first  decree 
Into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Caesar  bears  such  rebel  blood 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  fools ;   I  mean  sweet  words, 
Low-crooked  court'sies,  and  base  spaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished  : 
If  thou  dost  bend  and  pray  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Caesar  doth  not  wrong,  nor  without  cause 
Will  he  be  satisfied. 

Met.   Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  o\\  n, 
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To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Caesar's  ear 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish'd  brother  ? 

Brii.  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Ccesar  ; 
Desiring  thee  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

CiES.   What,  Brutus  ! 

Cas.  Pardon,  Caesar ;    Caesar,  pardon  : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Gassius  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

CcBS.   I  could  be  well  mov'd  if  I  were  as  you  ; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move  prayers  would  move  me  ; 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star, 
Of  whose  true-fix'd  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  sparks, 
They  are  all  fire  and  every  one  doth  shine. 
But  there  's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place  : 
So  in  the  world ;  'tis  furnish'd  well  with  men. 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive  ; 
Yet  in  the  number  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unshak'd  of  motion  :  and  that  I  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  show  it,  even  in  this. 
That  I  was  constant  Cimber  should  be  banish'd, 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  O  Caesar, — 

Cas.  Hence!    Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus ? 

Dec.  Great  Caesar, — 

C(€s.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel  ? 

Casca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me  ! 

They  stab  Cesar. 

Caes.  Ettu^  Brute!   Then  fall,  Caesar  !  Diis. 

Cin.  Liberty  !   Freedom  !   Tyranny  is  dead  I 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cas.   Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  oat 
'  Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement  ! ' 
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Bnt.  People  and  senators,  be  not  aftrighted  ; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still ;  ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Casca.   Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru.  Where  's  Publius  ? 

Citz.   Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of  Caesar's 
Should  chance — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing.     Publius,  good  cheer ; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else  ;  so  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cas.  And  leave  us,  Publius  ;  lest  that  the  people, 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.  Do  so  ;  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed 
But  we  the  doers. 

Re-enter  Treboxius. 

Cas.  Where  's  Antony  ? 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd. 

Men,  wives  and  children  stare,  cry  out  and  run 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleasures. 

That  we  shall  die,  we  know  ;  'tis  but  the  time 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Cas.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.   Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Ccesar's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death.     Stoop,  Romans,  stoop, 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Caesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords  : 
Then  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place  ; 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let 's  all  cry  '  Peace,  freedom,  and  liberty  ! ' 

Cas.   Stoop  then,  and  wash.    How  many  ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  over, 

IX.  Q 
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In  states  unborn  and  accents  yet  unknown  ! 

Brti.   How  many  times  shall  Caesar  bleed  in  sport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies  along 
No  worthier  than  the  dust ! 

Cas.  So  oft  as  that  shall  be, 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

Dec.  What  !  shall  we  forth  ? 

Cas.  Ay,  every  man  away : 

Brutus  shall  lead  ;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft !  who  comes  here  ?  A  friend  of  Antony's, 
Serv.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down  • 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say  : 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest ; 
Caesar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving  : 
Say  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  ; 
Say  I  fear'd  Caesar,  honour 'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe  that  Antony 
INIay  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Caesar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Caesar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state, 
With  all  true  faith.     So  says  my  master  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman  ; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  shall  be  satisfied  j  and,  by  my  honour, 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I  '11  fetch  him  presently.        Exit, 

Bru.  I  know  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to  friend. 
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Cas.  I  wish  we  may  :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much  ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Re-ente)'  Antony. 

Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony.     Welcome,   Mark 
Antony. 

Ant.  O  mighty  Caesar  !  dost  thou  lie  so  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure  ?   Fare  thee  well. 
I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 
Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  rank  : 
If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 
As  Caesar's  death's  hour,  nor  no  instrument 
Of  half  that  worth  as  those  your  swords,  made  rich 
With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 
I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 
Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke, 
Fulfil  your  pleasure.     Live  a  thousand  years, 
I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die  : 
No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death. 
As  here  by  Coesar,  and  by  you  cut  off. 
The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antony  !  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands  and  this  our  present  act, 
You  see  we  do,  yet  see  you  but  our  hands 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done  : 
Our  hearts  you  see  not ;  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome, 
As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity  pity, 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Cassar.     For  your  part, 
To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony  : 
Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 
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Cas.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Bni.   Only  be  patient  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Caesar  when  I  struck  him, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you ; 
Next,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours  ;  now  yours,  Metellus  j 
Yours,  Cinna  ;  and,  my  valiant  Casca,  yours  ; 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius. 
Gentlemen  all, — alas  !  what  shall  I  say? 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me, 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Caesar,  O  !  'tis  true  : 
If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now. 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  death. 
To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 
Most  noble  !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse  ? 
Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds, 
^Veeping  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better  than  to  close 
In  terms  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me,  Julius  !  Here  wast  thou  bay'd,  brave  hart  ; 
Here  didst  thou  fall ;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand, 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  in  thy  death. 
O  world  !  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world  !  the  heart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  deer,  strucken  by  many  princes, 
Dost  thou  here  lie  ! 

Cas.  Mark  Antony, — 
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Ant.  Pardon  me,  Caius  Cassius  : 

The  enemies  of  Caesar  shall  say  this  ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cas,  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Csesar  so  ; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  ? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends, 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

A7it.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands,  but  was  indeed 
Sway'd  from  the  point  by  looking  down  on  Caesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all. 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons 
Why  and  wherein  Csesar  was  dangerous. 

Brti.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle. 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  of  Caesar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Ant.  That  's  all  I  seek  : 

And  am  moreover  suitor  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place  ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend. 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 

Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Cas.  Brutus,  a  word  with  yuii. 

Aside  to  Brutus.  You  know  not  what  you  do  ;  do  not 

consent 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon  ; 

I  Avill  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 
And  show  the  reason  of  our  Caesar's  death  : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission, 
And  that  we  are  contented  Caesar  shall 
Have  all  true  rites  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more  than  do  us  wrong. 
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Cas.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  not. 

Brti.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Caesar's  body. 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Caesar, 
And  say  you  do  't  by  our  permission ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral ;  and  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  so  j 

I  do  desire  no  more. 

Brn.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

Ex  emit  all  but  AXTOXY. 

Ant,  O  !  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth, 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers  ; 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood  ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy, 
Which  like  dumb  mouths  do  ope  their  ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue, 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
Domestic  fury  and  fierce  civil  strife 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy; 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use, 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar, 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war  ; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  custom  of  fell  deeds  : 
And  Cesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  Ate  by  his  side  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines  with  a  monarch's  voice 
Ciy  *  Havoc  ! '  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war  ; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 
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Enter  a  Servant, 

You  serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  you  not  ? 

Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Caesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome, 

Se')'v.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming  ; 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth — 
O  Csesar  ! —  Seemg  the  bod^ . 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching  ;  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming  ? 

Serv.  He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Post  back  with  speed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanc'd : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence  and  tell  him  so.     Yet  stay  awhile  ; 
Thou  shalt  not  back  till  I  have  borne  this  corpse 
Into  the  market-place;  there  shall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  issue  of  these  bloody  men  ; 
According  to  the  which  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.        Exeunt,  with  Cmsar^s  body. 


SCENE  II.— The  Same.     The  Forum. 

Enter  BrutuS  and  Cassius,  and  a  throng 
of  Citizens. 

Citizens.  We  will  be  satisfied  :  let  us  be  satisfied. 

Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  friends. 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street, 
And  part  the  numbers. 
Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  'em  stay  here  ; 
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Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him ; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Caesar's  death. 

First  Cit,  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

Second  Cit.  I  will  hear  Cassius  ;  and  compare  their 
reasons, 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

Exit  Cassius,  with  some  of  the  Citizens. 
Brutus  goes  into  the  pnlpit. 

Third  Cit.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended :  silence  ! 

Brii.  Be  patient  till  the  last. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers  !  hear  me  for  my 
cause,  and  be  silent,  that  you  may  hear :  believe  me  for 
mine  honour,  and  have  respect  to  mine  honour,  that  you 
may  believe  :  censure  me  in  your  wisdom,  and  awake 
your  senses,  that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be* 
any  in  this  assembly,  any  dear  friend  of  Caesar's,  to  him 
I  say  that  Brutus'  love  to  Caesar  was  no  less  than  his.  If 
then  that  friend  demand  why  Brutus  rose  against  Caesar, 
this  is  my  answer :  Not  that  I  loved  Caesar  less,  but 
that  I  loved  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Caesar  were 
living,  and  die  all  slaves,  than  that  Caesar  were  dead,  to 
live  all  free  men  ?  As  Caesar  loved  me,  I  weep  for  him ; 
as  he  was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it ;  as  he  was  valiant, 
I  honour  him  ;  but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him. 
There  is  tears  for  his  love  ;  joy  for  his  fortune  ;  honour 
for  his  valour ;  and  death  for  his  ambition.  Who  is 
here  so  base,  that  would  be  a  bondman  ?  If  any,  speak  ; 
for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  rude,  that 
would  not  be  a  Roman?  If  any,  speak  ;  for  him  have 
I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  vile,  that  will  not  love  his 
countr}'  ?  If  any,  speak  ;  for  him  have  I  offended  I 
pause  for  a  reply. 

Citizens.   None,  Brutus,  none. 

Bni.  Then  none  have  I  offended.     I  have  done  no 
more  to  Caesp.r  than  you  shall  do  to  Brutus,   The  question 
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of  his  death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol ;  his  glory  not 
extenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy,  nor  his  offences 
enforced,  for  which  he  suffered  death. 

Ente?'  Antoxy  and  Others,  xvith  Cmsar's  body. 

Here  comes  his  body,  mourned  by  Mark  Antony :  who, 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall  receive  the 
benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  commonwealth  ;  as 
which  of  you  shall  not  ?  With  this  I  depart :  that,  as  I 
slew  my  best  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the 
same  dagger  for  myself,  when  it  shall  please  my  country 
to  need  m.y  death. 

Citizens.  Live,  Brutus  !  live  !  live  ! 

First  at.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  house. 

Second  Cit.  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

Third  Cit.  Let  him  be  Caesar. 

Fourth  Cit.  Caesar's  better  parts 

Shall  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

First  Cit.  We  '11  bring  him  to  his  house  with  shouts 
and  clamours. 

Bru.  My  countrymen, — 

Second  Cit,  Peace  !  silence  !  Brutus  speaks. 

First  Cit.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone. 
And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony. 
Do  grace  to  Caesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Caesar's  glories,  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart. 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  Exit. 

First  Cit.  Stay,  ho  !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

Third  Cit.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair  ; 
W^e  '11  hear  him.     Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

Ant.  For  Brutus'  sake,  I  am  beholding  to  you. 

Fotirth  Cit.  W^hat  does  he  say  of  Brutus  ? 

Third  Cit,  He  says,  for  Erutus'  sake, 
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He  finds  himself  beholding  to  us  all. 

Fourth  at,  'Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus 
here. 

First  at.  This  Caesar  was  a  tyrant. 

Third  at.  Nay,  that  's  certain : 

We  are  bless'd  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

Second  at.  Peace  !  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 

Ant.  You  gentle  Romans,— 

Citizens.  Peace,  ho  !  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me  your 
ears; 
I  come  to  bury  Coesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them, 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you  Caesar  was  ambitious; 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault, 
And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus  and  the  rest. 
For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man  ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men  ; 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me  : 
But  Bmtus  says  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Ccesar  seem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept  j 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff : 
Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  see  that  on  the  Lupercal 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refuse  :  was  this  ambition  ? 
Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious  ; 
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And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 

I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 

But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 

You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  cause  : 

What  cause  withholds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 

0  judgment  !  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts. 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason.     Bear  with  me ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

First  Cit.   Methinks  there  is  much  reason  in  his 

sayings. 
Second  Cit.   If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Caesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

Third  Cit.  Has  he,  masters 

1  fear  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

Fourth  Cit.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?    He  Avould  not 
take  the  crown ; 
Therefore,  'tis  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious. 

First  Cit.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it. 
Second  Cit.  Poor  soul  !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with 

weeping. 
Third  Cit.  There  's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome  than 

Antony. 
Fourth  Cit.  Nowmark  him;  he  begins  again  to  speak. 
Ant.  But  yesterday  the  word  of  Ccesar  might 
Have  stood  against  the  world  ;  now  lies  he  there. 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters  !  if  I  were  dispos'd  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men. 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong  ;  I  rather  choose 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you. 
Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 
But  here  's  a  parchment  with  the  seal  of  Caesar ; 
I  found  it  in  his  closet,  'tis  his  will. 
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Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament, 
Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read, 
And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Caesar's  wounds, 
And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood. 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 
And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 
Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  legacy 
Unto  their  issue. 

Fourth  at.  We '11  hear  the  will :  read  it,  Mark  Antony. 

Citizens.  The  will,  the  will !  we  will  hear  Csesar's  will- 

Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends;  I  must  not  read  it: 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men  ; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad. 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs  ; 
For  if  you  should,  O  !   what  would  come  of  it. 

Fourth  at.  Read  the  will  !   we  '11  hear  it,  Antony  ; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will,  Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient?  will  you  stay  awhile  ? 
I  have  o'ershot  myself  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men 
Whose  daggers  have  stabb'd  Caesar ;  I  do  fear  it. 

Fourth  at.  They  were  traitors  :  honourable  men  I 

atizens.  The  will !  the  testament ! 

Second  at.  They  were  villains,   murderers.      The 
will !  read  the  will ! 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will  ? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Caesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend  ?  and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

atizens.   Come  down. 

Second  at.  Descend.  ANTONY  comes  doion. 

Third  at.  You  shall  have  leave. 

Fourth  at.   A  ring;  stand  round. 

First  at.  Stand  from  the  hearse ;  stand  from  the  body. 


Scene  II  JULIUS  CMSAR  |3 

Second  Cit.  Room  for  Antony  ;  most  noble  Antony. 

Ant.  Nay,  press  not  so  upon  me  ;  stand  far  off. 

Citizens,   Stand  back  !  room  !  bear  back  ! 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Cresar  put  it  on ; 
'Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  his  tent, 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Ner\ai. 
Look  !  in  this  place  ran  Cassius'  dagger  through  : 
See  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made  : 
Through  this  the  well-beloved  Brutus  stabb'd  ; 
And  as  he  pluck'd  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Caesar  follow'd  it, 
As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolv'd 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knock'd  or  no  ; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Caesar's  angel : 
Judge,  O  you  gods  !  how  dearly  Caesar  lov'd  him. 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all ; 
For  when  the  noble  Cassar  saw  him  stab, 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms. 
Quite  vanquish'd  him  :  then  burst  his  mighty  heart ; 
And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statua, 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Caesar  fell. 
O  I  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ; 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  us. 
O  !  now  you  weep,  and  I  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity  ;  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what !  weep  you  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded  ?    Look  you  here, 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  with  traitors. 

First  Cit.  O  piteous  spectacle  ! 

Second  Cit.  O  noble  Caesar  ! 

Third  Cit.  O  woeful  day  ! 

FouHh  Cit.  O  traitors  !  villains  ! 
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First  at.  0  most  bloody  sight ! 

Second  Cit.  We  Avill  be  revenged. 

Citizens,    Revenge  ! — About  !  — Seek  ! — Burn  ! — 
Fire ! — Kill ! — Slay ! — Let  not  a  traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay,  countrymen. 

First  Cit.  Peace  there  !    Hear  the  noble  Antony. 

Second  Cit,  We  '11  hear  him,  we  '11  follow  him,  we  '11 
die  with  him. 

Ant.  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  letmenotstiryou  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed  are  honourable  : 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas  !  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wise  and  honourable, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts  : 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is  ; 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man. 
That  love  my  friend  ;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him. 
For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 
To  stir  men's  blood  :  I  only  speak  right  on  ; 
I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourselves  do  know, 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor  poor  dumb 

mouths, 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  but  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  eveiy  wound  of  Coesar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 

Citizens.  We  '11  mutiny. 

First  Cit.  We  '11  burn  the  house  of  Brutus. 

Third  Cit.  Away  then !  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 

Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen  ;  yet  hear  me  speak. 

Citizens.   Peace,  ho! — Hear  Antony — Most  noble 
Antony. 
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Ant.  Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what. 
Wherein  hath  Caesar  thus  deserv'd  your  loves  ? 
Alas  !  you  know  not  :  I  must  tell  you  then. 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

Citizens.  Most  true.    The  will !  Let 's  stay  and  hear 
the  will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  Cesar's  seal. 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives, 
To  every  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas. 

Second  Cit.  Most  noble  Ceesar!    We'll  revenge  his 
death. 

Third  Cit.  O  royal  Cresar  ! 

Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 

Citizens.  Peace,  ho  ! 

Ant.  ^Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arbours,  and  new-planted  orchards, 
On  this  side  Tiber ;  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever ;  common  pleasures, 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Caesar  !  when  comes  such  another  ? 

First  Cit.  Never,  never !    Come,  away,  away  ! 
We  '11  bum  his  body  in  the  holy  place. 
And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  up  the  body. 

Second  Cit.  Go,  fetch  fire. 

Third  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches. 

Fourth  Cit.  Pluck  doAm  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 
Fxeiint  Citizens^  ivith  the  body. 

Ant.  Now  let  it  work.     Mischief,  thou  art  afoot, 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt  ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now,  fellow  ! 
Serv.     Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 
Ant.  ^^^lere  is  he  ? 
Serv.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caesar's  house. 
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Ani.  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him. 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  say  Binitus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people, 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Octavius. 

Exeunt. 

SCENE  \\\.  — The  Same.     A  Street. 
Enter  ClXXA,  the  Poet. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to-night  that  I  did  feast  with  Caesar, 
And  things  unlucky  charge  my  fantasy  : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

E?iter  Citizens. 

First  Cit.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Secojid  Cit.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

Third  Cit.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

Fourth  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor  ? 

Second  Cit.  Answer  eveiy  man  directly. 

First  Cit,  Ay,  and  briefly. 

Fourth  Cit.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

Third  Cit.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  going?  Where 
do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor  ?  Then, 
to  answer  every  man  directly  and  briefly,  wisely  and 
truly  ;  ^^'isely  I  say,  I  am  a  bachelor. 

Second  Cit.  That 's  as  much  as  to  say  they  are  fools 
that  mairy ;  you  '11  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear. 
Proceed  ;  directly. 

Citi.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Caesar's  funeral. 

First  Cit.  As  a  friend  or  an  enemy  ? 

Cin.  As  a  friend. 

Second  Cit.  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 
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Fourth  Cit.  For  your  dwelling,  briefly. 

Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

Third  Cit.  Your  name,  sir,  truly. 

Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

First  Cit.  Tear  him  to  pieces  ;  he  's  a  conspirator. 

Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

Fourth  Cit.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verses,  tear  him 
for  his  bad  verses. 

Cin.  I  am  not  Cinna  the  conspirator. 

Second  Cit.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name 's  Cinna ;  pluck 
but  his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

Third  Cit.  Tear  him,  tear  him  !  Come,  brands,  ho  ! 
firebrands  !  To  Brutus,  to  Cassius  ;  burn  all.  Some  to 
Decius'  house,  and  some  to  Casca's ;  some  to  Ligarius'. 
Away  !  go  !  Exeunt. 


ACT    IV 

SCENE  I.— Rome.     A  Room  in  Antonys  House. 

Antonv,  Octafjus,  and  Lepidus,  seated  at  a  table. 

Ant.  These  many  then  shall  die ;  their  names  are 
prick'd. 

Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die  ;  consent  you,  Lepi- 
dus? 

Lcp.  I  do  consent. 

Oct.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live, 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He  shall  not  live ;  look,  with  a  spot  I  damn  him. 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Caesar's  house  ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  shall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What  !  shall  I  find  you  here  ? 
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Oct.  Or  here  or  at  the  Capitol.  Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  shght  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands  :  is  it  fit, 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it  ? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him  ; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to  die, 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you  : 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man, 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads, 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold, 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way ; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will. 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off. 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears. 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will ; 

But  he  's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius  ;  and  for  that 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  nm  directly  on. 
His  corporal  motion  govern'd  by  my  spirit. 
And,  in  some  taste,  is  Lepidus  but  so  ; 
He  must  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  ; 
A  barren-spirited  fellow  ;  one  that  feeds 
On  abject  orts  and  imitations. 
Which,  out  of  use  and  stal'd  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  fashion  :  do  not  talk  of  him 
But  as  a  property.     And  now,  Octavius, 
Listen  great  things  :   Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  levying  powers ;  we  must  straight  make  head  ; 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd, 
Our  best  friends  made,  and  our  best  means  stretch'd  out ; 
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And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council, 
How  covert  matters  may  be  best  disclos'd, 
And  open  perils  surest  answered. 

Oct,  Let  us  do  so  :  for  we  are  at  the  stake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies  ; 
And  some  that  smile  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  of  mischiefs.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. — Ca)np  near  Sardis.     Before  Brutus  s 
Tent, 

Drum.      Enter  Brutus,   Lucilius,   Lucius,  and 
Soldiers  ;  TiTiNiUS  and  Pindarus  meet  them . 

Bru.  Stand,  ho  ! 

Lucil.  Give  the  word,  ho  !  and  stand, 

Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius  !  is  Cassius  near  ? 

Lucil.  He  is  at  hand  ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well.     Your  master,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers, 
Hath  given  me  some  worthy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done  undone  ;  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin.  I  do  not  doubt 

But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted.     A  word,  Lucilius  ; 
How  he  receiv'd  you,  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

Lucil.  With  courtesy  and  with  respect  enough ; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances, 
Nor  with  such  free  and  fiiendly  conference. 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hast  describ'd 

A  hot  friend  cooling.     Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
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When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith  ; 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand, 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle  ; 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur, 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Lncil.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter'd ; 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general, 
Are  come  with  Cassius.  Low  7?iarch  within, 

Bru.  Hark  !  he  is  arriv'd. 

March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Cassius  and  Soldiers. 

Cas.  Stand,  ho ! 

Bru.  Stand,  ho  !   Speak  the  word  along. 

First  Sold.  Stand  ! 

Secojtd  Sold.   Stand  ! 

Third  Sold.   Stand! 

Cas.  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me,  you  gods  !  wrong  I  mine  enemies  ? 
And,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother  ? 

Cas.  Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs  ; 
And  when  you  do  them — 

Bni.  Cassius,  be  content ; 

Speak  your  griefs  softly  :    I  do  know  you  well. 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  aniiies  here, 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle  :  bid  them  move  away  ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  your  griefs, 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cas.  Pindarus, 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru,  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like  ;  and  let  no  man 
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Come  to  our  tent  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  III.— Within  the  Tent  of  BrutuS. 
Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Cas.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me  doth  appear  in  this  : 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side, 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Bi'u.  You  wrong'd  yourself  to  write  in  such  a  case. 

Cas.  In  such  a  time  as  this  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  should  bear  his  comment. 

Brn.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cassius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm  ; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeservers. 

Cas.  I  an  itching  palm  ! 

You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last. 

B7^i.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  corruption. 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cas.  Chastisement  ! 

Bru,  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March  remember : 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice?   What !  shall  one  of  us. 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world 
But  for  supporting  robbers,  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes, 
And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honours 
For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus  ? 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
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Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cas.  Bmtus,  bay  not  me  j 

I  '11  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourself, 
To  hedge  me  in.     I  am  a  soldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions. 

Brn.  Go  to  ;  you  are  not,  Cassius. 

Cas.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say  you  are  not. 

Cas.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself ; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health  ;  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.  Away,  slight  man  ! 

Cas.  Is  't  possible? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  ? 
Shall  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  stares  ? 

Cas.   O  ye  gods  !  ye  gods  !    Must  I  endure  all  this? 

Bru.  All  this  !  ay,  more  :  fret  till  your  proud  heart 
break ; 
Go  show  your  slaves  how  choleric  you  are, 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Must  I  budge  ? 
Must  I  observe  you  ?   Must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testy  humour  ?   By  the  gods. 
You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen, 
Though  it  do  split  you  ;  for  from  this  day  forth 
I  '11  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Cas.  Is  it  come  to  this? 

Bru.  You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier  : 
Let  it  appear  so  ;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  shall  please  me  well.     For  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cas.  You  wrong  me  every  way ;   you  wrong  me, 
Brutus  ; 
I  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better  : 
Did  I  say  'better'? 
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Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Cas,  When  Caesar  liv'd,  he  durst  not  thus  have  mov'd 
me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace  !  you  durst  not  so  have  tempted 
him. 

Cas.  I  durst  not  I 

Bni.  No. 

Cas.  What !  durst  not  tempt  him  ! 

Bru.  For  your  Hfe  you  durst  not. 

Cas.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love  ; 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  soriy  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats, 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  respect  not.     I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me  ; 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means  : 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash 
By  any  indirection.     I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
Which  you  denied  me  :  was  that  done  like  Cassius  ? 
Should  I  have  answer'd  Caius  Cassius  so? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts  ; 
Dash  him  to  pieces  ! 

Cas.  I  denied  you  not. 

Bru,  You  did. 

Cas.  I  did  not :  he  was  but  a  fool 

That  brought  my  answer  back.     Brutus  hath  riv'd  my 

heart  : 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 
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Bru.  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 

Cas.  You  love  me  not. 

Brti.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cas,  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  faults. 

Bru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Cas.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come, 
Revenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassius, 
For  Cassius  is  aweaiy  of  the  world  ; 
Hated  by  one  he  loves  ;  brav'd  by  his  brother  ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman  ;  all  his  faults  observed, 
Set  in  a  note-book,  learn 'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote, 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.     O  !  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes.     There  is  my  dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  breast ;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold  : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth  ; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Caesar  ;  for,  I  know, 
When  thou  didst  hate  him  worst,  thou  lov'dst  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dst  Cassius, 

Bini.  Sheathe  your  dagger  : 

Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope  ; 
Do  what  you  will,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
O  Cassius  !  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger  as  the  flint  bears  fire. 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  hasty  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

Cas.  Hath  Cassius  liv'd 

To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief  and  blood  ilLtempei^'d  vexeth  him  ? 

Bru.  When  I  spoke  that  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Cas.  Do  you  confess  so  much  ?   Give  me  your  hand. 

Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 

Cas.  O  Brutus  ! 

Bru.  What 's  the  matter? 
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Cas.  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rash  humour  which  my  mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Brii.  Yes,  Cassius  ;  and  from  henceforth 

When  you  are  over-earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
He  '11  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  so. 

Noise  within. 

Poet.    Within.  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  generals  ; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Lucil.    Withiti.  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.    V/ithin.   Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

Enter  Poet,  followed  by  LuciLius,  TiTixiUS,  and 
Lucius. 

Cas.  How  now  !   What 's  the  matter  ? 

Poet.  For  shame,  you  generals !  What  do  you  mean? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be  ; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I  'm  sure,  than  ye. 

Cas.  Ha,  ha  !  how  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rime  ! 

Bi'ti.  Get  you  hence,  sirrah  ;  saucy  fellow,  hence  ! 

Cas.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus  ;  'tis  his  fashion. 

Bni.  I  '11  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time : 
W^hat  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jigging  fools  ? 
Companion,  hence  ! 

Cas.  Away,  away  !  be  gone.    Exit  Poet. 

Bru.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 

Cas.  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala  with 
you 
Immediately  to  us.     Exeunt  LuciLiUS and  TiTixiUS. 

Brii.  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine.     Exit  LuciUS. 

Cas.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  so  angry. 

Bru.  O  Cassius  !  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs. 

Cas.   Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 
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Bru.  No  man  bears  sorrow  better  :  Portia  is  dead. 

Cas.  Ha!  Portia  I 

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Cas.  How  'scap'd  I  killing  when  I  cross'd  you  so? 

0  insupportable  and  touching  loss  ! 
Upon  what  sickness? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  absence, 

And  grief  that  young  Octavius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong  ;  for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came  ;  with  this  she  fell  distract. 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallow'd  fire. 

Cas.  And  died  so  ? 

Brti.  Even  so. 

Cas.  O  ye  immortal  gods  ! 

Re-enter  LUCIUS,  luith  tmne  and  tapers. 

Bru.    Speak  no  more  of  her.     Give  me  a  bowl  of 
wine  : 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindness,  Cassius. 

Cas.  jNIy  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge. 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'erswell  the  cup  ; 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love. 

Bm.  Come  in,  Titinius.  Exit  LuciUS. 

Re-enter  TiTixius,  imth  Messala. 

Welcome,  good  Messala. 
Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here, 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 

Cas.  Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bni,  No  more,  I  pray  you. 

Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

Mes.  Myself  have  letters  of  the  self-same  tenour. 

Bru.  With  what  addition? 
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Mes.  That  by  proscription  and  bills  of  outlawry, 
Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree ; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cas.  Cicero  one  ! 

Mes.  Cicero  is  dead, 

And  by  that  order  of  proscription. 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 

Bni.  No,  Messala. 

Mes.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  ? 

Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Mes.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.  Why  ask  you?  Hear  you  aught  of  her  in  yours  ? 

Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia.     We  must  die,  Messala  : 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mes.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  endure. 

Cas.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you. 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently? 

Cas.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Brzi.  Your  reason  ? 

Cas.  This  it  is  : 

'Tis  better  that  the  enemy  seek  us  : 
So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers, 
Doing  himself  offence  ;  whilst  we,  lying  still, 
Are  full  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 

Bi'u,    Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to 
better. 
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The  people  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground 

Do  stand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection  ; 

For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution  : 

The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 

By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 

Come  on  refresh'd,  new-added,  and  encourag'd  ; 

From  which  advantage  shall  we  cut  him  off, 

If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there, 

These  people  at  our  back. 

Cas.  Hear  me,  good  brother. 

Bj-ii.   Under  your  pardon.     You  must  note  beside, 
That  we  have  tried  the  utmost  of  our  friends. 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe  : 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day  ; 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune  ; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves, 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cas.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  ; 

We  '11  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Brii.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk. 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity. 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say  ? 

Cas.  No  more.     Good  night  : 

Early  to-morrow  will  y<Q.  rise,  and  hence. 

Bru.  Lucius  !  Re-enter  LUCIUS. 

My  gown.  Exit  LuciUS. 

Farewell,  good  Messala  : 
Good  night,  Titinius.     Noble,  noble  Cassius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cas.  O  my  dear  brother  ! 
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This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night  : 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  souls  ! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Cas.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

Tit.^  Ales.  Good  night,  Lord  Brutus, 

Bru.  Farewell,  every  one. 

Exeunt  Cassius,  Titinius,  and  Messala. 

Re-enter  Lucius,  with  the  goivn. 

Give  me  the  gown.     Where  is  thy  instrument  ? 

Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  What!  thou  speak'st  drowsily  ? 

Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'er-watch'd. 
Call  Claudius  and  some  other  of  my  men ; 
I  '11  have  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  my  tent. 

Luc.  Varro  !  and  Claudius  ! 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 

Var.  Calls  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  sirs,  lie  in  my  tent  and  sleep  : 
It  may  be  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Var.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand  and  watch  your 
pleasure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  so  ;  lie  down,  good  sirs  ; 
It  may  be  I  shall  othermse  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  here 's  the  book  I  sought  for  so ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

Varro  and  Claudius  lie  do%vn. 

Luc.  I  was  sure  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,   I  am  much  for- 
getful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  hea\y  eyes  awhile, 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  ? 
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Ltic.  Ay,  my  lord,  an  't  please  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy. 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Lu<:.  It  is  my  duty,  sir. 

Bru.  I  should  not  urge  thy  duty  past  thy  might ; 
I  know  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest. 

Luc.  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done,  and  thou  shalt  sleep  again  ; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long  :  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  Music,  and  a  Song. 

This  is  a  sleepy  tune  :  O  murderous  slumber  ! 
Lay'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee  music  ?  Gentle  knave,  good  night ; 
I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  %\Tong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break'st  thy  instrument ; 
I'll  take  it  from  thee  ;  and,  good  boy,  good  night. 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see  ;  is  not  the  leaf  turn'd  down 
^Yhere  I  left  reading  ?    Here  it  is,  I  think. 

Enter  the  Ghost  of  C^SAR. 

How  ill  this  taper  bums  !  Ha  !  who  comes  here  ? 
I  think  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me.     Art  thou  any  thing  ? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil. 
That  mak'st  my  blood  cold  and  my  hair  to  stare  ? 
Speak  to  me  what  thou  art. 

Ghost.  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bi'u.  Why  com'st  thou  ? 

Ghost.  To  tell  thee  thou  shalt  see  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Well ;  then  I  shall  see  thee  again  ? 

Ghost.  Ay,  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi  then. 

Ghost  vanishes. 
Now  I  have  taken  heai't  thou  vanishest : 
111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee, 
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Boy  !    Lucius  !    Varro  !    Claudius  !    Sirs,  awake  ! 
Claudius  ! 

L21C.  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  false. 

Bru.  He  thinks  he  still  is  at  his  instrument. 
Lucius,  awake  ! 

Luc.  My  lord  ! 

Bru.  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so  criedst 
out? 

Ltic,  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bni.  Yes,  that  thou  didst.    Didst  thou  see  any  thing? 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.   Sleep  again,  Lucius.     Sirrah,  Claudius  ! 
To  Varro.     Fellow  thou  !  awake  ! 

Var.  My  lord  ! 

Clati.  My  lord! 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  sirs,  in  your  sleep  ? 

Var.,  Clau.  Did  we,  my  lord? 

Bru.  Ay :  saw  you  any  thing  ? 

Var.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bni.  Go  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  Cassius ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.,  Clau.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 

Exeunt. 


ACT  V 

SCENE  I.— The  Plains  of  Philippi. 

Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered : 
You  said  the  enemy  would  not  come  do\\Ti, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions ; 
It  proves  not  so ;  their  battles  are  at  hand  ; 
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They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here. 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut  !  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it  :  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places  ;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking  by  this  face 
To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage  \ 
But  'tis  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Prepare  you,  generals  : 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show  ; 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out, 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I ;  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Oct.   I  do  not  cross  you  ;  but  I  will  do  so.     March. 

Drum.     Enter  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  their  Army; 
LUCILIUS,  TiTlNlUS,  Messala,  and  Others. 

Bru.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Cas.   Stand  fast,  Titinius  :  we  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct.  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle  ? 

Ant.  No,  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth  ;  the  generals  would  have  some  words. 

Oct.   Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Bru.  Words  before  blows :  is  it  so,  countrj'men  ? 

Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Brn.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  Octa- 
vius. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good 
words  : 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar's  heart, 
Cr)'ing  '  Long  live  !  hail,  Caesar  ! ' 

Ca^.  Antony, 
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The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown  ; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeyless. 

Ant.  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru.  O  !  yes,  and  soundless  too  ; 
For  you  have  stol'n  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And  very  vi^isely  threat  before  you  sting. 

Ant.  Villains !  you  did  not  so  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar  : 
You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like  hounds, 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar's  feet ; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind. 
Struck  Csesar  on  the  neck.     O  you  flatterers  ! 

Cas.  Flatterers  !    Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself: 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day. 
If  Cassius  might  have  rul'd. 

Oct.  Come,  come,  the  cause:  ifarguing  make  us  sweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look  J 

I  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators; 
When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  up  again  ? 
Never,  till  Caesar's  three-and-thirty  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd  ;  or  till  another  Caesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Casar,  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors'  hands, 
Unless  thou  bring'st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope ; 

I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru.  O  !  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain, 
Young  man,  thou  could'st  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cas.  A  peevish  school-boy,  worthless  of  such  honour, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony;  away! 

Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth. 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field  ; 

IX.  s 
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If  not,  w  hen  you  have  stomachs. 

Exeunt  OCTAViUSy  Antoxy,  and  their  Army. 

Cas.  Why  now,  blow  wind,  swell  billow,  and  swim 
bark  ! 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

Bru.  Ho  ! 
Lucilius,  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

Ltictl.  My  lord  ! 

Brutus  and  Lucilius  talk  apart. 

Cas.  Messala! 

Mes.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Cas.  Messala, 

This  is  my  birth-day ;  as  this  very  day 
W^as  Cassius  born.     Give  me  thy  hand,  Messala : 
Be  thou  my  witness  that  against  my  will. 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicums  strong, 
And  his  opinion ;  now  I  change  my  mind. 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  ensign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell,  and  there  they  perch 'd, 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers'  hands  ; 
Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted  us  : 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away  and  gone, 
And  in  their  steads  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites 
Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 
As  we  were  sickly  prey  :  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Mes.  Believe  not  so. 

Cas.  I  but  believe  it  partly, 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit  and  resolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru.  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cas,  Now,  most  noble  Brutus, 
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The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly,  that  we  may, 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age  ! 
But  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  incertain, 
Let 's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ? 

Brtc.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himself ;    I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile. 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life  :  arming  myself  with  patience, 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cas.  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle, 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cassius,  no  :  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind  :  but  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work  the  ides  of  March  begun  ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take  : 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile  ; 
If  not,  why  then,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cas.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Bmtus  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we  '11  smile  indeed ; 
If  not,  'tis  true  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Brtt.  AYhy  then,  lead  on.     O  !  that  a  man  might 
know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business  ere  it  come  ; 
But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known.     Come,  ho  !  away  ! 

ExeunU 
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SCENE  \\.— The  Same,     The  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarum.     Enter  Brutus  and  Af ESS  ALA. 

Brn.   Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these  bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side.         Loud  alarum. 
Let  them  set  on  at  once,  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius'  wing, 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Messala  ;  let  them  all  come  down. 

Exeujit. 

SCENE  III.— Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Alarum.     Enter  Cassws  and  Titinius. 

Cas.  O !  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly : 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy ; 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back  ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  Cassius  !    Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early  j 
Who,  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly  :  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil, 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclos'd. 

Enter  FiNDARUS. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord  ! 
Fly,  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far  off. 

Cas.  This  hill  is  far  enough.     Look,  look,  Titinius ; 
Are  those  my  tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cas.  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'st  me, 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him. 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops 
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And  here  again  ;  that  I  may  rest  assur'd 
Whether  yond  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought. 

Exit. 

Cas.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill  ; 
My  sight  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'st  about  the  field. 

Pindarus  ascetids  the  Jiill. 
This  day  I  breathed  first ;  time  is  come  round. 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  shall  I  end  ; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass.     Sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Pin.  Above,  O  my  lord ! 

Cas.  What  news  ? 

Pin.  Titinius  is  enclosed  round  about 
With  horsemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  spur  ; 
Yet  he  spurs  on  :  now  they  are  almost  on  him. 
Now,  Titinius !  now  some  light  :  O  !  he  lights  too  : 
He  's  ta'en  !  Shout. 

And,  hark  !  they  shout  for  joy. 

Cas.  Come  down  ;  behold  no  more. 
O  !  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long, 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  face. 

Pindarus  descends. 
Come  hither,  sirrah. 
In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner ; 
And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life, 
That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do. 
Thou  should'st  attempt  it.    Come  now,  keep  thine  oath ; 
Now  be  a  freeman  ;  and  \vith  this  good  sword, 
That  ran  through  Cassar's  bowels,  search  this  bosom. 
Stand  not  to  answer  ;  here,  take  thou  the  hilts  ; 
And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now. 
Guide  thou  the  sword.     Cssar,  thou  art  reveng'd. 
Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  Dies, 

Pin.   So,  I  am  free  ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Cassius  ! 

s  2 
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Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run, 

Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.         Exit. 

Re-enter  TiTiNius  xvith  Messala. 

Mes,  It  is  but  change,  Titinius  ;  for  Octavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Cassius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Mes.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  disconsolate, 

With  Pindams  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     O  my  heart  ! 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 

But  Cassius  is  no  more.     O  setting  sun  ! 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to-night, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set ; 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set.     Our  day  is  gone  ; 
Clouds,   dews,   and  dangers  come ;    our   deeds    are 

done. 
Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mes.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this  deed. 
O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child  ! 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not  ?    O  error  !  soon  conceiv'd, 
Thou  never  com'st  unto  a  happy  birth, 
But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus  !  Where  art  thou,  Pindarus  ? 

Mes,  Seek  him,  Titinius,  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Into  his  ears  ;  I  may  say,  thrusting  it ; 
For  piercing  steel  and  darts  envenomed 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus 
As  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tit.  **  Hie  you,  Messala, 
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And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while. 

Exit  Messala, 
Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory, 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?    Didst  thou  not  hear  their 

shouts  ? 
Alas  !  thou  hast  misconstrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow ; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding.     Brutus,  come  apace, 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cassius. 
By  your  leave,  gods  :  this  is  a  Roman's  part : 
Come,  Cassius'  sword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart. 

Kills  himself. 

Alarum.     Re-enter  Messala,  with  Brutus,  Ca  to, 
Strato,  Volumnius,  a7id Lucilius. 

Bru.  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  his  body  lie  ? 

Mes.  Lo,  yonder  ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

Bni.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  slain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Csesar  !  thou  art  mighty  yet : 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  Low  alarums. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius  ! 

Look  !  whe'r  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Cassius. 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these  ? 
The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well  ! 
It  is  impossible  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow.     Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time. 
Come  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  his  body  : 
His  funerals  shall  not  be  in  our  camp, 
Lest  it  discomfort  us.     Lucilius,  come  ; 
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And  come,  young  Cato  ;  let  us  to  the  field. 

Labeo  and  Flavius,  set  our  battles  on  : 

'Tis  three  o'clock  ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 

We  shall  try  fortune  in  a  second  fight.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  lY.— Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

AlarvfH.     Enter  fightings  Soldiers  of  both  Armies  ; 
then  Brutus y  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  Others. 

Bm.  Yet,  countrymen,  O  !  yet  hold  up  your  heads. 

Cato.  What  bastard  doth  not  ?   Who  will  go  with  me  ? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field  : 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  counti7's  friend ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 

Brti.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend  ;  know  me  for  Brutus. 

Exit. 

Lucil.  O  young  and  noble  Cato  !  art  thou  down? 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius, 
And  may'st  be  honour'd,  being  Cato's  son. 

First  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 

Lucil.  Only  I  yield  to  die  : 

There  is  so  much  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straight. 

Offering  money. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

First  Sold.  We  must  not.     A  noble  prisoner  ! 

Second  Sold.  Room,  ho!  Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

First  Sold.  I '11  tell  the  news.  Here  comes  the  general. 

Enter  ANTONY. 

Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 
Ajtt.  Where  is  he  ? 
Lucil.  Safe,  Aiitony  ;  Brutus  is  safe  enough. 
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I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus  ; 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame  ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend;  but,  I  assure  you, 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth.     Keep  this  man  safe ; 
Give  him  all  kindness  :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends  than  enemies.     Go  on, 
And  see  whe'r  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead ; 
And  bring  us  word  unto  Octavius'  tent 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  N.— Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato,  and 

VOLUMNIUS. 

Bni.  Come,  poorremains  of  friends,  rest  on  this  rock. 

Cli.  Statilius  show'd  the  torch-light,  but,  my  lord, 
He  came  not  back  ;  he  is  or  ta'en  or  slain. 

Bru.   Sit  thee  down,  Clitus  :  slaying  is  the  word  ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.    Hark  thee,  Clitus.    Whispers. 

Cli.  What  I,  my  lord  ?    No,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Brti.  Peace  then  !  no  words. 

Cli.  I  '11  rather  kill  myself. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius.  Whispers. 

Dar.  Shall  I  do  such  a  deed  ? 

Cli.  O  Dardanius  ! 

Dar.  O  Clitus  ! 

Cli.  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus.     Look,  he  meditates. 

Cli,  Now  is  that  noble  vessel  full  of  grief. 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius  :  list  a  word. 
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VoL  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius  : 

The  ghost  of  Ccesar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night ;  at  Sardis  once, 
And,  this  last  night,  here  in  Philippi  fields. 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  sure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  seest  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes  ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit :       Lord}  alarums. 
It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves 
Than  tarry  till  they  push  us.     Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  know'st  that  we  two  went  to  school  together  ; 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  prithee, 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilts,  whilst  I  run  on  it. 

Vol.  That 's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

Alariwi  still. 

Cli.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord  !  there  is  no  tariying  here. 

Brii.  Farewell  to  you ;  and  you ;  and  you,  Volumnius. 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep  ; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato.     Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy  that  yet  in  all  my  life 
I  found  no  man  but  he  was  tiTie  to  me. 
I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day. 
More  than  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attain  unto. 
So  fare  you  well  at  once  ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history. 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes ;  my  bones  would  rest. 
That  have  but  labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

Alarum.     C?y  withiti,  *  Fly,  fly,  fly  1 ' 

Cli.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly  ! 

Bru.  Hence  !  I  will  follow. 

Exeunt  Clitus,  Dardaxius,  and  Volumnius. 
I  prithee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord. 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 
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Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it : 
Hold  then  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  first :  fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

B7-U.  Farewell,  good  Strato.    Caesar,  now  be  still  : 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

He  runs  on  his  szvord^  and  dies. 

Alarum.     Retreat.     Enter  Octavius,  Antony, 
Mess  ALA,  Lucilius,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that? 

Mes.  My  master's  man.    Strato,  where  is  thy  master? 

Stra,  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Messala  ; 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him  ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself, 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Liccil.  So  Brutus  should  be  found.     I  thank  thee, 
Brutus, 
That  thou  hast  prov'd  Lucilius'  saying  true. 

Oct.  All  that  serv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them. 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oct.  Do  so,  good  Messala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato? 

Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Ales.   Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee. 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  master. 

Ant.  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all : 
All  the  conspirators  save  only  he 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Caesar  ; 
He  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle,  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him  that  Nature  might  stand  up 
And  say  to  all  the  world,  '  This  was  a  man  ! ' 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  use  him. 
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With  all  respect  and  rites  of  burial. 

Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  lie, 

Most  like  a  soldier,  order'd  honourably. 

So  call  the  field  to  rest ;  and  let 's  away, 

To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  Exeunt. 
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MACBETH 

ACT  I 

SCENE  I.— A  desert  Place, 

Thunder  and  lightning.     Enter  three  Witches, 

First  Witch.  When  shall  we  three  meet  again 
In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain  ? 

Second  Witch.  When  the  hurlyburly  's  done. 
When  the  battle  's  lost  and  won. 

Thi7'd  Witch.  That  will  be  ere  the  set  of  sun. 

First  Witch.  Where  the  place  ? 

Second  Witch.  Upon  the  heath. 

Third  Witch.  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 

First  Witch.  I  come,  Graymalkin  ! 

Second  Witch.  Paddock  calls. 

Third  Witch.  Anon. 

All.  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair  : 
Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  U.—A  Camp  near  Forres. 

Alarum  luithin.  Enter  DuNCAN,  Malcolm,  Doxal- 

BAiN^  Lennox,  with  Attendants,  meeting  a  bleeding 

Sergeant. 

Dun.  What  bloody  man  is  that  ?   He  can  report, 
As  seemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  newest  state. 

Mai.  This  is  the  sergeant 
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Who  like  a  good  and  hardy  soldier  fought 
'Gainst  my  captivity.  Hail,  brave  friend  ! 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil 
As  thou  didst  leave  it. 

Ser.  Doubtful  it  stood  ; 

As  two  spent  swimmers,  that  do  cling  together 
And  choke  their  art.     The  merciless  Macdonwald, 
Worthy  to  be  a  rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 
Do  swarm  upon  him,  from  the  western  isles 
Of  kerns  and  gallowglasses  is  supplied  ; 
And  fortune,  on  his  damned  quarrel  smiling, 
Show'd  like  a  rebel's  whore  :  but  all 's  too  weak  ; 
For  brave  Macbeth,  well  he  deserves  that  name, 
Disdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandish 'd  steel, 
Which  smok'd  with  bloody  execution. 
Like  valour's  minion  carv'd  out  his  passage 
Till  he  fac'd  the  slave  ; 

Which  ne'er  shook  hands,  nor  bade  farewell  to  him, 
Till  he  unseam'd  him  from  the  nave  to  the  chaps, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

Dtin.  O  valiant  cousin  !  worthy  gentleman  ! 

Ser.  As  whence  the  sun  'gins  his  reflection 
Shipwrecking  storms  and  direful  thunders  break, 
So  from  that  spring  whence  comfort  seem'd  to  come 
Discomfort  swells.     Mark,  King  of  Scotland,  mark  : 
No  sooner  justice  had  with  valour  arm'd 
Compell'd  these  skipping  kerns  to  trust  their  heels, 
But  the  Norweyan  lord  surveying  vantage, 
With  furbish'd  arms  and  new  supplies  of  men 
Began  a  fresh  assault. 

Dim.  Dismay'd  not  this 

Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 

Ser.  Yes ; 

As  sparrows  eagles,  or  the  It  are  the  lion. 
If  I  say  sooth,  I  must  report  they  were 
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As  cannons  overcharg'd  with  double  cracks ; 

So  they 

Doubly  redoubled  strokes  upon  the  foe  : 

Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 

Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 

I  cannot  tell — 

But  I  am  faint,  my  gashes  cry  for  help. 

Dun.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee  as  thy  wounds  ; 
They  smack  of  honour  both.     Go  get  him  surgeons. 
Exit  Sergeant,  attended. 

Enter  Ross, 

Who  comes  here  ? 

Mai.  The  worthy  Thane  of  Ross. 

Len.  What  haste  looks  through  his  eyes  !  So  should 
he  look 
That  seems  to  speak  things  strange. 

Ross,  God  save  the  king  ! 

Dun,  Whence  cam'st  thou,  worthy  thane  ? 

Ross.  From  Fife,  great  king  ; 

Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  sky 
And  fan  our  people  cold.     Norway  himself, 
With  terrible  numbers, 
Assisted  by  that  most  disloyal  traitor, 
The  Thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  dismal  conflict ; 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapp'd  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  self-comparisons, 
Point  against  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainst  arm, 
Curbing  his  lavish  spirit :  and,  to  conclude. 
The  victor}'  fell  on  us. 

Dun,  Great  happiness  ! 

Ross,  That  now 
Sweno,  the  Norways'  king,  craves  composition  ; 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men 
Till  he  disbursed  at  Saint  Colme's  Inch 
Ten  thousand  dollavii  to  our  general  use. 
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Dun.  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  shall  deceive 
Our  bosom  interest.  Go  pronounce  his  present  death, 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

Ross.  I  '11  see  it  done. 

Dun,  What  he  hath  lost  noble  Macbeth  hath  wow. 

Exeunt. 


SCENE  III.— A  Heath. 
Thunder.     Enter  the  three  Witches. 

Fi}'st  Witch.  Where  hast  thou  been,  sister  ? 

Second  JVitch.   Killing  swine. 

Third  Witch.  Sister,  where  thou  ? 

Eirst  Witch.  A  sailor's  wife  had  chestnuts  in  her  lap, 
And  nlunch'd,  and  munch'd,  and  munch'd :   *  Give  me,' 

quoth  I  : 
'  Aroint  thee,  M'itch  ! '  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  husband  's  to  Aleppo  gone,  master  o'  the  Tiger : 
But  in  a  sieve  I  '11  thither  sail, 
And,  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
I  '11  do,  I  '11  do,  and  I  '11  do. 

Second  Witch.  I  '11  give  thee  a  ^\  ind. 

First  Witch.  Thou  'rt  kind. 

Thi7'd  Witch.  And  I  another. 

First  Witch.  I  myself  have  all  the  other  ; 
And  the  very  ports  they  blow, 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know 
T'  the  shipman's  card. 
I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay  : 
Sleep  shall  neither  night  nor  day 
Hang  upon  his  pent-house  lid  ; 
He  shall  live  a  man  forbid. 
Weary  se'nnights  nine  times  nine 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak  and  pine  : 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  lost. 
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Yet  it  shall  be  tempest-tost. 
Look  what  I  have. 

Second  Witch.   Show  me,  show  me. 

First  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wreck'd  as  homeward  he  did  come.        Dt'um  iinthiit. 

Third  Witch.  A  drum  !  a  drum  I 
Macbeth  doth  come. 

All.  The  weird  sisters,  hand  in  hand, 
Posters  of  the  sea  and  land, 
Thus  do  go  about,  about : 
Thrice  to  thine,  ahd  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine. 
Peace  !  the  charm 's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  seen. 

Ban.  How  far  is  't  call'd  to  Forres?  What  are  these, 
So  wither'd  and  so  wild  in  their  attire. 
That  look  not  like  th'  inhabitants  o'  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on  't  ?   Live  you  ?  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  question  ?    You  seem  to  understand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  skinny  lips :  you  should  be  women, 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  so. 

Macb.  Speak,  if  you  can  :  what  are  you  ? 

First  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth !  hail  to  thee,  Thane 
of  Glamis  ! 

Second  Witch.    All   hail,    Macbeth !    hail  to    thee, 
Thane  of  Cawdor  I 

Third  Witch.  All  hail,  ^Lacbeth  !  that  shalt  Idc  king 
hereafter. 

Ban.  Good  sir,  why  do  you  start,  and  seem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  sound  so  fair?     I'  the  name  of  truth, 
Are  ye  fantastical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  show  ?     Zvly  noble  partner 
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You  greet  with  present  grace  and  great  prediction 

Of  noble  having  and  of  royal  hope, 

That  he  seems  rapt  withal  :  to  me  you  speak  not. 

If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time, 

And  say  which  grain  -will  grow  and  which  will  not, 

Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear 

Your  favours  nor  your  hate. 

First  Witch.  Hail  ! 

Second  Witch.  Hail  ! 

Third  Witch.   Hail  ! 
.    First  Witch.  Lesser  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

Second  Witch.  Not  so  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

Third  Witch.  Thou  shalt  get  kings,  though  thou  be 
none  : 
So  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ! 

First  Witch.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail ! 

Mach.  Stay,  you  imperfect  speakers,  tell  me  more  : 
By  Sinel's  death  I  know  I  am  Thane  of  Glamis  ; 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  prosperous  gentleman  ;  and  to  be  king 
Stands  not  within  the  prospect  of  belief 
No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.     Say  from  whence 
You  owe  this  strange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blasted  heath  you  stop  our  way 
AVitli  such  prophetic  greeting?     Speak,  I  charge  you. 

Witches  vanish. 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
And  these  are  of  them.     ^Yhither  are  they  vanished  ? 

Macb.  Into  the  air,  and  what  seem'd  corporal  melted 
As  breath  into  the  wind.     Would  they  had  stay'd  ! 

Ban.  Were  such  things  here  as  we  do  speak  about  ? 
Or  have  we  eaten  on  the  insane  root 
That  takes  the  reason  prisoner  ? 

Macb,  Your  children  shall  be  kings. 

Ban.  You  shall  be  king. 

Ma,-b.  And  Tliane  of  Cawdor  too;  went  it  not  so? 
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Bail.  To  theself-same  tune  and  words.    "Who's  here? 
EuL-r  Ross  and  AXGUS. 

Ross.  The  king  hath  happily  receiv'd,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  success  ;  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  personal  venture  in  the  rebels'  fight, 
His  wonders  and  his  praises  do  contend 
Which  should  be  thine  or  his.     Silenc'd  with  that, 
In  viewing  o'er  the  rest  o'  the  self-same  day, 
He  finds  thee  in  the  stout  Norweyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afeard  of  what  thyself  didst  make, 
Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  hail 
Came  post  with  post,  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praises  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence. 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Aug.  We  are  sent 

To  give  thee  from  our  royal  master  thanks ; 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  sight. 
Not  pay  thee. 

Ross.  And  for  an  earnest  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Cawdor  : 
In  which  addition,  hail,  most  worthy  thane  I 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What  !  can  the  devil  speak  true 

Mach.  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  :   why  do  you 
dress  me 
In  borrow'd  robes  ? 

Aug.  Who  was  the  thane  lives  yet ; 

But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life 
Which  he  deserves  to  lose.    Whether  he  was  combin'd 
With  those  of  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage,  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not ; 
But  treasons  capital,  confess'd  and  prov'd. 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  Aside.  Glamis,  and  Thane  of  Cawdor: 
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The  greatest  is  behind.    To  Ross  and  AxGUS.    Thanks 

for  your  pains. 
To  Baxquo.  Do  you  not  hope  your  children  shall  he 

kings, 
When  those  that  gave  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  to  me 
Promis'd  no  less  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That,  trusted  home, 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown. 
Besides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.     But  'tis  strange  : 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 
The  instruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths, 
Win  us  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray 's 
In  deepest  consequence. 
Cousins,  a  word,  I  pray  you. 

Macb.  Aside.  Two  truths  are  told, 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  swelling  act 
Of  the  imperial  theme.     I  thank  you,  gentlemen. 
Aside.  This  supernatural  soliciting 
Cannot  be  ill,  cannot  be  good  ;  if  ill. 
Why  hath  it  given  me  earnest  of  success, 
Commencing  in  a  truth  ?    I  am  Thane  of  Cawdor  : 
If  good,  why  do  I  yield  to  that  suggestion 
Whose  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair 
And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 
Against  the  use  of  nature  ?    Present  fears 
Are  less  than  horrible  imaginings  ; 
My  thought,  whose  murder  yet  is  but  fantastical, 
Shakes  so  my  single  state  of  man  that  function 
Is  smother'd  in  surmise,  and  nothing  is 
But  what  is  not. 

Ban.  Look,  how  our  partner  's  rapt. 

Macb.  Aside.  If  chance  will   have  me  king,  why, 
chance  may  crown  me, 
Without  my  stir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him, 

Like  our  -strange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould 
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But  with  the  aid  of  use. 

Macb.  Aside.  Come  what  come  may, 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day. 

Ban.  \Yorthy  Macbeth,  we  stay  upon  your  leisure. 

Macb.  Give  meyour  favour :  my  dull  brain  was  wrought 
With  things  forgotten.     Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  register'd  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them.     Let  us  toward  the  king. 
Aside  to  Banquo.  Think  upon  what  hath   chanc'd  ; 

and  at  more  time, 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  speak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Ver>-  gladly. 

Macb.  Till  then,  enough.    Come,  friends.    Exeunt. 


SCEXE  IV. — Porrcs.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Flourish.     Enter  DuKCAN,  Malcolm,  Doxalbain^ 
Lennox,  and  Attendants. 

Dun.   Is  execution  done  on  Caw  dor  ?    Are  not 
Those  in  commission  vet  return 'd  ? 

Mai.  My  liege, 

They  are  not  yet  come  back  ;  but  I  have  spoke 
With  one  that  sa^^'  him  die  ;  who  did  report 
That  veiy  frankly  he  confessed  his  treasons, 
Implor'd  your  highness'  pardon  and  set  forth 
A  deep  repentance.     Nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  leaving  it ;  he  died 
As  one  that  had  been  studied  in  his  death 
To  throw  aMay  the  dearest  thing  he  ow'd 
As  'twere  a  careless  trifle. 

Dun.  There  's  no  art 

To  find  the  mind's  construction  in  the  face : 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  absolute  trust. 
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Enter  Macbeth,  Baxquo,  Ross,  and  Axgus. 
O  worthiest  cousin  ! 
The  sin  of  my  ingi'atitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me.     Tliou  art  so  far  before 
That  swiftest  wing  of  recompense  is  slow 
To  overtake  thee  ;  would  thou  hadst  less  deserv'd. 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine  !  only  I  have  left  to  say, 
More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  service  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  pays  itself.     Your  highness'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties  ;  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  state,  children  and  servants  j 
Which  do  but  what  they  should,  by  doing  every  thing 
Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

Dun,  Welcome  hither : 

I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing.     Noble  Banquo, 
That  hast  no  less  deserv'd,  nor  must  be  known 
No  less  to  have  done  so,  let  me  infold  thee 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow. 

The  harvest  is  your  own. 

Dun.  My  plenteous  joys, 

Wanton  in  fulness,  seek  to  hide  themselves 
In  drops  of  sorrow.     Sons,  kinsmen,  thanes. 
And  you  whose  places  are  the  nearest,  know 
We  will  establish  our  estate  upon 
Our  eldest,  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland  ;  which  honour  must 
Not  unaccompanied  invest  him  only. 
But  signs  of  nobleness,  like  stars,  shall  shine 
On  all  deservers.     From  hence  to  Inverness, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Macb.  The  rest  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you  : 
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I  '11  be  myself  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach  ; 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

Dun.  My  worthy  Cawdor  ! 

Mach.  Aside,  The  Prince  of  Cumberland  !    That  is 
a  step 
On  which  I  must  fall  down,  or  else  o'erleap, 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars,  hide  your  fires  ! 
Let  not  light  see  my  black  and  deep  desires  ; 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand  ;  yet  let  that  be 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  see.        Exit. 

Dun.  True,  worthy  Banquo ;  he  is  full  so  valiant, 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed  ; 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let  's  after  him, 
Whose  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome  : 
It  is  a  peerless  kinsman.  Flotirish.     Exeunt. 


SCENE  Y.— Inverness.     Macbeth' s  Castle. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  reading  a  letter. 

They  met  vie  in  the  day  of  siiceess ;  and  I  have 
learned  by  the  perfectest  report,  they  have  viore  in 
them  than  mortal  knoivledge.  When  I  burned  in 
desire  to  question  them  further,  they  made  themselves 
air,  into  which  they  vanished.  Whiles  I  stood  rapt  in 
the  wonder  of  it,  came  missives  from  the  king,  who 
all-hailed  me  *■  Thane  of  Cawdor'' ;  by  which  title,  before, 
these  weird  sisters  saluted  me,  and  referred  me  to  the 
coming  on  of  time,  with  '■Hail,  king  that  s  halt  be ! '  This 
have  I  thought  good  to  deliver  thee,  my  dearest  partner 
of  greatness,  that  thou  inightest  not  lose  the  dues  of 
rejoicing,  by  being  ig7iorant  of  what  greatness  is  pro- 
mised thee.     Lay  it  to  thy  heart,  and  farewell. 

Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor ;  and  shalt  be 
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What  thou  art  promis'd.     Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature ; 

It  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindness 

To  catch  the  nearest  way;  thou  would 'st  be  great, 

Art  not  without  ambition,  but  without 

The  illness  should  attend  it ;  what  thou  would'st  highly, 

That  would'st  thou  holily ;  would'st  not  play  false. 

And  yet  would'st  wrongly  win  ;  thou  'dst  have,  great 

Glamis, 
That  which  cries  '  Thus  thou  must  do,  if  thou  have  it ' ; 
And  that  which  rather  thou  dost  fear  to  do 
Than  wishest  should  be  undone.     Hie  thee  hither, 
That  I  may  pour  my  spirits  in  thine  ear, 
And  chastise  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round, 
Which  fate  and  metaphysical  aid  doth  seem 
To  have  thee  crowai'd  withal. 

Enter  a  Messenger- . 

What  is  your  tidings  ? 

Mess.  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  M.  Thou  *rt  mad  to  say  it. 

Is  not  thy  master  witli  him  ?  who,  were  't  so, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Mess.  So  please  you,  it  is  true  :  our  thane  is  coming  ; 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  speed  of  him, 
Who,  almost  dead  for  breath,  had  scarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  message. 

Lady  M.  Give  him  tending : 

He  brings  great  news.  Exit  Messenger. 

The  raven  himself  is  hoarse 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Dimcan 
Under  my  battlements.     Come,  you  spirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts  !  unsex  me  here, 
And  fill  me  from  the  crown  to  the  toe  top  full 
Of  direst  cruelty;  make  thick  my  blood, 
Stop  up  the  access  and  passage  to  remorse, 
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That  no  compunctious  visitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpose,  nor  keep  peace  between 
The  effect  and  it  !    Come  to  my  woman's  breasts, 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murdering  ministers, 
Wherever  in  your  sightless  substances 
You  wait  on  nature's  mischief!    Come,  thick  night. 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell. 
That  my  keen  knife  see  not  the  wound  it  makes, 
Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 
To  cry  '  Hold,  hold  ! ' 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Great  Glamis  !  worthy  Cawdor  ! 
Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  ! 
Thy  letters  have  transported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  present,  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  instant. 

Alacb.  INIy  dearest  love, 

Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  M.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Mach.  To-morrow,  as  he  purposes. 

Lady  I\L  O  !  never 

Shall  sun  that  morrow  see. 
Your  face,  my  thane,  is  as  a  book  where  men 
May  read  strange  matters.     To  beguile  the  time, 
Look  like  the  time  ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eye. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue  :  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  serpent  under  't.     He  that  's  coming 
Must  be  provided  for  ;  and  you  shall  put 
This  night's  great  business  into  my  dispatch  ; 
Which  shall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  solely  sovereign  sway  and  masterdom. 

Macb.  We  will  speak  further. 

Lady  M.  Only  look  up  clear  ; 

To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear. 
Leave  all  the  rest  to  me.  ExeunL 
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SCENE  \n.  —  TJie  Same.     Before  the  Castle. 
Hautboys  and  torches.    Enter  Duxcax,  Malcolm, 

DONALBAIN,  BaXQUO,  LEXXOX,  MaCDUFF,  RoSS, 

AxGUS,  and  Attendants. 

Dun.  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  seat ;  the  air 
Nimbly  and  sweetly  recommends  itself 
Unto  our  gentle  senses. 

Baji.  This  guest  of  summer. 

The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve 
By  his  lov'd  mansionry  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingly  here  :  no  jutty,  frieze, 
Buttress,  nor  coign  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendent  bed  and  procreant  cradle  : 
Where  they  most  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  observ'd 
The  air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Dun.  See,  see,  our  honour'd  hostess  ! 

The  love  that  follows  us  sometime  is  our  trouble, 
Which  still  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you 
How  you  shall  bid  God  'ild  us  for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady  M.  All  our  service, 

In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor  and  single  business,  to  contend 
Against  those  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  majesty  loads  our  house  :  for  those  of  old, 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 
We  rest  your  hermits. 

Du)i.  Where  's  the  Thane  of  Cawdor? 

We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpose 
To  be  his  purveyor  ;  but  he  rides  well, 
And  his  great  love,  sharp  as  his  spur,  hath  holp  him 
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To  his  home  before  us.     Fair  and  noble  hostess, 
We  are  your  guest  to-night. 

Lady  M.  Your  servants  ever 

Have  theirs,  themselves,  and  what  is  theirs,  in  compt, 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highness'  pleasure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

Dun.  Give  me  your  hand  ; 

Conduct  me  to  mine  host :  we  love  him  highly, 
And  shall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  hostess.  Exmnt, 


SCENE  VII.  — 77/^  Same.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Hautboys  and  torches.  Enter,  and  pass  over  the  stage, 
a  Seu'cr,  and  divers  Servants  with  dishes  and  sejuice. 
Then  enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  If  it  were  done  when 'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly  ;  if  the  assassination 
Could  trammel  up  the  consequence,  and  catch 
With  his  surcease  success  ;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here, 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time, 
We  'd  jump  the  life  to  come.     But  in  these  cases 
We  still  have  judgment  here  ;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  instructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor  ;  this  even-handed  justice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poison 'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He  's  here  in  double  trust : 
First,  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject, 
Strong  both  against  the  deed  ;  then,  as  his  host. 
Who  should  against  his  murderer  shut  the  door. 
Not  bear  the  knife  myself.     Besides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 

X.  c 
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Will  plead  like  angels  trumpet-tongued  against 

The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking-off ; 

And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe, 

Striding  the  blast,  or  heaven's  cherubin,  hors'd 

Upon  the  sightless  couriers  of  the  air, 

Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye, 

That  tears  shall  drown  the  wind.     I  have  no  spur 

To  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent,  but  only 

Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itself 

And  falls  on  the  other— 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

How  now  I  what  news  ? 

Lady  M.  He  has  almost  supp'd  :  why  have  you  left 
the  chamber  ? 

Mach.  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me  ? 

Lady  M.  Know  you  not  he  has  ? 

Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  business : 
He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late  ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  people. 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newest  gloss, 
Not  cast  aside  so  soon. 

Lady  M.  Was  the  hope  drunk 

Wherein  you  dress'd  yourself?  hath  it  slept  since, 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  so  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  so  freely  ?    From  this  time 
Such  I  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afeard 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  own  act  and  valour 
As  thou  art  in  desire  ?    Would'st  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteem'st  the  ornament  of  life, 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem, 
Letting  '  I  dare  not '  wait  upon  *  I  would,' 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage  ? 

Macb.  Prithee,  peace. 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man  ; 
Who  dares  do  more  is  none. 
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Lady  M.  What  beast  was  't  then 

That  made  you  break  this  enterprise  to  me  ? 
When  you  durst  do  it  then  you  were  a  man; 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  so  much  more  the  man.     Nor  time  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They  have  made  themselves,  and  that  their  fitness  now 
Does  unmake  you.     I  have  given  suck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me ; 
I  would,  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  face, 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  his  boneless  gums, 
And  dash'd  the  brains  out,  had  I  so  sworn  as  you 
Have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  should  fail, — 

Lady  JIL  We  fail. 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking-place, 
And  we  '11  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  asleep. 
Whereto  the  rather  shall  his  day's  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him,  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I  with  wine  and  wassail  so  convince 
That  memory,  the  warder  of  the  brain. 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reason 
A  limbeck  only ;  when  in  swinish  sleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie  as  in  a  death, 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
The  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 
His  spongy  officers,  who  shall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell  ? 

Macb.  Bring  forth  men-children  only  ; 

For  thy  undaunted  mettle  should  compose 
Nothing  but  males.     Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  those  sleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber  and  us'd  their  very  daggers, 
That  they  have  done  't  ? 

Lady  M.  Who  dares  receive  it  other. 

As  we  shall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar 
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UiJon  his  death  ? 

Macb.  I  am  settled,  and  bend  up 

Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  lime  with  fairest  show  : 
False  face  must  hide  what  the  false  heart  doth  know. 

Exeiini 


ACT   II 

SCENE  I. — Inverness.      Court  within  the  Castle. 
Enter  BAXQUO^and  FLEAXCEbearingatorch  before  him. 

Ban.  How  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

Fie.  The  moon  is  down  ;  I  have  not  heard  the  clock. 

Ban.   And  she  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Fie.  I  take  't,  'tis  later,  sir. 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  sword.     There 's  husbandry  in 
heaven  ; 
Their  candles  are  all  out.     Take  thee  that  too. 
A  heavy  summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me. 
And  yet  I  would  not  sleep  :  merciful  powers  ! 
Restrain  in  me  the  cursed  thoughts  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repose  . 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  with  a  torch. 

Give  me  my  sword. 
Who  's  there  ? 

Macb.  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  sir  !  not  yet  at  rest  ?  The  king 's  a-bed 
He  hath  been  in  unusual  pleasure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largess  to  your  offices. 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal, 
By  the  name  of  most  kind  hostess ;  and  shut  up 
In  measureless  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepar'd. 

Our  will  became  the  servant  to  defect, 


Act  II,  Sc.  i  MACBETH  at 

Which  else  should  free  have  wrought. 

Ban.  All 's  well. 

I  dreamt  last  night  of  the  three  weird  sisters  : 
To  you  they  have  show'd  some  truth. 

JSIacb.  I  think  not  of  them  : 

Yet,  when  we  can  entreat  an  hour  to  serve, 
We  would  spend  it  in  some  words  upon  that  business, 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

Baji.  At  your  kind'st  leisure. 

Macb.   If  you  shall  cleave  to  my  consent,  when  'tis, 
It  shall  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban,  So  I  lose  none 

In  seeking  to  augment  it,  but  still  keep 
My  bosom  franchis'd  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  shall  be  counsell'd. 

Macb.  Good  repose  the  Mhile  ! 

Ban.  Thanks,  sir  :  the  like  to  you. 

Exeunt  Baxquo  and  Fleaxce. 

Macb,   Go  bid  thy  mistress,  when  my  drink  is  ready 
She  strike  upon  the  bell.     Gel  thee  to  bed. 

Exit  Servant. 
Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  see  before  me. 
The  handle  toward  my  hand  ?    Come,  let  me  clutch 

thee  : 
I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  see  thee  still. 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vision,  sensible 
To  feeling  as  to  sight  ?  or  art  thou  but 
A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  false  creation. 
Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppressed  brain? 
I  see  thee  yet,  in  form  as  paloable 
As  this  which  now  I  draw. 
Thou  marshall'st  me  the  way  that  I  was  going  ; 
And  such  an  instrument  I  was  to  use. 
Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  senses, 
Or  else  worth  all  the  rest :    I  see  thee  still ; 
And  on  thy  blade  and  dudgeon  gouts  of  blood, 
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Which  was  not  so  before.     There  's  no  such  thing  : 

It  is  the  bloody  business  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  eyes.     Now  o'er  the  one  half-world 

Nature  seems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 

The  curtain'd  sleep  ;  witchcraft  celebrates 

Pale  Hecate's  offerings  ;  and  wither'd  murder, 

Alarum'd  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf, 

Whose  howl 's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy  pace, 

With  Tarquin's  ravishing  strides,  towards  his  design 

Moves  like  a  ghost.     Thou  sure  and  firm-set  earth, 

Hear  not  my  steps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 

Thy  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabout, 

And  take  the  present  horror  from  the  time. 

Which  now  suits  with  it.     W^hiles  I  threat  he  lives  : 

Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

A  bell  rings. 
1  go,  and  it  is  done  ;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan  ;  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  summons  thee  to  heaven  or  to  hell.  Exit. 
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Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  M.  That  which  hath  made  them  dnmk  hath 

made  me  bold, 
What  hath  quench'd  them  hath  given  me  fire.    Hark  ! 

Peace  ! 
It  Avas  the  owl  that  shriek'd,  the  fatal  bellman, 
Which  gives  the  stern'st  good-night.     He  is  about  it : 
The  doors  are  open,  and  the  surfeited  gi'ooms 
t)o  mock  their  charge  with  snores  :    I  have  drugg'd 

their  possets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  a1)0Ut  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 
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Macb.    Within.  Who  's  there  ?  what,  ho  I 

Lady  M.  Alack  !    I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 
And  'tis  not  done  ;  the  attempt  and  not  the  deed 
Confounds  us.     Hark  !   I  laid  their  daggers  ready ; 
He  could  not  miss  'em.     Had  he  not  resembled 
My  father  as  he  slept  I  had  done  't.     My  husband  ! 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed.     Didst  thou  not  hear 
a  noise  ? 

Lady  M.  I  heard  the  owl  scream  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  speak  ? 

Macb.  When? 

Lady  JL  Now. 

Macb.  As  I  descended  ? 

Lady  M.  Ay. 

Macb.  Hark  ! 
Who  lies  i'  the  second  chamber  ? 

Lady  M.  Donalbain. 

Macb.  Looking  on  his  hands.  This  is  a  sorry  sight. 

Lady  M.  A  foolish  thought  to  say  a  sorry  sight. 

Macb,  There  's  one  did  laugh  in  's  sleep,  and  one 
cried  '  Murder  ! ' 
That  they  did  wake  each  other :    I  stood  and  heard 

them  ; 
But  they  did  say  their  prayers,  and  address'd  them 
Again  to  sleep. 

Lady  M.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together. 

Macb.  One  cried  *  God  bless   us  ! '   and   *  Amen, ' 
the  other; 
As  they  had  seen  me  with  these  hangman's  hands. 
Listening  their  fear,  I  could  not  say  *  Amen  ' 
When  they  did  say  '  God  bless  us  ! ' 

Lady  M.  Consider  it  not  so  deepl}'. 

Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  '  Amen'? 
I  had  most  need  of  blessing,  and  '  Amen  ' 
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Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady  M.  These  deeds  must  not  be  thought 

After  these  ways  ;  so,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb,  Methought  I  heard  a  voice  cry  *  Sleep    no 
more  ! 
Macbeth  does  murder  sleep,'  the  innocent  sleep, 
Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  sleave  of  care, 
The  death  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labour's  bath, 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course, 
Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast, — 

Lady  M.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Still  it   cried    '  Sleep  no  more  ! '  to  all  the 
house  : 
*  Glamis  hath  murder'd  sleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  sleep  no  more,  Macbeth  shall  sleep  no  more  I ' 

Lady  M.   Who  was  it  that  thus  cried?  Why,  worthy 
thane. 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  strength  to  think 
So  brainsickly  of  things.     Go  get  some  water. 
And  wash  this  filtliy  witness  from  your  hand. 
Why  did  you  bring  these  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  must  lie  there  :  go  carry  them,  and  smear 
The  sleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb.  I  '11  go  no  more  : 

I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done  ; 
Look  on  't  again  I  dare  not. 

Lady  AT.  Infirm  of  purpose  ! 

Give  me  the  daggers.     The  sleeping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pictures  ;  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
I  '11  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal ; 
For  it  must  seem  their  guilt. 

Exit.     Knocking  ivithin. 

Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking  ? 

How  is  't  with  me,  when  every  noise  appals  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?  Ha  !  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes. 
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Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wash  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?   No,  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  seas  incarnadine, 
Making  the  green  one  red. 

Re-enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  M.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour,  but  I  shame 
To  wear  a  heart  so  white.  Knocking  within. 

I  hear  a  knocking 
At  the  south  entry  ;  retire  we  to  our  chamber ; 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed  ; 
How  easy  is  it  then  !    Your  constancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended.  Knocking  within. 

Hark  !  more  knocking. 
Get  on  your  night-gown,  lest  occasion  call  us, 
And  show  us  to  be  watchers.     Be  not  lost 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Macb.  To  know  my  deed  'twere  best  not  know  my- 
self. Knocking  with  in . 
Wake   Duncan   with  thy  knocking !    I    would   thou 
could'st !  Exeunt. 


SCENE  \\\.  —  Thc  Same. 

Kiocking  within.     Enter  a  Porter. 

Porter.  Here  's  a  knocking  indeed  !    If  a  man  were 
porter  of  hell-gate  he  should  have  old  turning  the  key. 

Knocking  within. 
Knock,  knock,  knock  !  Who  's  there,  i'  the  name  of 
Beelzebub  ?  Here's  a  farmer  that  hanged  himself  on 
the  expectation  of  plenty  :  come  in  time  ;  have  napkins 
enough  about  you  ;  here  you  '11  sweat  for  't. 

Knocking  within. 
Knock,  knock  !  Who  's  there,  i'  the  other  devil's  name  ? 
Faith,  here  's  an  equivocator,  that  could  swear  in  both 
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the  scales  against  either  scale  ;  who  committed  treason 
enough  for  God's  sake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to 
heaven  :  O  !  come  in,  equivocator.  Knocking  within. 
Knock,  knock,  knock  !  AVho's  there?  Faith, here 's an 
English  tailor  come  hither  for  stealing  out  of  a  French 
hose  :  come  in,  tailor  ;  here  you  may  roast  your  goose. 

ICnocking  within. 
Knock,  knock  !  never  at  quiet !  What  are  you?  But 
this  place  is  too  cold  for  hell.  I  '11  devil-porter  it  no 
further  :  I  had  thought  to  have  let  in  some  of  all  profes- 
sions, that  go  the  primrose  way  to  the  everlasting  bon- 
fire. Knocking  within. 
Anon,  anon  !  I  pray  you,  remember  the  porter. 

Opens  the  gate. 

Enter  Macduff  and  Lenxox, 

Macd.  Was  it  so  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed, 
That  you  do  lie  so  late  ? 

Po7't.  Faith,  sir,  we  were  carousing  till  the  second 
cock ;  and  drink,  sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  does  drink  especially  pro- 
voke ? 

Port.  Marry,  sir,  nose-painting,  sleep,  and  urine. 
Lechery,  sir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes  ;  it  provokes 
the  desire,  but  it  takes  away  the  performance.  There- 
fore, much  drink  maybe  said  to  be  an  equivocator  with 
lechery  ;  it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him  ;  it  sets  hini 
on,  audit  takes  him  off;  it  persuades  him,  and  dis- 
heartens him  ;  makes  him  stand  to,  and  not  stand  to  ; 
in  conclusion,  equivocates  him  in  a  sleep,  and,  giving 
him  the  lie,  leaves  him. 

Macd.  I  believe  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  last  night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  sir,  i'  the  very  throat  o'  me  :  but 
I  requited  him  for  his  lie  ;  and,  I  think,  being  too 
strong  for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs  sometime, 
yet  I  made  a  shift  to  cast  him. 
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Macd.   Is  thy  master  stirring? 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  ;  here  he  comes. 

Lcn.  Good  morrow,  noble  sir. 

JMacb.  Good  morrow,  both. 

Macd.  Is  the  king  stirring,  worthy  thane  ? 

Macb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him  : 
I  have  almost  slipp'd  the  hour. 

Macb.  I  "11  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you  ; 
But  yet  'tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in  physics  pain. 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd.  I  '11  make  so  bold  to  call, 

For  'tis  my  limited  service.  Exil. 

Lev.  Goes  the  king  hence  to-day  ? 

Macb.  He  does  :  he  did  appoint  so. 

Len.  The  night  has  been  unruly  :  where  we  lay, 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  do\^n ;  and,  as  they  say, 
Lamentings  heard  i'  the  air  ;  strange  screams  of  death, 
And  prophesying  with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combustion  and  confus'd  events 
New  hatch 'd  to  the  woeful  time.     The  obscure  bird 
Clamour'd  the  livelong  night  :  some  say  the  earth 
Was  feverous  and  did  shake. 

Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  night. 

Len.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Re-enter  Mac  DUFF. 

Macd.  O  horror  !    horror  !    horror  !    Tongue    nor 
heart 
Cannot  conceive  nor  name  thee  1 

Macb.,  Len,  What  's  the  maUer  ? 
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Macd.   Confusion  now  lialh  made  his  master-piece  ! 
Most  sacrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  stole  thence 
The  life  o'  the  building. 

Macb.  What  is  't  you  say  ?  the  life  ? 

Len.   Mean  you  his  majesty  ? 

Macd.  Approach  the  chamber,   and   destroy  your 
sight 
With  a  new  Gorgon  :  do  not  bid  me  speak  ; 
See,  and  then  speak  yourselves. 

Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lennox. 
Awake  !  awake  ! 
Ring  the  alarum-bell.     Murder  and  treason  ! 
Banquo  and  Donalbain  !    Malcolm  !  awake  ! 
Shake  off  this  downy  sleep,  death's  counterfeit, 
And  look  on  death  itself!  up,  up,  and  see 
The  great  doom's  image  !    Malcolm  !    Banquo  ! 
As  from  your  graves  rise  up,  and  walk  like  sprites, 
To  countenance  this  horror  !    Ring  the  bell. 

Bell  7-i?tgs. 

Enter  Lady  MACBETH. 

Lady  M.  What  's  the  business, 
That  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  sleepers  of  the  house  ?  speak,  speak  ! 

Macd.  O  gentle  lady  ! 

'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  speak ; 
The  repetition  in  a  woman's  ear 
Would  murder  as  it  fell. 

Enter  Baxquo. 

O  Banquo  I    Banquo  ! 
Our  royal  master  's  murder'd  I 

Lady  M.  Woe,  alas  ! 

What  !  in  our  house  ? 

Ban.  Too  cruel  any  where. 
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Dear  Duff,  I  prilhee,  contradict  thyself, 
And  say  it  is  not  so. 

Re-enter  MACBETH  and  Lexxox. 

Macb.    Had  I  but  died  an  hour  before  this  chance 
I  had  liv'd  a  blessed  time  ;  for,  from  this  instant. 
There  's  nothing  serious  in  mortality, 
All  is  but  toys  ;  renown  and  grace  is  dead. 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Ente-  Malcolm  and  Dqxalbain, 

Don.   What  is  amiss  ? 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know  't  : 

The  spring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  stopp'd  ;  the  very  source  of  it  is  stopp'd. 

Macd.  Your  royal  father  's  murder'd. 

Mai.  O  !  by  whom  ? 

Len.  Those  of  his  chamber,  as  it  seem'd,  had  done  't : 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  wiih  blood  ; 
So  were  their  daggers,  which  unwip'd  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows : 

They  star'd,  and  were  distracted  ;  no  man's  life 
Was  to  be  trusted  with  them. 

Alacb.  O  !  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Macd.  \Vherefore  did  you  so? 

Macb.  Who  can  be   wise,   amaz'd,   temperate   and 
furious. 
Loyal  and  neutral,  in  a  moment  ?    Xo  man  : 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Outrun  the  pauser,  reason.     Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  silver  skin  lac'd  with  his  golden  blood  ; 
And  his  gash'd  stabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature 
For  ruin's  wasteful  entrance  :  there,  the  murderers. 
Steeped  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 


30  MACBETH  Act  u 

Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore :  who  could  refrain, 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage  to  make  's  love  known  ? 

Lady  M.  Help  me  hence,  ho  ! 

Macd.  Look  to  the  lady. 

Mai.  Aside  to  DOXALBAIN.    Why  do  we  hold  our 
tongues, 
That  most  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.  Aside  to  Malcolm,  \Yhat  should  be  spoken 
Here,  where  our  fate,  hid  in  an  auger-hole, 
May  rush  and  seize  us  ?    Let  's  away :  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Mai.  Aside  to  Doxalbaix.   Nor  our  strong  sorrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  motion. 

Bait.  Look  to  the  lady  : 

Lady  Macbeth  is  carried  out. 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 
That  suffer  in  exposure,  let  us  meet. 
And  question  this  most  bloody  piece  of  work, 
To  know  it  further.     Fears  and  scruples  shake  us  : 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  stand,  and  thence 
Against  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treasonous  malice. 

Macb.  And  so  do  I. 

All.  So  all. 

Macb.  Let  's  briefly  put  on  manly  readiness, 
And  meet  i'  the  hall  together. 

All.  Well  contented. 

Exeunt  all  hut  Malcolm  and  DoxALBAiN, 
Mai.  What  will  you  do  ?   Let  's  not  consort  with 
them : 
To  show  an  unfelt  sorrow  is  an  office 
Which  the  false  man  does  easy.     I  '11  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,  I ;  our  separated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  safer  :  where  we  are. 
There  's  daggers  in  men's  smiles  :  the  near  in  blood, 
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The  nearer  bloody. 

Alal.  This  murderous  shaft  that  's  shot 

Hath  not  yet  lighted,  and  our  safest  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim :  therefore,  to  horse  ; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 
But  shift  away :  there  's  warrant  in  that  theft 
Which  steals  itself  when  there  's  no  mercy  left. 

Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV.—  Without  the  Castle. 
Enter  Ross  and  an  old  Man. 

Old  Man,  Threescore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well ; 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time  I  have  seen 
Hours  dreadful  and  things  strange,  but  this  sore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

Ross.  Ah  !  good  father, 

Thou  seest,  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  act, 
Threaten  his  bloody  stage :  by  the  clock  'tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  strangles  the  travelling  lamp. 
Is  't  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  shame. 
That  darkness  does  the  face  of  earth  entomb. 
When  living  light  should  kiss  it  ? 

Old  Man.  'Tis  unnatural, 

Even  like  the  deed  that  's  done.     On  Tuesday  last, 
A  falcon,  towering  in  her  pride  of  place, 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kill'd. 

Ross,  And  Duncan's  horses,  a  thingmost  strange  and 
certain. 
Beauteous  and  swift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  stalls,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainst  obedience,  as  they  would  make 
War  with  mankind. 

Old  Man,  'Tis  said  they  eat  each  other. 

Ross.  They  did  so  ;  to  the  amazement  of  mine  eyes, 
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That  look'd  upon  't.     Here  comes  the  good  MacdutT. 

Enter  Macduff. 

How  goes  the  world,  sir,  now  ? 

Macd.  Why,  see  you  not  ? 

Ross.  Is 't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed  ? 

Macd.  Those  that  Macbeth  hath  slain. 

Ross.  Alas  the  day  ! 

What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.  They  were  suborn 'd. 

Malcolm  and  Donalbain,  the  king's  two  sons, 
Are  stol'n  away  and  fled,  which  puts  upon  them 
Suspicion  of  the  deed. 

Ross.  'Gainst  nature  still  ! 

Thriftless  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's  means  !    Then  'tis  most  like 
The  sovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.   He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  invested. 

Ross.  Where  is  Duncan's  body? 

Alacd.   Carried  to  Colmekill, 
The  sacred  storehouse  of  his  predecessors 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

Ross.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Mcud.  No,  cousin,  I  '11  to  Fife. 

Ross,  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.  Well,  may  you  see  things  well  done  there  : 
adieu  ! 
Lest  our  old  robes  sit  easier  than  our  new  ! 

Ross.  Fai'ewell,  father. 

Old  Man.   God's  iDenison  go  wiih  you  ;  and  with  those 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes  ! 

Exeunt. 
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ACT   III 

SCENE  \.— Forres.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Baxquo. 

Ban.  Thou  hast  it  now :  king,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  all, 
As  the  weird  women  promis'd  ;  and,  I  fear, 
Thou  play'dst  most  foully  for  't ;  yet  it  was  said 
It  should  not  stand  in  thy  posterity, 
But  that  myself  should  be  the  root  and  father 
Of  many  kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  speeches  shine, 
Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well. 
And  set  me  up  in  hope  ?   But,  hush  !  no  more. 

Sennet  sounded.  Enter  MACBETH ,  as  king :  Lady 
A  f AC  BETH,  as  queen  ;  LENNOX,  Ross,  Lords,  Ladies, 
and  Attendants. 

Macb.  Here  's  our  chief  guest. 

Lady  M.  If  he  had  been  forgotten 

It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  fenst, 
And  all-thing  unbecoming. 

Macb.  To-night  we  hold  a  solemn  supper,  sir. 
And  I  '11  request  your  presence. 

Ban.  Let  your  highness 

Command  upon  me  ;  to  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a  most  indissoluble  tie 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  We  should  have  else  desir'd  your  good  advice, 
Which  still  hath  been  both  grave  and  prosperous. 
In  this  day's  council ;  but  we  '11  take  to-morrow. 
X.  D 


34  MACBETH  Act  hi 

Is  't  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban,  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'Twixt  this  and  supper ;  go  not  my  horse  the  better, 
I  must  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb,  Fail  not  our  feast. 

Ban,  My  lord,  I  will  not. 

]\lacb.   We  hear  our  bloody  cousins  are  bestow'd 
In  England  and  in  Ireland,  not  confessing 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  strange  invention  ;  but  of  that  to-morrow, 
When  therewithal  we  shall  have  cause  of  state 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  you  to  horse  ;  adieu, 
Till  you  return  at  night.     Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

^an.  Ay,  my  good  lord  :  our  time  does  call  upon  's. 

Macb,  I  wish  your  horses  swift  and  sure  of  foot ; 
And  so  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewell.  Exit  Baxquo, 

Let  every  man  be  master  of  his  time 
Till  seven  at  night,  to  make  society 
The  sweeter  welcome  ;  we  will  keep  ourself 
Till  supper-time  alone  ;  while  then,  God  be  with  you  ! 
Exeunt  all  but  Macbeth  and  an  Attendant. 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you.     Attend  those  men 
Our  pleasure  ? 

Atten.  They  are,  my  lord,  \\  ithout  the  palace  gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  us.  Exit  Attendant. 

To  be  thus  is  nothing, 
But  to  be  safely  thus.     Our  fears  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep,  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd :  'tis  much  he  dares, 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind, 
He  hath  a  wisdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  act  in  safety.     There  is  none  but  he 
Whose  being  I  do  fear  ;  and  under  him 
My  genius  is  rebuk'd,  as  it  is  said 
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Mark  Antony's  was  by  Caesar.     He  chid  the  sisters 

When  first  they  put  the  name  of  king  upon  me, 

And  bade  them  speak  to  him  ;  then,  prophet-like, 

They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  kings. 

Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitless  crown, 

And  put  a  barren  sceptre  in  my  gripe, 

Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  hand, 

No  son  of  mine  succeeding.     If  't  be  so. 

For  Banquo's  issue  have  I  fil'd  my  mind  ; 

For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murder 'd ; 

Put  rancours  in  the  vessel  of  my  peace 

Only  for  them  ;  and  mine  eternal  jewel 

Given  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 

To  make  them  kings,  the  seed  of  Banquo  kings  ! 

Rather  than  so,  come  fate  into  the  list, 

And  champion  me  to  the  utterance  !    Who  's  there  ? 

Re-enter  Attendant^  xvith  two  Murderers. 

Now  go  to  the  door,  and  stay  there  till  we  call. 

Exit  Attendant. 
Was  it  not  yesterday  we  spoke  together  ? 

First  Mur.  It  was  so  please  your  highness. 

Macb.  Well  then,  now 

Have  you  consider'd  of  my  speeches  ?  Know 
That  it  was  he  in  the  times  past  which  held  you 
So  under  fortune,  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  self.     This  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  last  conference,  pass'd  in  probation  with  you. 
How  you  were  borne  in  hand,  how  cross'd,  the  instrft- 

ments, 
Who  wrought  with  them,  and  all  things  else  that  might 
To  half  a  soul  and  to  a  notion  craz'd 
Say  'Thus  did  Banquo.' 

First  Mur.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 

Macb.  I  did  so  ;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  second  meeting.     Do  you  find 
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Your  patience  so  predominant  in  your  nature 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?   Are  you  so  gospell'd 
To  pray  for  this  good  man  and  for  his  issue, 
Whose  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

First  Miir.  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men  ; 
As  hounds  and  greyhounds,  mongrels,  spaniels,  curs, 
Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  clept 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs  :  the  valu'd  file 
Distinguishes  the  swift,  the  slow,  the  subtle, 
The  housekeeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  clos'd  ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike  :  and  so  of  men. 
Now,  if  you  have  a  station  in  the  file, 
Not  i'  the  worst  rank  of  manhood,  say  it ; 
And  I  will  put  that  business  in  your  bosoms, 
Whose  execution  takes  your  enemy  off. 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  health  but  sickly  in  his  life, 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfect. 

Second  Miir.  I  am  one,  my  liege. 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  so  incens'd  that  I  am  reckless  what 
I  do  to  spite  the  world. 

First  Mur.  And  I  another 

So  weary  with  disasters,  tugg'd  with  fortune. 
That  I  would  set  my  life  on  any  chance. 
To  mend  it  or  be  rid  on  't. 

'Macb.  Both  of  you 

Know  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

Second  Mur.  True,  my  lord. 

Macb.   So  is  he  mine  ;  and  in  such  bloody  distance 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrugts 
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Against  my  neai'st  of  life  :  and  though  I  could 
With  bare-fac'd  power  sweep  him  from  my  sight 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it,  yet  I  must  not, 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine. 
Whose  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall 
Who  I  myself  struck  down  ;  and  thence  it  is 
That  I  to  your  assistance  do  make  love, 
Masking  the  business  from  the  common  eye 
For  sundry  weighty  reasons. 

Second  Mur.  We  shall,  my  lord, 

Perform  what  you  command  us. 

First  Mur.  Though  our  lives — 

Macb.  Your  spirits  shine  through  you.    ^^'ithin  this 
hour  at  most 
I  will  advise  you  where  to  plant  yourselves, 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  spy  o'  the  time, 
The  moment  on  't ;  for  't  must  be  done  to-night, 
And  something  from  the  palace  ;  always  thought 
That  I  require  a  clearness  :  and  with  him. 
To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work, 
Fleance  his  son,  that  keeps  him  company. 
Whose  absence  is  no  less  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  must  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour.     Resolve  yourselves  apart ; 
I  '11  come  to  you  anon. 

Second  Mur.  We  are  resolv'd,  my  lord. 

Macb.  I  '11  call  upon  you  straight  :  abide  within. 

Exeunt  Murderers. 
It  is  concluded:  Banquo,  thy  soul's  flight. 
If  it  find  heaven,  must  find  it  oul  to-night.  Exit, 
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SCENE  11. — The  Same.  Another  Room  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  Lady  MACBETH  and  a  Servant. 

Lady  31.   Is  Banquo  gone  from  court  ? 

Se>-z'.  Ay,  madam,  but  returns  again  to-night. 

Lady  M.   Say  to  the  king,  I  would  attend  his  leisure 
P'or  a  few  words. 

Se}-v.  Madam,  I  will.  Exit. 

Lady  M.  Nought 's  had,  all 's  spent. 

Where  our  desire  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  safer  to  be  that  which  we  destroy 
Than  by  destruction  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

E7iter  Macbeth. 

How  now,  my  lord  !  why  do  you  keep  alone, 

Of  sorriest  fancies  your  companions  making, 

Using  those  thoughts  which  should  indeed  have  died 

With  them  they  think  on  ?  Things  without  all  remedy 

Should  be  without  regard  :  what 's  done  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  scotch'd  the  snake,  not  kill'd  it  : 
vShe  '11  close  and  be  herself,  whilst  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  disjoint,  both  the  worlds 

suffer, 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  sleep 
In  the  affliction  of  these  terrible  dreams 
That  shake  us  nightly.     Better  be  with  the  dead, 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  peace,  have  sent  to  peace, 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  restless  ecstacy.     Duncan  is  in  his  grave  ; 
After  life's  fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well ; 
Treason  has  done  his  worst :  nor  steel,  nor  poison, 
Malice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing 
Can  touch  him  further  ! 


Scene  ii  MACBETH  39 

Lady  M.  Come  on  ; 

Gentle  my  lord,  sleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks  ; 
Be  bright  and  jovial  among  your  guests  to-night. 

Macb.  So  shall  I,  love  ;  and  so,  I  pray,  be  you. 
Let  your  remembrance  apply  to  Banquo  ; 
Present  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue  : 
Unsafe  the  -while,  that  we 

Must  lave  our  honours  in  these  flattering  streams, 
And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearts, 
Disguising  what  they  are. 

Lady  J/.  You  must  leave  this. 

Macb.  O  !  full  of  scorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  j 
Thou  know'st  that  Banquo  and  his  Fleance  lives. 

Lady  J/.   But  in  them  nature's  copy  's  not  eterne. 

Macb.  There  's  comfort  yet ;  they  are  assailable  ;  , 
Then  be  thou  jocund.     Ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
His  cloister'd  flight,  ere  to  black  Hecate's  summons 
The  shard-borne  beetle  with  his  drowsy  hums 
Hath  mng  night's  yawning  peal,  there  shall  be  doile 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady  M.  What  's  to  be  done  ? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearest  chuck, 
Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.     Come,  seeling  night. 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day, 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  invisible  hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale  !   Light  thickens,  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood  ; 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse, 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  preys  do  rouse. 
Thou  marvell'st  at  my  words  :  but  hold  thee  still ; 
Things  bad  begim  make  strong  themselves  by  ill. 
So,  prithee,  go  ^^•ith  me.  ExeuHli 
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SCENE  \\\.  —  The  Same.     A  Park,  ivith  a  Road 
leading  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  three  Murderers. 

First  Miir.   Cut  wlio  did  bid  thee  join  with  us  ? 

Third  Miir.  Macbeth. 

Second  Mur.  He  needs  not  our  mistrust,  since  he 
delivers 
Our  offices  and  what  we  have  to  do 
To  the  direction  just. 

First  Mur.  Then  stand  with  us. 

The  west  yet  glimmers  with  some  streaks  of  day  : 
Now  spurs  the  lated  traveller  apace 
To  gain  the  timely  inn ;  and  near  approaches 
The  subject  of  our  watch. 

Third  Mur.  Hark  !  I  hear  horses. 

Ban.    Within.   Give  us  a  light  there,  ho  ! 

Second  Mur.  Then  it  is  he  :  the  rest 

That  are  within  the  note  of  expectation 
Already  are  i'  the  court. 

First  Mur.  His  horses  go  about. 

Third  Mur.  Almost  a  mile  ;  but  he  does  usually, 
So  all  men  do,  from  hence  to  the  palace  gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Second  Mur.  A  light,  a  light ! 

■  Enter  Faxquo,  and  Fleaxce  with  a  torch. 

Third  Mur.  'Tis  he. 

First  Mur.  Stand  to  't. 

Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

First  Mur.  Let  it  come  down. 

They  set  upon  Ban  QUO. 
ban.  O,  treachery !    Fly,  good  Fleance,  fly,  fly,  fly  ! 
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Thou  may'st  revenge.     O  slave  ! 

Dies.     Fleaxce  escapes. 
Third  Mur.   Who  did  strike  out  the  light? 
First  Mur.  Was  't  not  the  way  ? 

Third  Mur.  There  's  but  one  down  ;  the  son  is  fled. 
Second  Mur.  We  have  lost 

Best  half  of  our  affair. 
Fij-st  Mur.  Well,  let 's  away,  and  say  how  much  is 
done.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  IX.—TheSame.  A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

A  banquet  prepared.     Enter  Macbeth,  Lady  Mac- 
beth, Ross,  Lennox,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Macb.  You  know  your  own  degrees ;  sit  down  :  at 
first  and  last 
The  hearty  welcome. 

I^ords.  Thanks  to  your  majesty. 

Macb.  Ourself  will  mingle  with  society 
And  play  the  humble  host. 
Our  hostess  keeps  her  state,  but  in  best  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

Lady  M.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  sir,  to  all  our  friends  ; 
For  my  heart  speaks  they  are  welcome. 

Enter  First  Murderer,  to  the  door. 

Macb.  See,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts' 
thanks. 
Both  sides  are  even  :  here  I  '11  sit  1'  the  midst : 
Be  large  in  mirth ;  anon  we  '11  drink  a  measure 
The  table  round.  Approaching  the  door. 

There  's  blood  upon  thy  face. 
Alur.  'Tis  Banquo's  then. 
Alacb.  'Tis  better  thee  without  than  he  within. 
Is  he  dispatch'd  ? 
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Miir.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut ;  that  t  did  for  him. 

JMacb.  Thou  art  the  best  o'  the  cut-throats ;  yet  he  's 
good 
That  did  the  hke  for  Fleance  :  if  thoii  didst  it, 
Thou  art  the  nonpareil. 

Mur.  Most  royal  sir, 

Fleance  is  'scap'd. 

Macb,  Then  comes  my  fit  again  :   I  had  else  been 
perfect ; 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock, 
As  broad  and  general  as  the  casing  air  : 
But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  saucy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Banquo  's  safe  ? 

Mur,  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  safe  in  a  ditch  he  bides. 
With  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  his  head  ; 
The  least  a  death  to  nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that. 

There  the  grown  serpent  lies  ;  the  worm  that 's  fled 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed. 
No  teeth  for  the  present.     Get  thee  gone  ;  to-morrow 
We  '11  hear  ourselves  again.  Exit  Miirderc)\ 

Lady  M.  My  royal  lord. 

You  do  not  give  the  cheer :  the  feast  is  sold 
That  is  not  often  vouch'd,  while  'tis  a-making, 
'Tis  given  with  ^Aelcome  :  to  feed  were  best  at  home  j 
From  thence,  the  sauce  to  meat  is  ceremony  ; 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

Macb,  Sweet  remembrancer  ! 

Now  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both  I 

Len.  May  't  please  your  highness  sit. 

The  Ghost  of  Baxquo  enters,  and  sits  in  Macbeth' s 
place, 

Macb.  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  roofd, 
Were  the  grac'd  pcrcon  of  our  Banquo  present ; 
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Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkuKlness 
Than  pity  for  mischance  ! 

Ross,  His  absence,  sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  his  promise.     Please  't  your  highness 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company. 

Macb.  The  table  's  full. 

Len,  Here  is  a  place  reserv'd,  sir. 

Macb.  Where? 

Len,  Here,  my  good  lord,     What  is  't  that  moves 
your  highness  ? 

Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this? 

Lords.  What ,  my  good  lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it :  never  shake 
Tliy  gory  locks  at  me. 

Ross.  Gentlemen,  rise  ;  his  highness  is  not  well. 

Lady  M.  Sit,  worthy  friends  :  my  lord  is  often  thus, 
And  hath  been  from  Iris  youth  :  pray  you,  keep  seat ; 
The  fit  is  momentary  ;  upon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well.     If  much  you  note  him 
You  shall  offend  him  and  extend  his  passion  : 
Feed  and  regard  him  not.     Are  you  a  man  ? 

Macb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil. 

Lady  M.  O  proper  stuff  I 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  ; 
This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger  which,  you  said, 
Led  you  to  Duncan.     O  I  these  flaws  and  starts. 
Impostors  to  true  fear,  would  well  become 
A  woman's  story  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authoriz'd  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itself ! 
Why  do  you  make  such  faces  ?  When  all 's  done 
You  look  but  on  a  stool. 

Macb.   Prithee,  see  there  !  behold  !  look  I  lo  I  how 
say  you  ? 
Why,  what  care  I?  If  thou  canst  nod,  speak  too. 
If  charnel-houses  and  our  graves  must  send 
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Those  that  we  bury  back,  our  monuments 

Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  Ghost  vanishes. 

Lady  M.  \Vhat  !  quite  unmanned  in  folly? 

Macb.  If  I  stand  here,  1  saw  him. 

Lady  M.  Fie,  for  shame  ! 

Mad'.   Blood  hath  been  shed  ere  now,  i'  the  olden 
time, 
Ere  human  statute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal  ; 
Ay,  and  since  too,  murders  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear :  the  time  has  been, 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die, 
And  there  an  end  ;  but  now  they  rise  again. 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  from  our  stools  :  this  is  more  strange 
Than  such  a  murder  is. 

Lady  M.  My  worthy  lord, 

Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  do  forget. 

Do  not  muse  at  me,  my  most  worthy  friends  ; 
I  have  a  strange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  those  that  know  me.     Come,  love  and  health  to  all  ; 
Then,  I'll  sit  down.     Give  me  some  wine  ;  fill  full : 
I  drink  to  the  general  joy  o'  the  whole  table, 
And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  miss  ; 
Would  he  were  here  !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirst, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lord.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

Re-enter  Ghost. 

Macb.   Avaunt  !  and  quit  my  sight  !  Let  the  earth 
hide  thee  ! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold  ; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with. 

LMdy  M.  Think  of  this,  good  peers, 

But  as  a  thing  of  custom  :  'tis  no  other  ; 
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Only  it  spoils  the  pleasure  of  the  lime. 

Macb.   What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Russian  bear, 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger  ; 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble  :  or  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  desert  with  thy  sword  ; 
If  trembling  I  inhabit  then,  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  shadow  ! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence  !  Ghost  vanishes. 

Why,  so  ;  being  gone, 
I  am  a  man  again.     Pray  you,  sit  still. 

Lady  M.  You  have  displac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the 
good  meeting, 
\Viih  most  admir'd  disorder. 

Macb.  Can  such  things  be. 

And  overcome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud. 
Without  our  special  wonder  ?     You  make  me  strange 
,Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe, 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  such  sights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks. 
When  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Ross.  What  sights,  my  lord  ? 

Lady  M.  I  pray  you,  speak  not ;  he  grows  worse  and 
\Aorse ; 
Question  enrages  him.     At  once,  good  night : 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 
But  go  at  once. 

Len.  Good  night ;  and  better  health 

Attend  his  majesty  I 

Lady  M.  A  kind  good  night  to  all  ! 

Exeunt  Lords  and  Attendants. 

^Lacb.  It  will  have  blood,  they  say  ;  l^lood  will  have 
blood  : 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move  and  trees  to  speak ; 
Augurs  and  understood  relations  have 
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By  magot-pies  and  choughs  and  rooks  brought  forth 
The  secret'st  man  of  blood.     What  is  the  night? 

Lady  M.  Almost  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is 
which. 

Mach.  How  say'st  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his 
person 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady  M.  Did  you  send  to  him,  sir? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way  ;  but  I  will  semi. 
There  's  not  a  one  of  them  but  in  his  house 
I  keep  a  servant  fee'd.     I  will  to-morrow, 
And  betimes  I  will,  to  the  weird  sisters  : 
More  shall  they  speak  ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worst  means,  the  worst.     For  mine  own  good 
All  causes  shall  give  way  :  I  am  in  blood 
Stepp'd  in  so  far,  that,  should  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er. 
vStrange  things  I  have  in  head  that  will  to  hand, 
Which  must  be  acted  ere  they  may  be  scann'd. 

Lady  M.  You  lack  the  season  of  all  natures,  sleep. 

Macb.  Come,  we  '11  to  sleep.     My  strange  and  self- 
abuse 
Is  the  initiate  fear  that  wants  hard  use  : 
We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  v.— ^  Heath. 
Thiindei'.    Enter  the  three  Witches,  meeting Hfx ATE. 

First  Witch.  Why,  how  now,  Hecate  !   you  look 
angerly. 

Hec.  Have  I  not  reason,  beldams  as  you  are, 
Saucy  and  overbold  ?    Ho\\'  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic  with  Macbeth 
In  riddles  and  affairs  of  death  : 
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And  I,  the  mistress  of  your  charms, 

The  close  contriver  of  all  harms, 

Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 

Or  show  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 

And,  which  is  worse,  all  you  have  done 

Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  son, 

Spiteful  and  wrathful ;  who,  as  others  do. 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 

But  make  amends  now  :  get  you  gone. 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 

Meet  me  i'  the  morning  :  thither  he 

AYill  come  to  know  his  destiny  : 

Your  vessels  and  your  spells  provide. 

Your  charms  and  every  thing  beside. 

I  am  for  the  air ;  this  night  I  '11  spend 

Unto  a  dismal  and  a  fatal  end  : 

Great  business  must  be  wrought  ere  noon  : 

Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 

There  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound  ; 

I  '11  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  : 

And  that  distill'd  by  magic  sleights 

Shall  raise  such  artificial  sprites 

As  by  the  strength  of  their  illusion 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confusion  : 

He  shall  spurn  fate,  scorn  death,  and  bear 

His  hopes  'bove  wisdom,  grace,  and  fear  j 

And  you  all  know  security 

Is  mortals'  chiefest  enemy. 

Music  and  a  song  within  :  *  Come  away,  come 

away, '  etc. 

Hark  !  I  am  call'd  ;  my  little  spirit,  see, 

Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  stays  for  me.  Exit. 

First  Witch.  Come,  let 's  make  haste  ;  she  '11  soon 

be  back  again.  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  N\.— Forres.     A  Room  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  Lex.\OX  atid  another  Lord. 

Len.  My  former  speeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts, 
Which  can  interpret  further  :  only,  I  say, 
Thingsh.ive  been  strangely  borne.  Thegracious  Duncan 
Was  pitied  of  Macbeth  :  marry,  he  was  dead  : 
And  the  right-valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late ; 
Whom,  you  may  say,  if 't  please  you,  Fleance  kill'd, 
For  Fleance  fled  :  men  must  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought  how  monstrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm  and  for  Donalbain 
To  kill  their  gracious  father  ?  damned  fact  ! 
How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth  !  did  he  not  straight 
In  pious  rage  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  slaves  of  drink  and  thralls  of  sleep? 
Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?  Ay,  and  wisely  too  ; 
P'or  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive 
To  hear  the  men  deny 't.     So  that,  I  say, 
He  has  borne  all  things  well ;  and  I  do  think 
That  had  he  Duncan's  sons  under  his  key, 
As,  an  't  please  heaven,  he  shall  not,  they  should  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  father  ;  so  should  Fleance. 
But,  peace !  for  from  broad  words,  and  'cause  he  fail'd 
His  presence  at  the  tyrant's  feast,  I  hear 
Macduff  lives  in  disgrace.     Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  bestows  himself? 

Lord.  The  son  of  Duncan, 

From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth^ 
Lives  in  the  English  court,  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  most  pious  Edward  with  such  grace 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  respect.     Thither  Macduff 
Is  gone  to  pray  the  holy  king,  upon  his  aid 
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To  wake  Northumberland  and  war-like  Siward ; 
That,  by  the  help  of  these,  with  him  above 
To  ratify  the  work,  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  sleep  to  our  nights, 
Free  from  our  feasts  and  banquets  bloody  knives, 
Do  faithful  homage  and  receive  free  honours  ; 
All  which  we  pine  for  now.     And  th.is  report 
Hath  so  exasperate  the  king  that  he 
Prepares  for  some  attempt  of  war. 

Lett,  Sent  he  to  Macduff  ? 

Lord.  He  did:  and  with  an  absolute  'Sir,  not  I,' 
The  cloudy  messenger  turns  me  his  back. 
And  hums,  as  who  should  say,  *  You  '11  rue  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  answer.' 

Len  And  that  well  miglit 

Advise  him  to  a  caution  to  hold  what  distance 
His  wisdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  court  of  England  and  unfold 
His  message  ere  he  come,  that  a  swift  blessing 
May  soon  return  to  this  our  suffering  country 
Under  a  hand  accurs'd  ! 

Lord,  I  '11  send  my  prayers  wiih  him. 

Examt. 


ACT  IV 

SCENE  I. — A  Cavern.     Ln  the  middle,  a  boiling 
Cauldron. 

Thtinder.     Enter  the  three  Witches. 

First  Witch.  Thrice  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 
Second  Witch.  Thrice  and  once  the  hedge-pig  whin'd. 
Third  Witch.   Harpier  cries  :    'Tis  time,  'tis  time. 
First  Witch.   Round  about  the  cauldron  go  ; 
In  the  poison'd  entrails  throw. 

X.  K 
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Toad,  that  under  cold  stone 
Days  and  nights  has  thirty-one 
Swelter'd  venom  sleeping  got, 
Boil  thou  first  i'  the  charmed  pot. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire  bum  and  cauldron  bubble. 

Second  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  snake, 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake  ; 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog, 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  sting, 
Lizard's  leg,  and  howlet's  wing, 
For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble, 
Like  a  hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble. 

Third  Witch.   Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf, 
Witches'  mummy,  maw  and  gulf 
Of  the  ravin'd  salt-sea  shark, 
Root  of  hemlock  digg'd  i'  the  dark. 
Liver  of  blaspheming  Jew, 
Gall  of  goat,  and  slips  of  yew  , 

Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipse, 
Nose  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips, 
Finger  of  birth-strangled  babe 
Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  drab, 
Make  the  grael  thick  and  slab  : 
Add  thereto  a  tiger's  chaudron, 
For  the  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire  burn  and  cauldron  bubble. 

Second  Witch.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood, 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Heca  te. 

Hec.  0  !  well  done  !  I  commend  your  pains, 
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And  every  one  shall  share  i'  the  gains. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  sing, 
Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring, 
Enchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

Music  and  a  Song,  '  Black  spirits,^  etc. 
Second  JVitch.   By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs, 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes. 
Open,  locks. 
Whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  How  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight 
hags  ! 
"What  is  't  you  do  ? 

All.  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Mcicb.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profess, 
Howe'er  you  come  to  know  it,  answer  me  : 
Though  you  untie  the  winds  and  let  them  fight 
Against  the  churches  ;  though  the  yesty  waves 
Confound  and  swallow  navigation  up  ; 
Though  bladed  corn  je  lodg'd  and  trees  blown  down  ; 
Though  castles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads  ; 
Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  slope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations  ;  though  the  treasure 
Of  nature's  germens  tumble  all  together, 
Even  till  destruction  sicken  ;  answer  me 
To  what  I  ask  you. 

First  Witch.  Speak. 

Second  Witch,  Demand. 

Third  Witch.  We  '11  answer. 

First  Witch.  Say  if  thou'dst  rather  hear  it  from 
our  mouths, 
Or  from  our  masters  ? 

Macb.  Call  'em ;  let  me  see  'em. 

First  Witch.  Pour  in  sow's  blood,  that  hath  eatert 
Her  nine  farrow  ;  grease  that 's  sweaten 
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From  the  murckrer's  gibbet  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

AIL  Come,  high  or  low  ; 

Thyself  and  office  deftly  show. 

Thunder.     First  Apparition,  an  armed  Head> 

Mach.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power, — 
First  Witch.  He  knows  thy  thought : 

Hear  his  speech,  but  say  thou  nought. 
First  App.  Macbeth !  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  !  beware 
Macduff ; 
Beware  the  Thane  of  Fife.     Dismiss  me.     Enough. 

Descends. 

Macb.  Whatever  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution  thanks; 

Thou  hast  harp'd  my  fear  aright.    But  one  word  more, — 

First  Witch.  He  will  not  be  commanded  :  here  's 

another, 

More  potent  than  the  first. 

Thunder.     Second  Apparition,  a  bloody  Child, 

Second  App.  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  ! 

Macb.  Had  I  three  ears,  I  'd  hear  thee. 

Second  App.   Be  bloody,  bold,  and  resolute;  laugli 
to  scorn 
The  power  of  man,  for  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  Descends, 

Macb.  Then  live,  Macduff :  what  need  I  fear  of  thee? 
But  yet  I  '11  make  assurance  double  sure, 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate  :  thou  shalt  not  live ; 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lies, 
And  sleep  in  spite  of  thunder. 

Thtinder.     Third  Apparition,  a  Child  croivnedj 
with  a  tree  in  his  hand. 

What  is  this 
That  rises  like  the  issue  of  a  king, 
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And  wears  upon  his  baby  bvow  the  round 
And  top  of  sovereignty  ? 

All.  Listen,  but  speak  not  to 't. 

Thit'd  App.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud,  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  M'here  conspirers  are  : 
Macbeth  shall  never  vanquish'd  be  until 
Great  Birnani  wood  to  high  Dunsinane  hill 
Shall  come  against  him.  Descends. 

Macb.  That  will  never  be  : 

Who  can  impress  the  forest,  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root?  Sweet  bodements  !  good  ! 
Rebellion's  head,  rise  never  till  the  wood 
Of  Birnam  rise,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  lease  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time  and  mortal  custom.     Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing  :  tell  me,  if  your  art 
Can  tell  so  much,  shall  Banquo's  issue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Macb,  I  will  be  satisfied  :  deny  me  this. 
And  an  eternal  curse  fall  on  you  !    Let  me  know. 
Why  sinks  that  cauldron  ?  and  what  noise  is  this  ? 

Hautboys, 

First  Witch.   Show  ! 

Second  Witch.   Show  ! 

Third  Witch.  Show  ! 

All.  Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart ; 
Come  like  shadows,  so  depart. 

A  shotv  0/ Eight  Kings,  the  last  with  a  glass  in  his 
hand ;  BANQUds  Ghost  follojving. 

Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  spirit  of  Banquo;  down  ! 
Thy  crown  does  sear  mine  eye-balls  :  and  thy  hair, 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  first : 
A  third  is  like  the  former.     Filthy  hags  ! 
Why  do  you  show  me  this?    A  fourth  !    Start,  eyes  ! 
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What  !  will  the  line  stretch  out  to  the  crack  of  doom? 
Another  yet !    A  seventh  !    I  '11  see  no  more  : 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glass 
Which  shows  me  many  more  ;  and  some  I  see 
That  two-fold  balls  and  treble  sceptres  cany. 
Horrible  sight !    Now,  I  see,  'tis  true  ; 
For  the  blood-bolter'd  Banquo  smiles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his.  Apparitions  vanish. 

What  !  is  this  so  ? 

First  Witch.  Ay,  sir,  all  this  is  so  ;  but  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? 
Come,  sisters,  cheer  we  up  his  sprites, 
And  show  the  best  of  our  delights. 
I  '11  charm  the  air  to  give  a  sound. 
While  you  perform  your  antick  round, 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  say, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay. 

Music.     The  Watches  dance,  and  then  vanish 
with  Heca  te. 

Macb.  Where  are  they  ?  Gone?    Let  this  pernicious 
hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar  ! 
Come  in,  without  there  ! 

Enter  Lexxox. 

Lcn.  What 's  your  grace's  will  ? 

Macb.   Sa\v  you  the  weird  sisters  ? 

Lcn.  No,  my  lord. 

Macb,  Came  they  not  by  you? 

Len.  No  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb.   Infected  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride, 
And  damn'd  all  those  that  trust  them  !  I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horse  :  w^ho  was 't  came  by  ? 

Len.  'Tis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you  word 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 

Macb.  Fled  to  England  ! 
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/cv/.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.    Aside.    Time,    thou  anticipat'st   my   dread 
exploits  J 
The  flighty  purpose  never  is  o'ertook 
Unless  the  deed  go  with  it  ;  from  this  moment 
The  very  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand.     And  even  now, 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be  it  thought  and  done  : 
The  castle  of  Macduff  I  will  surprise  ; 
Seize  upon  Fife ;  give  to  the  edge  o'  the  sword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  souls 
That  trace  him  in  his  line.     No  boasting  like  a  fool ; 
This  deed  I  '11  do  before  this  purpose  cool : 
But  no  more  sights  !     Where  are  these  gentlemen  ? 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  II.— Fife.     Macduff's  Castle. 
Enter  Lady  Macduff,  her  Son,  and  Ross. 

Z.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the 
land  ? 

Ross.  You  must  have  patience,  madam. 

L.  Macd.  He  had  none  : 

His  flight  was  madness  :  when  our  actions  do  not, 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

Ross.  You  know  not 

Whether  it  was  his  wisdom  or  his  fear. 

Z.  Macd.  Wisdom  !  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his 
babes. 
His  mansion  and  his  titles  in  a  place 
From  whence  himself  does  fly  ?    He  loves  us  not ; 
He  wants  the  natural  touch  ;  for  the  poor  wren, 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight. 
Her  young  ones  in  her  nest,  against  the  owl. 
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All  is  the  fear  and  nothing  is  the  love  ; 
As  little  is  the  wisdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  against  all  reason. 

Ross.  My  dearest  coz, 

I  pray  you,  school  yourself:  but  for  your  husband, 
He  is  noble,  wise,  judicious,  and  best  knows 
The  fits  o'  the  season.     I  dare  not  speak  much  further  ; 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors 
And  do  not  know  ourselves,  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear, 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  sea 
Each  way  and  move.      I  take  my  leave  of  you  : 
Shall  not  be  long  but  I  '11  be  here  again. 
Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before.     My  pretty  cousin, 
Blessing  upon  you  ! 

Z.  Macd.  Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he  's  fatherless. 

Ross.   I  am  so  much  a  fool,  should  I  stay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  disgrace  and  your  discomfort : 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  Exit. 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  father  's  dead  : 

And  what  will  you  do  now?   How  will  you  live? 

Soji.  As  birds  do,  mother. 

L.  Macd.  What  !  with  worms  and  flies  ? 

Son.  With  what  I  get,  I  mean  ;  and  so  do  they. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  bird  !  thou  'dst  never  fear  the  ne^  nor 
lime, 
The  pitfall  nor  the  gin. 

Son.  Why  should  I,  mother?  Poor  birds  they  are  not 
set  for. 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  sayipg, 

L.  Macd.  Yes,  he  is  dead  :  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a 
father  ? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  husband  ? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son.  Then  you  '11  buy  'em  to  cell  again. 
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Z.  Macd.  Thou  speak'st  with  all  thy  wit ;  and  yet, 
i'  faith, 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother? 

Z.  Macd,  Ay,  that  lie  was. 

Son.  What  is  a  traitor  ? 

Z.  Macd.   Why,  one  that  swears  and  lies. 
.    Son.  And  be  all  traitors  that  do  so  ? 

Z.  Macd.  Every  one  that  does  so  is  a  traitor,  and 
must  be  hanged. 

Son.  And  must  they  all  be  hanged  that  swear  and  lie? 

Z.  Macd.   Every  one. 

Son.   Who  must  hang  them  ? 

Z.  Macd.   Why,  the  honest  men. 

Son.  Then  the  liars  and  swearers  are  fools,  for  there 
are  liars  and  swearers  enough  to  beat  the  honest  men 
and  hang  up  them. 

Z.  Macd.  Now  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey  !  But 
how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you  'd  weep  for  him  :  if )  ou 
would  not,  it  were  a  good  sign  that  I  should  quickly 
have  a  new  father. 

Z.  Macd.  Poor  prattler,  how  thou  talk'st ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Bless  you,  fair  dame  !  I  am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  state  of  honour  I  am  perfect. 
I  doubt  some  danger  does  approach  you  nearly  : 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 
Be  not  found  here  ;  hence,  with  your  little  ones. 
To  fright  you  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too  savage ; 
To  do  worse  to  you  were  fell  cruelty. 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  person.    Heaven  preserve  you  ! 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  Exit. 

L.  Macd.  Whither  should  I  fly  ? 

I  have  done  no  harm.     But  I  remember  now 
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I  am  in  this  earthly  world,  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable,  to  do  good  sometime 
Accounted  dangerous  folly  ;  why  then,  alas  ! 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence. 
To  say  I  have  done  no  harm  ? 

Enter  Murderers. 

What  are  these  faces  ? 
First  Mur.   \Yhere  is  your  husband  ? 
Z.  Macd.  I  hope  in  no  place  so  unsanctified 
Where  such  as  thou  may'st  find  him. 
First  Mur.  He  's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  liest,  thou  shag-hair'd  villain  ! 
First  Mur.  What  !  you  tgg. 

Stabbing  him. 
Young  fry  of  treachery  ! 

Son.  He  has  kill'd  me,  mother  : 

Run  awa)',  I  pray  you.  Dies. 

Exit  Lady  Macduff,  crying  '■Murder,^  and 
pursued  by  the  Murderers. 

SCENE  HI. — England.     Before  the  King's  Palace, 
Enter  MALCOLM  and  Macduff. 

Mai.  Let  us  seek  out  some  desolate  shade,  and  there 
Weep  our  sad  bosoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 

Hold  fast  the  mortal  sword,  and  like  good  men 
Bestride  our  down-fall'n  birthdom  ;  each  new  morn 
New  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry,  new  sorrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  resounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland  and  yell'd  out 
Like  syllable  of  dolour. 

Mai.  What  I  believe  I  '11  wail, 

What  know  believe,  and  what  I  can  redress. 
As  I  shall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
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What  you  have  spoke,  it  may  be  so  perchance. 
This  tyrant,  whose  sole  name  blisters  our  tongues, 
Was  once  thought  honest :  you  have  lov'd  him  well ; 
Hehathnottouch'dyouyet.   lam  young;  butsomething 
You  may  deserve  of  him  through  me,  and  wisdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor,  innocent  lamb 
To  appease  an  angry  god. 

Macd,  I  am  not  treacherous. 

Mai.  But  Macbeth  is. 

A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  charge.    But  I  shall  crave  your  pardon  ; 
That  which  you  are  my  thoughts  cannot  transpose ; 
Angels  are  bright  still,  though  the  brightest  fell ; 
Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace. 
Yet  grace  must  still  look  so. 

Macd.  I  have  lost  my  hopes. 

Mai.  Perchance  even  there  where  I  did  find  my 
doubts. 
Why  in  that  rawness  left  you  wife  and  child, 
Those  precious  motives,  those  strong  knots  of  love, 
Without  leave-taking?   I  pray  you, 
Let  not  my  jealousies  be  your  dishonours, 
But  mine  own  safeties  :  you  may  be  rightly  just, 
Whatever  I  shall  think. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country  ! 

Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  basis  sure. 
For  goodness  dare  not  check  thee  !    wear  thou  thy 

wrongs  ; 
The  title  is  affeer'd  !    Fare  thee  well,  lord  : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think'st. 
For  the  whole  space  that 's  in  the  tyrant's  grasp. 
And  the  rich  East  to  boot. 

Mai.  Be  not  offended  : 

I  speak  not  as  in  absolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think  our  country  sinks  beneath  the  yoke ; 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a  gash 


6o  MACBETH  Act  iv 

Is  added  to  her  wounds  :  I  think  withal 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right ; 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thousands  ;  but  for  all  this, 
When  I  shall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  sword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before, 
More  suffer,  and  more  sundry  ways  than  ever, 
By  him  that  shall  succeed. 

Macd.  What  should  he  be  ? 

Mai.  It  is  myself  I  mean  ;  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  so  grafted, 
That,  when  they  shall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
W^ill  seem  as  pure  as  snow,  and  the  poor  state 
Esteem  him  as  a  lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  confineless  harms. 

Macd.  Not  in  the  legions 

Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd 
In  evils  to  top  Macbeth. 

Mai.  I  grant  him  bloody, 

Luxurious,  avaricious,  false,  deceitful, 
Sudden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 
That  has  a  name  ;  but  there  's  no  bottom,  none, 
In  my  voluptuousness  :  your  wives,  your  daughters, 
Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  cistern  of  my  lust ;  and  my  desire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'erbear 
That  did  oppose  my  will ;  better  Macbeth 
Than  such  an  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Boundless  intemperance 

In  nature  is  a  tyranny  ;  it  hath  been 
The  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
And  fall  of  many  kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours  ;  you  may 
Convey  your  pleasures  in  a  spacious  plenty. 
And  yet  seem  cold,  the  time  you  may  so  hoodwink. 
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We  have  willing  dames  enough  ;  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you,  to  devour  so  many 
As  will  to  greatness  dedicate  themselves, 
Finding  it  so  inclin'd. 

Mai.  With  this  there  grows 

In  my  most  ill-compos'd  affection  such 
A  stanchless  avarice  that,  were  I  king, 
I  should  cut  off  the  nobles  for  their  lands, 
Desire  his  jewels  and  this  other's  house ; 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  sauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more,  that  I  should  forge 
Quarrels  unjust  against  the  good  and  loyal, 
Destroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd.  This  avarice 

Sticks  deeper,  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  summer-seeming  lust,  and  it  hath  been 
The  sword  of  our  slain  kings  :  yet  do  not  fear ; 
Scotland  hath  foisons  to  fill  up  your  will, 
Of  your  mere  own  ;  all  these  are  portable, 
With  other  graces  weigh 'd. 

Mai.  But  I  have  none  :  the  king-becoming  graces, 
As  justice,  verity,  temperance,  stableness. 
Bounty,  perseverance,  mercy,  lowliness, 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  no  relish  of  them,  but  abound 
In  the  division  of  each  several  crime, 
Acting  it  many  ways.     Nay,  had  I  power,  I  should 
Pour  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell, 
Uproar  the  universal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland,  Scotland  ! 

Mai.  If  such  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  speak  { 
I  am  as  I  have  spoken. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern  1 

No,  not  to  live.     O  nation  miserable, 
With  an  untitled  tyrant  bloody-scepter'd. 
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AMien  shalt  thou  see  thy  wholesome  days  again, 

Since  that  the  truest  issue  of  thy  throne 

By  bis  own  interdiction  stands  accurs'd, 

And  does  blaspheme  his  breed  ?  Thy  royal  father 

Was  a  most  sainted  king  ;  the  queen  that  bore  thee, 

Oft'ner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 

Died  every  day  she  liv'd.     Fare  thee  well ! 

These  evils  thou  repeat'st  upon  thyself 

Have  banish'd  me  from  Scotland.     O  my  breast. 

Thy  hope  ends  here  ! 

Mai.  Macduff,  this  noble  passion, 

Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  soul 
Wip'd  the  black  scruples,  reconcil'd  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     Devilish  Macbeth 
By  many  of  these  trains  hath  sought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power,  and  modest  wisdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  haste  ;  but  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  !  for  even  now 
I  put  myself  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unspeak  mine  own  detraction,  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  1  laid  upon  myself, 
For  strangers  to  my  nature.     I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman,  never  was  forsworn, 
Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own. 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith,  would  not  betray 
The  devil  to  his  fellow,  and  delight 
No  less  in  tnath  than  life  ;  my  first  false  speaking 
Was  this  upon  myself.     What  I  am  truly, 
Is  thine  and  my  poor  country's  to  command ; 
Whither  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach. 
Old  Siward,  with  ten  thousand  war-like  men, 
Already  at  a  point,  was  setting  forth. 
Now  we  '11  together,  and  the  chance  of  goodness 
Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel.     Why  are  you  silent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once 
'Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 
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Enter  a  Doctor, 

Mai.  Well ;  more  anon.     Comes  the  king  forlh,  I 
pray  you  ? 

Doct.  Ay,  sir  ;  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  souls 
That  stay  his  cure  ;  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  assay  of  art ;  but  at  his  touch, 
Such  sanctity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand, 
They  presently  amend. 

Mai.  I  thank  you,  doctor.     Exit  Doctor, 

Macd,  What  's  the  disease  he  means  ? 

Mai.  'Tis  call'd  the  evil : 

A  most  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king, 
Which  often,  since  my  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  seen  him  do.     How  he  solicits  heaven. 
Himself  best  knows  ;  but  strangely-visited  people. 
All  swoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye, 
The  mere  despair  of  surgeiy,  he  cures, 
Hanging  a  golden  stamp  about  their  necks, 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers  ;  and  'tis  spoken 
To  the  succeeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediction.     With  this  strange  virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy, 
And  sundry  blessings  hang  about  his  throne 
That  speak  him  full  of  grace. 

Enter  Ross. 

Macd.  See,  who  comes  here  ? 

Mai.  My  countryman  ;  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 

Macd.  My  ever-gentle  cousin,  welcome  hither. 

Mai.  I  know  him  now.  Good  God,  betimes  remove 
The  means  that  makes  us  strangers  ! 

Ross.  Sir,  amen. 

Macd.   Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

Ross.  Alas  !  poor  countty  ; 

Almost  afraid  to  know  itself.     It  cannot 


64  MACBETH  Act  iv 

Be  call'd  oui'  mother,  but  our  grave  ;  where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  seen  to  smile  ; 
Where  sighs  and  groans  and  shrieks  that  rend  the  air 
Are  made,  not  mark'd  ;  where  violent  sorrow  seems 
A  moilern  ecstacy  ;  the  dead  man's  knell 
Is  there  scarce  ask'd  for  who  ;  and  good  men's  lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps. 
Dying  or  ere  they  sicken. 

Macd.  O  I  relation 

Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

Mai.  What  's  the  newest  grief? 

Ross.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hiss  the  speaker  ; 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Alacd,   How  does  my  wife  ? 

Ross.  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children  ? 

Ross,   Well  too. 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 

Ross.  No  ;  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I  did  leave 
'em. 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  speech :  how  goes  't? 

Ross.  When  I  came  hither  to  transport  the  tidings. 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out ; 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witness'd  the  rather  / 

For  that  I  saw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot. 
Now  is  the  time  of  help  ;  your  eye  in  Scotland  . 
Would  create  soldiers,  make  our  women  fight, 
To  doff  their  dire  distresses. 

Mai.  Be  't  their  comfort 

We  are  coming  thither.     Gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward  and  ten  thousand  men  ; 
An  older  and  a  better  soldier  none 
That  Christendom  gives  out. 

Ross.  Would  I  could  answer 

This  comfort  with  the  like  !    But  I  have  words 
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That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  desert  air, 
Where  hearing  should  not  latch  them. 

Macd.  "What  concern  they  ? 

The  general  cause  ?  or  is  it  a  fee-grief 
Due  to  some  single  breast  ? 

Ross.  No  mind  that 's  honest 

But  in  it  shares  some  woe,  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

jMacd.  If  it  be  mine 

Keep  it  not  from  me  ;  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

Ross.  Let  not  your  ears  despise  my  tongue  for  ever, 
Which  shall  possess  them  with  the  heaviest  sound 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  Hum  !   I  guess  at  it. 

Ross,  Your  castle  is  surpris'd ;  your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  slaughter'd  ;  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were,  on  the  quarry  of  these  murder'd  deer, 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mai.  Merciful  heaven  ! 

What  !  man  ;  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows  ; 
Give  sorrow  words  ;  the  grief  that  does  not  speak 
Whispers  the  o'er-fraught  heart  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  children  too  ? 

Ross.  Wife,  children,  servants,  all 

That  could  be  found. 

Macd.  And  I  must  be  from  thence  I 

My  wife  kill'd  too  ? 

Ross.  i  have  said. 

MaL  Be  comforted  : 

Let 's  make  us  medicines  of  our  great  revenge, 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  children.     All  my  pretty  ones  ? 
Did  you  say  all ?  O  hell-kite  !   All? 
Wliat !  all  my  pretty  chickens  and  their  dalti 
At  one  fell  swoop  ? 

Mai.  Dispute  it  like  a  man, 

X.  F 
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Macd.  I  shall  do  so ; 

But  I  must  also  feel  it  as  a  man  : 
I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were, 
That  were  most  precious  to  me.    Did  heaven  look  on, 
And  would  not  take  their  part?    Sinful  Macduff! 
They  were  all  struck  for  thee.     Naught  that  I  am, 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine, 
Fell  slaughter  on  their  souls.    Heaven  rest  them  now  ! 

Ma!.   Be  this  the  whetstone  of  your  sword :  let  grief 
Convert  to  anger  ;  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  O  !   I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue.     But,  gentle  heavens, 
Cut  short  all  intermission  ;  front  to  front 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myself; 
Within  my  sword's  length  set  him  ;  if  he  'scape, 
Heaven  forgive  him  too  ! 

Mai.  This  tune  goes  manly. 

Come,  go  we  to  the  king  ;  our  power  is  ready  ; 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.     Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  shaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  instruments.  Receive  what  cheer  you  may ; 
The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.       Exeunt. 


ACT  V 

SCENE  I. — Dunsinane.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  a  Dodo?'  of  Physic  and  a  Waiting-  Gentlewotnan. 

Doct.  I  have  two  nights  watched  with  you,  but  can 
perceive  no  truth  in  your  report.  When  was  it  she  last 
walked  ? 

Gent.  Since  his  majesty  went  into  the  field,  I  have 
seen  her  rise  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown  upon 
her,  unlock  her  closet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write 
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upon  't,  read  it,  afterwards  seal  it,  and  again  return  to 
bed  ;  yet  all  this  while  in  a  most  fast  sleep. 

Doct.  A  great  perturbation  in  nature,  to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  sleep  and  do  the  effects  of  watching ! 
In  this  slumbery  agitation,  besides  her  walking  and 
other  actual  performances,  what,  at  any  time,  have  you 
heard  her  say  ? 

Gent.  That,  sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Doct.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  most  meet  you  should. 

Gent.  Neither  to  you  nor  any  one,  having  no  witness 
to  confirm  my  speech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  taper. 

Lo  you  !  here  she  comes.  This  is  her  very  guise  ;  and, 
upon  my  life,  fast  asleep.     Observe  her;  stand  close. 

Doct.  How  came  she  by  that  light  ? 

Gent.  Why,  it  stood  by  her :  she  has  light  by  her 
continually  ;  'tis  her  command. 

Doct.  You  see,  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  sense  is  shut. 

Doct.  What  is  it  she  does  now  ?  Look,  how  she  rubs 
her  hands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accustomed  action  with  her,  to  seem 
thus  washing  her  hands.  I  have  known  her  continue 
in  this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Lady  M.  Yet  here  's  a  spot. 

Doct.  Hark  !  she  speaks.  I  will  set  down  what 
comes  from  her,  to  satisfy  my  remembrance  the  more 
strongly. 

Lady  M.  Out,  damned  spot  !  out,  I  say  !  One ; 
two  :  why,  then  'tis  time  to  do  't.  Hell  is  murky  ! 
Fie,  my  lord,  fie  !  a  soldier,  and  afeard  ?  What  need 
we  fear  who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power 
to  account  ?  Yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old  man 
to  have  had  so  much  blood  in  him  ? 

Doct,  Do  you  mark  that  ? 


68  MACBETH  Act  V 

Lady  M.  The  Thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife  :  where  is 
she  now  ?  ^Vhat !  will  these  hands  ne'er  be  clean  ?  No 
more  o'  that,  my  lord,  no  more  o'  that :  you  mar  all 
with  this  starting. 

Dod.  Go  to,  go  to  ;  you  have  known  what  you  should 
not. 

Gent.  She  has  spoke  what  she  should  not,  I  am  sure 
of  that :  heaven  knows  what  she  has  known. 

Lady  M.  Here  's  the  smell  of  the  blood  still :  all  the 
perfumes  of  Arabia  will  not  sweeten  this  little  hand. 
Oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 

Doct.  What  a  sigh  is  there  !  The  heart  is  sorely 
charged. 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  such  a  heart  in  my  bosom 
for  the  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 

Dod.  Well,  well,  well. 

Gent.  Pray  God  it  be,  sir. 

Dod.  This  disease  is  beyond  my  practice :  yet  I 
have  known  those  which  have  walked  in  their  sleep 
who  have  died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady  M.  Wash  your  hands,  put  on  your  night-gown ; 
look  not  so  pale.  I  tell  you  yet  again,  Banquo  's  buried ; 
he  cannot  come  out  on  's  grave. 

Dod.  Even  so  ? 

Lady  M.  To  bed,  to  bed  :  there  's  knocking  at  the 
gate.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand. 
What  's  done  cannot  be  undone.  To  bed,  to  bed,  to 
bed.  Exit. 

Doct.  Will  she  go  now  to  bed  ? 

Gent.  Directly. 

Dod.  Foul  whisperings  are  abroad.   Unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles ;  infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets ; 
More  needs  she  the  divine  than  the  physician. 
God,  God  forgive  us  all  !    Look  after  her  ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, 
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And  still  keep  eyes  upon  her.     So,  good  night : 
My  mind  she  has  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  sight. 
I  think,  but  dare  not  speak. 

Gmf,  Good  night,  good  doctor.     Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. —  71ie  Countiy  mar  Ditnsinanc. 

Enter,  "icithdrum  and  colours,  Mexteith,  Caithness, 
AXGUS,  Lexxox,  and  Soldiers. 

Ment.  The  English  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Malcolm, 
His  uncle  Siward,  and  the  good  Macduff. 
Revenges  bum  in  them  ;  for  their  dear  causes 
Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alann 
Ex'cite  the  mortified  man. 

Ang.  Near  Birnam  wood 

Shall  we  well  meet  them;  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Cai'.h.  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  brother  ? 

Lcn,  For  certain,  sir,  he  is  not :  I  have  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry :  there  is  Siward's  son, 
And  many  unrough  youths  that  even  now 
Protest  their  first  of  manhood. 

Ment.  What  does  the  tyrant? 

Caith,  Great  Dunsinane  he  strongly  fortifies. 
Some  say  he  's  mad  ;  others  that  lesser  hate  him 
Do  call  it  valiant  fuiy ;  but,  for  certain. 
He  cannot  buckle  his  distemper'd  cause 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Aug.  Now  does  he  feel 

His  secret  murders  sticking  on  his  hands  ; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach  ; 
Those  he  commands  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love  ;  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loose  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfish  thief. 
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Mcnt.  Who  then  shall  blame 

His  pester'd  senses  to  recoil  and  start, 
^Vhen  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itself  for  being  there  ? 

Caith.  Well,  march  we  on, 

To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd  ; 
Meet  we  the  medicine  of  the  sickly  weal, 
And  with  him  pour  we  in  our  country's  purge 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len.  Or  so  much  as  it  needs 

To  dew  the  sovereign  flower  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  we  our  m.arch  towards  Birnam. 

Exeunt,  marching. 


SCENE  III. — Diinsinane.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Ente)'  Macbeth,  Doctor,  and  Attendants. 

Macb.  Bring  me  no  more  reports  ;  let  them  fly  all : 
Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dunsinane 
I  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What 's  the  boy  Malcolm  ? 
Wa'S  he  not  born  of  woman  ?  The  spirits  that  know 
All  mortal  consequences  have  pronounc'd  me  thus  : 
'  Fear  not,  Macbeth  ;  no  man  that 's  born  of  woman 
Shall  e'er  have   power  upon  thee.'     Then  fly,  false 

thanes. 
And  mingle  with  the  English  epicures  : 
The  mind  I  sway  by  and  the  heart  I  bear 
Shall  never  sag  with  doubt  nor  shake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon  ! 
Where  gott'st  thou  that  goose  look  ? 

Serv.  There  is  ten  thousand — 

Macb.  Geese,  villain  ? 

Se)-v.  Soldiers,  sir. 
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Macb.  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  hly-liver'd  boy.     What  soldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  soul !  those  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.     What  soldiers,  whey-face  ? 

Serv.  The  English  force,  so  please  you. 

JSIacb.  Take  thy  face  hence.  Exit  Sei-vant. 

Seyton  ! — I  am  sick  at  heart 
When  I  behold — Seyton,  I  say  ! — This  push 
Will  cheer  me  ever  or  disseat  me  now. 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  my  way  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  sear,  the  yellow  leaf ; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age. 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have  ;  but,  in  their  stead. 
Curses,  not  loud  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not. 
Seyton  ! 

Enter  Seyton. 

Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pleasure  ? 

Macb.  What  news  more  ? 

Sey.  All  is  confirm'd,  my  lord,  which  was  reported. 

Macb.    I  '11  fight  till  from  my  bones  my  flesh   be 
hack'd. 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb.  I  '11  put  it  on. 
Send  out  more  horses,  skirr  the  country  round  ; 
Hang  those  that  talk  of  fear.      Give  me  mine  armour. 
How  does  your  patient,  doctor? 

Doct.  Not  so  sick,  my  lord. 

As  she  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies, 
That  keep  her  from  her  rest. 

Macb.  Cure  her  of  that : 

Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseas'd, 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow, 
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Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain. 
And  with  some  sweet  oblivious  antidote 
Cleanse  the  stuff  d  bosom  of  that  perilous  stuff 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Doct.  Therein  the  patient 

Must  minister  to  himself. 

Macb.  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs  ;  I  '11  none  of  it. 
Come,  put  mine  armour  on  ;  give  me  my  staff. 
Seyton,  send  out — Doctor,  the  thanes  fly  from  me. 
Come,  sir,  dispatch. — If  thou  coukVst,  doctor,  cast 
The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease, 
And  purge  it  to  a  sound  and  pristine  health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo, 
That  should  applaud  again. — Pull 't  off,  I  say. — 
What  rhubarb,  senna,  or  what  purgative  drag 
Would  scour  these  English  hence  ?     Hear'st  thou  of 
them? 

Doct.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  something. 

Macb.  Bring  it  after  me. 

I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane 
Till  Birnam  forest  come  to  Dunsinane. 

Doct.  Aside.  Were  I  from  Dunsinane  away  and  clear, 
Trofit  again  should  hardly  draw  me  here.        Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. — Country  near  Birnam   Wood. 

Drum  and  colours.  Enter  MALCOLM,  old  Siward 
and  his  Son,  Macduff,  Menteith,  Caithness, 
A.VGUS,  LeXiVOX,  JvOSS,  and  Soldiers,  marching. 

Mai.  Cousins,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand 
That  chambers  will  be  safe. 
Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Si'd',   What  wood  is  tliis  before  us  ? 
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Ment.  The  wood  of  Birnam. 

Mai.  Let  every  soldier  hew  him  down  a  bough 
And  bear 't  before  him  :  thereby  shall  we  shadow 
The  numbers  of  our  host,  and  make  discovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  shall  be  done. 

Siw.  We  learn  no  other  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  still  in  Dunsinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  setting  down  before  \. 

Mai.  'Tis  his  main  hope  \ 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Both  more  and  less  have  given  him  the  revolt, 
And  none  serve  with  him  but  constrained  things 
\Vhose  hearts  are  absent  too. 

MiKd.  Let  our  just  censures 

Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Industrious  soldiership. 

Sku.  The  time  approaches 

That  will  with  due  decision  make  us  know 
What  we  shall  say  we  have  and  what  we  owe. 
Thoughts  speculative  their  unsure  hopes  relate, 
But  certain  issue  strokes  must  arbitrate, 
Towards  which  advance  the  war. 

Exemif,  ffianhino-. 


SCENE  V. — Dunsinane.      Within  the  Castle. 

Enter ^  7vifh  drum  and  colours,  Macbeth,  Seytox, 
and  Soldiers. 

Macb.   Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls  ; 
The  cry  is  still  '  They  come  I'  our  castle's  strength 
Will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn  ;  here  let  them  lie 
Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up ; 
Were  they  not  forc'd  with  those  that  should  be  ours. 
We  might  have  met  them  darefid,  beard  to  beard, 
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And  beat  them  backward  home. 

A  cry  ofivovien  within. 
What  is  that  noise  ? 

Sey.   It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord.      Exit. 

Macb.  I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fears. 
The  time  has  been  my  senses  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-shriek,  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse  and  stir 
As  life  were  in  't.     I  have  supp'd  full  with  horrors ; 
Direness,  familiar  to  my  slaughterous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  start  me. 

Re-enter  Seytox. 

Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

Sey.  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

Macb.   She  should  have  died  hereafter ; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  such  a  word. 
Tormorrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow. 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dusty  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle  ! 
Life  's  but  a  walking  shadow,  a  poor  player 
That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more  ;  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fuiy. 
Signifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Thou  com'st  to  use  thy  tongue  ;  thy  story  quicklyc 

Mess.  Gracious  my  lord, 
I  should  report  that  which  I  say  I  saw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do  it. 

Macb.  Well,  say,  sir. 

Mess.   As  I  did  stand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam,  and  anon,  methought, 
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The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar  and  slave*; 

Mess.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath  if 't  be  not  so  : 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  see  it  coming  ; 
I  say,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb.  If  thou  speak'st  false, 

Upon  the  next  tree  shalt  thou  hang  alive, 
Till  famine  cling  thee  ;  if  thy  speech  be  sooth, 
I  care  not  if  thou  dost  for  me  as  much. 
I  pull  in  resolution,  and  begin 
To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend 
That  lies  like  truth  ;  *  Fear  not  till  Birnam  wood 
Do  come  to  Dunsinane ' ;  and  now  a  wood 
Comes  toward  Dunsinane.     Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 
If  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear. 
There  is  nor  flying  hence  nor  tarrying  here. 
I  'gin  to  be  aweary  of  the  sun, 
And  wish  the  estate  o'  the  world  were  now  undone. 
Ring  the  alarum-bell !    Blow,  wind  !  come,  wrack  ! 
At  least  we.  '11  die  with  harness  on  our  back.     Exaint. 


SCENE  Ml.— The  Same.     A  Plain  before  the  Castle. 

Enter,  luith  drum  and  colours,  Malcolm,  old  Siward, 
Macduff,  etc.,  and  their  Anny,  with  boughs. 

Mai.  Now,  near  enough  ;  your  leavy  screens  throv/ 
down. 
And  show  like  those  you  are.     You,  worthy  uncle, 
Shall,  Avith  my  cousin,  your  right-noble  son. 
Lead  our  first  battle  ;  worthy  Macduff  and  we 
Shall  take  upon  's  what  else  remains  to  do, 
According  to  our  order. 

Siw.  Fare  you  well. 

Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night, 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 
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Macd.  Make  all  our  trumpets  speak  ;  give  them  all 
breath, 
Those  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death. 


SCENE  \U.—T/ie  Savie.  Another  Part  of  the  Plain. 

Alarums,     Ejitcr  Ma  cbe  th. 

Macb.  They  have  tied  me  to  a  stake  ;   I  cannot  fly, 
But  bear-like  I  must  fight  the  course.     What 's  he 
That  M'as  not  born  of  woman  ?   Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  young  SlWARD. 

Young  Srw.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Macb.  Thou  'It  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

Young  Shi' ,  No  ;  though  thou  call'st  thyself  a  hotter 
name 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 
Macb.  My  name  \  Macbeth. 

Young  Shi'.  The  devil  himself  could  not  pronounce  a 
title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 
Macb.  Xo,  nor  more  fearful. 

Young  Shi',  Thou  liest,  abhorred  tyrant;  with  my 
sword 
\  "11  prove  the  lie  thou  speak'st. 

They  fight  attd  young  SiWARD  is  slain. 
Macb.  Thou  wast  bom  of  woman  : 

But  swords  I  smile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  scorn, 
Brandish'd  by  man  that 's  of  a  woman  born.         Exit. 

Alarums.     Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noise  is.  T}Tant,  show  thy  face  •. 
If  thou  be'st  slain  and  with  no  stroke  of  mine, 
Mv  wife  and  children's  frhosts  will  haunt  me  still. 


^CENE  VII  MACBETH  9? 

I  cannot  strike  at  wretched  kerns,  whose  arms 

Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  staves  :  either  thou,  Macbeth, 

Or  else  my  sword  with  an  unbatter'd  edge 

I  sheathe  again  undeeded.     There  thou  shoukl'st  be  ; 

By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greatest  note 

Seems  bruited.     Let  me  find  him,  fortune  ! 

And  more  I  beg  not.  Exit.     Alarums. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  old  Siward. 

Siw.  This  way,  my  lord ;  the  castle  's  gently  render'd  : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  sides  do  fight ; 
The  noble  thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war  ; 
The  day  almost  itself  professes  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mai.  We  have  met  with  foes 

That  strike  beside  us. 

Sm;  Enter,  sir,  the  castle. 

Exeunt.     Alarii);i<. 

Re-inter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Why  should  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  sword  ?  whiles  I  see  lives,  the  gashes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Re-enter  Macduff^ 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn  1 

Macb.  Of  all  men  else  I  have  avoided  thee  : 
But  get  thee  back,  my  soul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I  have  no  words  ; 

My  voice  is  in  my  sword,  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out !  They  fight, 

Macb.  Thou  losest  labour  : 

As  easy  may'st  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  sword  impress  as  make  me  bleed  : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crests  ; 


78  MACBETH  AcTV 

I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  must  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd.  Despair  thy  charm  ; 

And  let  the  angel  whom  thou  still  hast  serv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb.  Accursed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  so, 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man  : 
And  be  these  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd, 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense  ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear, 
And  break  it  to  our  hope.     I  '11  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  show  and  gaze  o'  the  time  : 
We  '11  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monsters  are, 
Painted  upon  a  pole,  and  underwrit, 
*  Here  may  you  see  the  tyrant.' 

Macb.  I  will  not  yield. 

To  kiss  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet, 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curse. 
Though  Birnam  wood  be  come  to  Dunsinane, 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born. 
Yet  I  will  tr}'  the  last  :  before  my  body 
I  throw  my  war-like  shield.     Lay  on,  Macduff, 
And  damn'd  be  him  that  first  cries  '  Hold,  encfugh  ! ' 

Exctmt,  fighting. 

Retreat.     Flourish.     Re-enter,  with  drum  and  colours, 
Malcolm,  old  Siward,  Ross,  Thanes,  and  Soldiers. 

Mai.  I  would  the  friends  we  miss  were  safe  arriv'd. 

Si-w.   Some  must  go  off ;  and  yet,  by  these  I  see. 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduff  is  missing,  and  your  noble  son. 

Ross.  Your  son,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  soldier's  debt  : 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man  ; 
The  which  no  sooner  had  his  prowess  confirm'd 
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In  the  unshrinking  station  where  he  fought, 
But  like  a  man  he  died. 

Shu.  Then  he  is  dead  ? 

Ross.  Ay,  and  brought  ofif  the' field.     Your  cause  of 
sorrow 
Must  not  be  measur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Sno.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Ross.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siw.  "Why  then,  God's  soldier  be  he  ! 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death  : 
And  so,  his  knell  is  knoll'd, 

Mai.  He  's  worth  more  sorrow, 

And  that  I  '11  spend  for  him. 

Shv.  He  's  worth  no  more  ; 

They  say,  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  score  : 
And  so,  God  be  with  him  !    Here  comes  newer  comfort. 

Re-enter  Macduff,  unth  Macbeth' s  head. 

Macd.  Hail,  king !  for  so  thou  art.     Behold,  where 
stands 
The  usurper's  cursed  head  :  the  time  is  free : 
1  see  thee  compass'd  with  thy  kingdom's  pearl, 
That  speak  my  salutation  in  their  minds ; 
\Vhose  voices  I  desire  aloud  with  mine  ; 
Hail,  King  of  Scotland  ! 

All.  Hail,  King  of  Scotland ! 

Flourish. 

Mai.  We  shall  not  spend  a  large  expense  of  time 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  several  loves. 
And  make  us  even  with  you.    My  thanes  and  kinsmen, 
Henceforth  be  earls,  the  first  that  ever  Scotland 
In  such  an  honour  nam'd.     What 's  more  to  do 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, 
As  calling  home  our  exil'd  friends  abroad 
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That  fled  the  snares  of  watchful  tyranny  ; 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  ministers 
Of  this  dead  butcher  and  his  fiend-like  queen, 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  self  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life  ;  this,  and  what  needful  else 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace 
We  will  perform  in  measure,  time,  and  place  : 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once  and  to  each  one. 
Whom  we  invite  to  see  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

Flourish.     Exeunt. 
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HAMLET,    PRINCE    OF 
DENMARK 

ACT   I 

SCENE  \.—Elsinore.     A  Platform  before  the  Castle, 
Fraxcisco  at  his  post.     Enter  to  him  Bernardo. 

Ber.  Who  's  there  ? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me  ;  stand,  and  unfold  yourself. 

Ber.  Long  live  the  king  ! 

Fran.  Bernardo? 

Ber.  He. 

Fran,  You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Ber.  'Tis  now  struck  twelve  ;  get  thee  to  bed,  Fran- 
cisco. 

Fran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks  ;  'tis  bitter  cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart. 

Bej'.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  them.     Stand,  ho  !    Who  's 
there  ? 

Enter  HORATiO  and Marcellus. 

Hor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar,  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  night. 
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Mar.  O  !  farewell,  honest  soldier  : 

Who  hath  reliev'd  you  ? 

Fran.  Bernardo  has  my  place. 

Give  you  good  night.  Exit. 

Mar.  Holla  !  Bernardo  ! 

Bcr.  Say, 

What !  is  Horatio  there  ? 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.   Welcome,  Horatio ;  welcome,  good  Marcellus. 

A/a?:  What  !  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to-night  ? 

Ber.  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  says  'tis  but  our  fantasy, 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight  twice  seen  of  us  : 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night ; 
That  if  again  this  apparition  come, 
He  may  approve  our  eyes  and  speak  to  it. 

Hor.  Tush,  tush  !  "twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  awhile, 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears. 
That  are  so  fortified  against  our  story, 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

I/or.  Well,  sit  we  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ber.  Last  night  of  all, 
When  yond  same  star  that 's  westward  from  the  pole 
Had  made  his  course  to  illume  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  burns,  ^Nlarcellus  and  myself, 
The  bell  then  beating  one, — 

Mar.  Peace  !  break  thee  off;  look,  where  it  conie9 
again  ! 

£f2tt'r  Ghost. 

Ber.   In  the  same  figure,  like  the  king  that 's  dead* 
Mar,  Thou  art  a  scholar  j  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 
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Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  king?  mark  it,  Horatio. 

Hor,  Most  like ;  it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Ber.  It  would  be  spoke  to. 

Mar.  Question  it,  Horatio. 

Ifor.  What  art  thou  that  usurp'st  this  time  of  night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  war-like  form 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  ?  by  heaven  I  charge  thee,  speak  ! 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See  !  it  stalks  away. 

Jfor.  Stay  !  speak  :  speak,  I  charge  thee,  speak  ! 

Exit  Ghost 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio  !  you  tremble  and  look  pale ; 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy  ? 
What  think  you  on  't  ? 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  king  ? 

Hor.   As  thou  art  to  thyself : 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on 
When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  combated  ; 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle. 
He  smote  the  sledded  Polacks  on  the  ice. 
'Tis  strange. 

Maj'.  Thus  twice  before,  and  jump  at  this  dead  hour. 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work  I  know  not ; 
But  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  my  opinion, 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 

Mar.  Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  kno\\s, 
Why  this  same  strict  and  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land ; 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon, 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war  ; 
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Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week  ; 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-labourer  \A\!i\.  the  day  ; 
Who  is  't  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I ; 

At  least  the  whisper  goes  so.     Our  last  king, 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us. 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 
Dar'd  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet, 
For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem'd  him. 
Did  slay  this  Fortinbras  ;  who,  by  a  seal'd.  compact, 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry, 
Did  forfeit  with  his  life  all  those  his  lands 
Which  he  stood  seiz'd  of,  to  the  conqueror ; 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  king  ;  which  had  return'd 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 
Had  he  been  vanquisher ;  as,  by  the  same  covenant 
And  carriage  of  the  article  design'd. 
His  fell  to  Hamlet.     Now,  sir,  young  Fortinbras, 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full, 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there 
Shark 'd  up  a  list  of  lawless  resolutes, 
For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 
That  hath  a  stomach  in  't ;  which  is  no  other 
As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state. 
But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand 
And  terms  compulsative,  those  foresaid  landj 
So  by  his  father  lost.     And  this,  I  take  it. 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 
The  source  of  this  our  watch  and  the  chief  head 
Of  this  post-haste  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Ber,  I  think  it  be  no  other  but  e'en  so  ; 
Well  may  it  sort  that  this  portentous  figure 
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Comes  armed  through  our  watch,  so  like  the  king 
That  was  and  is  the  question  of  these  wars. 

Ho7:  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell, 
The  graves  stood  tenantless  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets  ; 
As  stars  with  trains  of  fire  and  dews  of  blood, 
Disasters  in  the  sun  ;  and  the  moist  star 
Upon  whose  influence  Neptune's  empire  stands 
Was  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse  ; 
And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  events, 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on. 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  our  climatures  and  countrymen. 
But,  soft  !  behold  !  lo  !  where  it  comes  again. 

Re-enter  Ghost. 

I  '11  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me.     Stay,  illusion  ! 

If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice. 

Speak  to  me  : 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done. 

That  may  to  thee  do  ease  and  grace  to  me, 

Speak  to  me  : 

If  thou  art  prixy  to  thy  country's  fate, 

Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid, 

O  !   speak  ; 

Or  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth, 

For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in  death, 

Cock  cro'i'S. 
Speak  of  it :  stay,  and  speak  !    Stop  it,  Marcellus. 

Mar.  Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partisan  ? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 

Ber.  'Tis  here  ! 
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Hor.  'Tis  here ! 

Mar.  'Tis  gone  I  Exit  Ghost. 

We  do  it  -wrong,  being  so  majestical, 
To  offer  it  the  show  of  violence  ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  M^as  about  to  speak  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard, 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day  ;  and,  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  sea  or  fire,  in  earth  or  air, 
The  extravagant  and  erring  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine  ;  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Mar.   It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say  that  ever  'gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated. 
The  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long  ; 
And  then,  they  say,  no  spirit  can  walk  abroad  ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome  ;  then  no  planets  strike. 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  charm. 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hor.  So  have  I  heard  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But,  look,  the  morn,  in  russet  mantle  clad, 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill ; 
Break  we  our  watch  up  ;  and  by  my  advice 
Let  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet ;  for,  upon  my  life, 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him. 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it, 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  duty  ? 

Mar.  Let 's  do  't,  I  pray  ;  and  I  this  morning  know 
Where  we  shall  find  him  most  conveniently.     Exeunt, 
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SCENE  II.— A  Room  of  State  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  the  Kixg,  Queen,  Hamlet^  Poloxics, 
Laertes,  Voltjmaxp,  Cofxelius,  Lords,  and 
Attendants, 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brothers  death 
The  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe, 
Yet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen, 
The  imperial  jointress  of  this  war-like  state, 
Have  we,  as  'twere  with  a  defeated  joy, 
With  one  auspicious  and  one  dropping  eye, 
With  mirth  in  funeral  and  with  dirge  in  marriage, 
In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole. 
Taken  to  wife  :  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along  :  for  all,  our  thanks. 
Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinbras, 
Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worth, 
Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death 
Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 
Colleagued  with  the  dream  of  his  advantage, 
He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message, 
Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 
Lost  by  his  father,  with  all  bonds  of  law. 
To  our  most  valiant  brother.     So  much  for  him. 
Now  for  ourself  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 
Thus  much  the  business  is  :  we  have  here  writ 
To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, 
Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 
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Of  tnis  his  nephew's  purpose,  to  suppress 

His  further  gait  herein  ;  in  that  the  levies, 

The  hsts  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 

Out  of  his  subject ;  and  we  here  dispatch 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway, 

Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 

To  business  wdth  the  king  more  than  the  scope 

Of  these  delated  articles  allow. 

Farewell,  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

Cor. ,  Vol.  In  that  and  all  things  will  we  show  our  duty. 

King,  We  doubt  it  nothing  :  heartily  farewell. 

Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Cornelius, 
And  now^,  Laertes,  what 's  the  new^s  with  you? 
You  told  us  of  some  suit ;  what  is  't,  Laertes  ? 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane, 
And  lose  your  voice  ;  w^hat  would'st  thou  beg,  Laertes, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth, 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  would'st  thou  have,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Dread  my  lord, 

Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France ; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation. 
Yet  now^,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done, 
My  thoughts  and  Welshes  bend  again  toward  France 
And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave?    What  sayG 
Polonius  ? 

Pol.  He  hath,  my  lord,  wrung  from  me  my  slow  leave 
By  laboursome  petition,  and  at  last 
Upon  his  will  I  seal'd  my  hard  consent : 
I  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes  ;  time  be  thine, 


Scene  ii     HAMLET,  PRIXCE  OF  DENMARK  n 

And  thy  best  graces  spend  it  at  thy  will. 
But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  son, — 
-     Hatn.  Aside.  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  less  than 
kind. 

King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  still  hang  on  you  ? 

Hani.   Not  so,  my  lord  ;  I  am  too  much  i'  the  sun. 

Qiiee?}.  Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  colour  off, 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust : 
Thou  know'st  'tis  common  ;  all  that  lives  must  die. 
Passing  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common. 

Queen.  If  it  be, 

Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ha?n.  Seems,  madam  I  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not ' seems.' 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black. 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forc'd  breath. 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  visage, 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of  grief, 
That  can  denote  me  truly ;  these  indeed  seem, 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  miglit  play  ; 
But  I  have  that  within  which  passeth  show  ; 
These  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 

King.  'Tis  sweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature, 
Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father : 
But,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  father  j 
That  father  lost,  lost  his  ;  and  the  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow  ;  but  to  persever 
In  obstinate  condolement  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness  ;  'tis  unmanly  gruef ; 
It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven, 
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A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient, 

An  understanding  simple  and  unschool'd  : 

For  what  we  know  must  be  and  is  as  common 

As  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense, 

Why  should  we  in  our  peevish  opposition 

Take  it  to  heart  ?   Fie  !  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 

A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 

To  reason  most  absurd,  whose  common  theme 

Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried. 

From  the  first  corse  till  he  that  died  to-day, 

*  This  must  be  so.'     We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 

This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us 

As  of  a  father  ;  for  let  the  world  take  note. 

You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne  ; 

And  with  no  less  nobility  of  love 

Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son 

Do  I  impart  toward  you.     For  your  intent 

In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 

It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire  ; 

And  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 

Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 

Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers,  Hamlet : 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us  ;  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Hajji,  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam. 

ICiitg.  Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply  : 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark.     Madam,  come  ; 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart ;  in  grace  whereof, 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell, 
And  the  king's  rouse  the  heavens  shall  bruit  again. 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.     Come  away. 

Flourish.     Exeunt  King,  Queen,  Lords,  etc, 
FoLomus,  and  Laertes, 

Hani,  O  !  that  this  too  too  solid  flesh  would  melt, 
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Thaw  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew  ; 

Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 

His  canon  'gainst  self-slaughter  !  O  God  I  GodT 

How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 

Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world. 

Fie  on  't  !  ah  fie  !  'tis  an  unweeded  garden, 

That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank  and  gross  in  nature 

Possess  it  merely.     That  it  should  come  to  this  ! 

But  two  months  dead  :  nay,  not  so  much,  not  two  : 

So  excellent  a  king  ;  that  was,  to  this, 

Hyperion  to  a  satyr ;  so  loving  to  my  mother 

That  he  might  not  beteem  the  winds  of  heaven 

Visit  her  face  too  roughly.     Heaven  and  earth  ! 

Must  I  remember  ?  why,  she  would  hang  on  him, 

As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 

By  what  it  fed  on  ;  and  yet,  within  a  month, 

Let  me  not  think  on  't :  Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman! 

A  little  month  ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old 

With  which  she  follow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 

L\ke  Niobe,  all  tears  ;  why  she,  even  she — 

O  God  !  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason, 

Would  have  mourn'd  longer, — married  with  my  uncle, 

IMy  father's  brother,  but  no  more  like  my  father 

Than  I  to  Hercules  :  within  a  month. 

Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 

Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes. 

She  married.     O  !  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 

With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets. 

It  is  not  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good  ; 

But  break,  my  heart,  for  I  must  hold  my  tongue  1 

Enter  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and BER^ARDO. 

Hor.   Hail  to  your  lordship  ! 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well : 

Horatio,  or  I  do  forget  myself. 
Hor.  The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  servant  ever. 
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Ham.   Sir,  my  good  friend  ;    I  '11  change  that  name 
with  you. 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  ? 
Marcellus  ? 

Mar.  My  good  lord, — 

Ham.  I  am  veiy  glad  to  see  you.      To  Bernardo. 
Good  even,  sir. 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg  ? 

Hor.  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.   I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so, 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence. 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  owai  report 
Against  yourself;   I  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsinore  ? 
We  '11  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  came  to  see  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-student ; 
I  think  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 

Hor.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  follow'd  hard  upon. 

Ha/n.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  I  the  funeral  bak'd  meats 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
Would  I  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven 
Or  ever  I  had  seen  that  day,  Horatio  ! 
My  father,  methinks  I  see  my  father. 

Ho}'.  O  !  where,  my  lord  ? 

Haffi.  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  saw  him  once  ;  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Hajn.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight. 

Ham.   Saw  who  ? 

Hor.  My  lord,  the  king  your  father. 

Ha??i.  The  king  my  father  ! 

Hor.  Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  ear,  till  I  may  deliver, 
Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen, 
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This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham.  For  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  these  gentlemen, 
jMarcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch, 
In  the  dead  vast  and  middle  of  the  night, 
Been  thus  encounter'd  :  a  figure  like  your  father, 
Armed  at  point  exactly,  cap-a-pe, 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  solemn  march 
Goes  slow  and  stately  by  them  :  thrice  he  walk'd 
By  their  oppress'd  and  fear- surprised  eyes, 
Within  his  truncheon's  length  ;  whilst  they,  distill'd 
Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear, 
Stand  dumb  and  speak  not  to  him.     This  to  me 
In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did, 
And  I  with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch  ; 
Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd,  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good, 
The  apparition  comes.     I  knew  your  father ; 
These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Hain.  But  where  was  this  ? 

JSIar,  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch'd. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  speak  to  it  ? 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  did  ; 

But  answer  made  it  none  ;  yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  its  head  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak ; 
But  even  then  the  morning  cock  crew  loud. 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away. 
And  vanish'd  from  our  sight. 

Ham.  'Tis  very  strange. 

Hor.   As  I  do  live,  my  honour'd  lord,  'tis  true  ; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham,  Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night  ? 

A/ar.,  Ber.  We  do,  my  lord. 
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Ham.  Arm'd,  say  you  ? 

Mar.^  Be):  Anivd,  my  lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe? 

Mat'.,  Bcr.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.    Then  saw  you  not  his  face  ? 

Hoi'.  O,  yes  I  my  lord  ;  he  wore  his  beaver  up. 

Hain.  What!  look'd  he  frowningly? 

Hor.  A  countenance  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham.  Pale  or  red  ? 

Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  you  ? 

Hor.  Most  constantly. 

Ham.  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham.  Very  like,  very  like.     Stay'd  it  long  ? 

Hor.  While  one  with  moderate  haste  might  tell  a 
hundred. 

Mar.^  Ber.  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  saw  't. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzled  ?  no  ? 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silver'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  to-night ; 

Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I  '11  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight, 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night, 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue  : 
I  will  requite  your  loves.     vSo,  fare  you  well. 
Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I  '11  visit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  honour. 
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Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you.     Farewell. 
Exeunt  Horatio,  Marcellus,  ajid Bernardo, 
My  father's  spirit  in  amis  !  all  is  not  well  j 
I  doubt  some  foul  play :  would  the  night  were  come  ! 
Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul.     Foul  deeds  will  rise, 
Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's  eyes. 

Exit. 

SCENE  III.— .4  Room  in  PoLONius's  House. 
Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Laer.  My  necessaries  are  embark'd  ;  farewell : 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  benefit 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep, 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a  fashion  and  a  toy  in  blood, 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute  ; 
No  more. 

Oph.        No  more  but  so  ? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more  ; 

For  nature  crescent  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews  and  bulk  ;  but,  as  this  temple  waxes, 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps  he  loves  you  now. 
And  now  no  soil  nor  cautel  doth  besmirch 
The  \artue  of  his  will ;  but  you  must  fear, 
His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own. 
For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth  ; 
He  may  not,  as  unvalu'd  persons  do. 
Carve  for  himself,  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  state  ; 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscrib'd 
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Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body 

Whereof  he  is  the  head.    Then  if  he  says  he  loves  you. 

If  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it 

As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place 

May  give  his  saying  deed  ;  which  is  no  further 

Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 

Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain, 

If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs, 

Or  lose  your  heart,  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 

To  his  unmaster'd  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister, 

And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection, 

Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 

The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough 

If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon  ; 

Virtue  itself  'scapes  not  calumnious  strokes  ; 

The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring 

Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclos'd, 

And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 

Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent. 

Be  wary  then ;  best  safety  lies  in  fear  : 

Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

Oph.  I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep, 
As  watchman  to  my  heart.     But,  good  my  brother. 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do, 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven, 
Whiles,  like  a  puff'd  and  reckless  libertine, 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
And  recks  not  his  own  rede. 

Laer.  O  !  fear  me  not. 

I  stay  too  long ;  but  here  my  father  comes. 

Enter  FOLONIUS. 

A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace  ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes  !  aboard,  aboard,  for  shr.me 
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The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail, 

And  you  are  stay'd  for.   There  ;  my  blessing  with  thee  ! 

And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memoiy 

See  thou  character.     Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 

Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 

Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar ; 

The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried, 

Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel ; 

But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entertainment 

Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comrade.     Beware 

Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel,  but  being  in, 

Bear  't  that  the  opposed  may  beware  of  thee. 

Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice  ; 

Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judgment. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 

But  not  express'd  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy ; 

For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man, 

And  they  in  France  of  the  best  rank  and  station 

Are  most  select  and  generous,  chief  in  that. 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be  ; 

For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend. 

And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 

This  above  all :  to  thine  own  self  be  true, 

And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day. 

Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 

Farewell ;  my  blessing  season  this  in  thee  ! 

Laer.  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Pol.  The  time  invites  you  ;  go,  your  servants  tend. 

Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia ;  and  remember  well 
\Yhat  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph.  'Tis  in  my  memoiy  lock'tl, 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.   Farewell.  Exit. 

Pol.  What  is  't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  ? 

Oph.  So  please  you,  something  touching  the  Lord 
Hamlet. 
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Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought : 
'Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you  ;  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous. 
If  it  be  so,  as  so  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,  I  must  tell  you, 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you  ?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Pol.  Affection  !  pooh  !  you  speak  like  a  green  girl, 
Unsifted  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.   I  do  not  kno^^•,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 

Pol.  Many,  I  '11  teach  you  :  think  yourself  a  baby. 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  pay. 
Which  are  not  sterling.    Tender  yourself  more  dearly ; 
Or,  not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
Running  it  thus,  you  '11  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph.  My  lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love 
In  honourable  fashion. 

Pol.  Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it  ;  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech,  my 
lord, 
•With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

Pol.  Ay,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.     I  do  know, 
When  the  blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows  :  these  blazes,  daughter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,  extinct  in  both. 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a-making. 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.     From  this  time 
Be  som&what  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence  ; 
Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate 
Than  a  command  to  parley.     For  Lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 
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And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk 

Than  may  be  given  you :  in  few,  Ophelia, 

Do  not  believe  his  vows,  for  they  are  brokers, 

Not  of  that  dye  which  their  investments  show, 

But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  suits, 

Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bawds, 

The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all  : 

I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth, 

Have  you  so  slander  any  moment  leisure. 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet. 

Look  to  't,  I  charge  you  ;  come  your  ways. 

OpJi.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  \V.— The  Platform. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  AIarcelluS. 

Ham.  The  air  bites  shrewdly;  it  is  very  cold. 
Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 
Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 

Hor,  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.   No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor.   Indeed  ?  I  heard  it  not :  it  then  draws  near  the 
season 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

A  flourish  of  trumpets,  and  ordnance 
shot  off,  within. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  The  king  doth  wake  to-night  and  takes  his 
rouse, 
Keeps  wassail,  and  the  swaggering  up-spring  reels  ; 
And  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenish  down, 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hor,  Is  k  a  custom  ? 
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Ham.   Ay,  marr)-,  is  't  ; 
But  to  my  mind,  though  I  am  native  here 
And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a  custom 
More  honour'd  in  the  breach  than  the  observance. 
This  hea\7-headed  revel  east  and  west 
Makes  us  traduc'd  and  tax'd  of  other  nations  ; 
They  clepe  us  drunkards,  and  with  swinish  phrase 
Soil  our  addition  ;  and  indeed  it  takes 
From  our  achievements,  though  perform'd  at  height, 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 
That  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them, 
As,  in  their  birth,  wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin, 
By  the  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion, 
Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason, 
Or  by  some  habit  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 
The  form  of  plausive  manners  ;  that  these  men, 
Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect, 
Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, 
Their  virtues  else,  be  they  as  pure  as  grace. 
As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo. 
Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 
From  that  particular  fault  :  the  dram  of  eale 
Dolh  all  the  noble  substance  of  a  doubt 
To  his  own  scandal. 

Enter  Ghost. 

Hor.  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes  ! 

Haf?i.  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us  ! 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health  or  goblin  damn'd, 
Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven  or  blasts  from  hell, 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable  shape 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee  :  I  '11  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  father  ;  royal  Dane,  O  !  answer  me: 
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Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance  ;  but  tell 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements  ;  why  the  sepulchre, 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  inurn'd, 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 
To  cast  thee  up  again.     What  may  this  mean, ' 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again  in  complete  steel 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
Making  night  hideous  ;  and  we  fools  of  nature 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls  ? 
Say,  why  is  this?  wherefore?  what  should  we  do? 

Ghost  beckons  H AM  LET. 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it. 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look,  with  what  courteous  action 

It  waves  you  to  a  more  removed  ground  : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ha7n.  It  will  not  speak  ;  then  I  will  follow  it. 

Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear  ? 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee  ; 
And  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  waves  me  forth  again  ;  I  '11  follow  it. 

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my 
lord, 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff 
That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea. 
And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason 
And  draw  you  into  madness  ?  think  of  it  ; 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain 
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That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  still :  go  on,  I  '11  follow  thee. 

Mar,  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands  ! 

Hor.  Be  rul'd  ;  you  shall  not  go. 

Ham.  ^ly  fate  cries  out, 

And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. 

Ghost  beckons. 
Still  am  I  caird.     Unhand  me,  gentlemen, 

Breaking  f7-om  them. 
By  heaven  1  I  '11  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me  : 
1  say,  away  '    Go  on,  I  '11  follow  thee. 

Exennt  Ghost  and  Ham  LET. 

Hor.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let 's  follow  ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor.  Have  after.     To  what  issue  will  this  come  ? 

Mar.  Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hor.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let  's  follow  him. 

Exetmt. 

SCENE  W— Another  Part  of  the  Platform. 
Enter  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Bam,  Whei'e  wilt  thou  lead  me  ?  speak  ;  I  "11  go  no 
further. 

Ghost.   ISIark  me. 

Ham.  I  will. 

Ghost.  IMy  hour  is  almost  come, 

When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Hatn.  Alas  !  poor  ghost. 

Ghost.   Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  shall  unfold, 
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Ham.  Speak ;  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalthear. 

Ham.  What? 

Ghost.  I  am  thy  father's  spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 
And  for  the  day  confin'd  to  fast  in  fires, 
Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul,  freeze  thy  young  blood. 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their  spheres, 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  an  end, 
Like  quills  upon  the  fretful  porpentine  ; 
But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood.     List,  list,  0  list  ! 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love — 

Ham.  O  God  ! 

Ghost.  Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural  murder. 

Haf?i.  jSIurder  ! 

Ghost.  Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is  ; 
But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural. 

Ha?n.  Haste  me  to  know  't,  that  I,  with  wings  as 
swift 
As  meditation  ot  the  thoughts  of  love, 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  thee  apt ; 

And  duller  should 'st  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  roots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Would'st  thou  not  stir  in  this.     Now,  Hamlet,  hear  : 
'Tis  given  out  that,  sleeping  in  mine  orchard, 
A  serpent  stung  me  ;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death 
Rankly  abus'd  ;  but  know,  thou  noble  youth, 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life 
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Now  wears  his  crown. 

Haf?i.  O  my  prophetic  soul ! 

My  uncle ! 

Ghost.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast, 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
O  wicked  wit  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce  !  won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming-virtuous  queen. 

0  Hamlet  !  what  a  falling-off  was  there  ; 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

1  made  to  her  in  marriage  ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch  whose  natural  gifts  Avere  poor 
To  those  of  mine  ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd, 

Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven. 

So  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd, 

Will  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed, 

And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,  soft !  methinks  I  scent  the  morning  air  ; 

Brief  let  me  be.     Sleeping  within  mine  orchard, 

My  custom  always  in  the  afternoon. 

Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole. 

With  juice  of  cursed  hebona  in  a  vial. 

And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 

The  leper ous  distilment  ;  whose  effect 

Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man 

That  swift  as  quicksilver  it  courses  through 

The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body, 

And  with  a  sudden  vigour  it  doth  posset 

And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk, 

Tlae  thin  and  wholesome  blood  :  so  did  it  mine  I 

And  a  most  instant  tetter  bark'd  about, 

Most  lazar-like,  Avith  vile  and  loathsome  crust, 

All  my  smooth  body. 

Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand 
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Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  dispatch'd  j 
Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  sin, 
Unhousel'd,  disappointed,  unanel'd, 
No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 
With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head  : 
O,  horrible  !  O,  horrible  !  most  horrible  ! 
If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 
Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 
A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest. 
But,  howsoever  thou  pursu'st  this  act, 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contrive 
Against  thy  mother  aught ;  leave  her  to  heaven. 
And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge, 
To  prick  and  sting  her.     Fare  thee  well  at  once  ! 
The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 
And  'gins  to  pale  his  unefifectual  fire  ; 
Adieu,  adieu  !    Hamlet,  remember  me.  Exit. 

Ham.  O  all  you  host  of  heaven  !  O  earth  !  What  else? 
And  shall  I  couple  hell  ?  O  fie  !  Hold,  hold,  my  heart ; 
And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old, 
But  bear  me  stifily  up  !    Remember  thee  ! 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.     Remember  thee  ! 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memoiy 
I  '11  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records, 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there  ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter  :  yes,  by  heaven  ! 
O  most  pernicious  woman  ! 
O  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain  ! 
My  tables, — meet  it  is  I  set  it  down. 
That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain  ; 
At  least  I  'm  sure  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark  : 

Writinz- 
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So,  uncle,  there  you  are.     Now  to  my  word  ; 
It  is  'Adieu,  adieu  !  remember  me.' 
I  have  sworn  't. 

Hor.    Within.  My  lord  !  my  lord  ! 

Mar.   Within.  Lord  Hamlet ! 

Hor.   Within.  Heaven  secure  him  ! 

Ham.  So  be  it  ! 

Hor.   Within.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord  ! 

Ham,  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy  !  come,  bird,  come. 

Enter  HORATiO  and  Marcellus. 

Mar.  How  is  't,  my  noble  lord  ? 

Hor.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  O  !  wonderful. 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 

Hain.  No  ;  you  will  reveal  it. 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Ham,  How  say  you,  then ;  would  heart  of  man  once 
think  it  ? 
But  you  '11  be  secret  ? 

Hor,,  Mar.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.  There  's  ne'er  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Den- 
mark 
But  he  's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come  from  th^ 
grave, 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right ;  you  are  i'  the  right ; 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands  and  part  ; 
You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  you, 
For  every  man  hath  business  and  desire, 
Such  as  it  is  ;  and,  for  mine  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  I  '11  go  pray. 
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Hor.  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words,  :ny 
lord. 

Ham.  I  'm  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily; 
Yes,  faith,  heartily. 

Hor.  There  's  no  offence,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offence  too.     Touching  this  vision  here, 
It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you  ; 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'ermaster  't  as  you  may.     And  now,  good  friends, 
As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hor.   What  is  't,  my  lord?  we  will. 

Ham,  Never  make  known  what  you  liave  seen  to- 
night. 

Hor.^  Mar.   My  lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  swear  't. 

Hor.  In  faith, 

My  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham,   Upon  my  sword. 

Mar.  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.   Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Ghost.  Beneath.   Swear. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha,  boy  !  say'st  thou  so  ?  art  thou  there, 
true-penny  ? 
Come  on, — you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarage,-^ 
Consent  to  swear. 

Hor.  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  seen  ; 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Ghost.  Beneath.   Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  et  nbique?  then  we  '11  shift  our  ground. 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword  : 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard  ; 
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Swear  by  my  sword. 

Ghost.  Beneath.   Swear. 

Ham.  Well  said,  old  mole  !  canst  work  i'  the  earth 
so  fast  ? 
A  worthy  pioner  !    Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor.  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  strange  ! 

Ham.  And.  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 
But  come  ; 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy, 
How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  myself. 
As  I  perchance  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antick  disposition  on, 
That  you,  at  such  times  seeing  me,  never  shall. 
With  ai-ms  encumber'd.  thus,  or  this  head-shake, 
Or  by  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase. 
As  *  Well,  well,  we  know,'  or  '  We  could,  an  if  we 

would,' 
Or  'If  we  list  to  speak,'  or  '  There  be,  an  if  they  might,' 
Or  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me  :  this  not  to  do. 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you, 
Swear. 

Ghost.  Beneath.   Swear. 

Ha?n.  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit ! 

They  srvear. 
So,  gentlemen, 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you  : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.     Let  us  go  in  together  ; 
And  still  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  joint ;    O  cursed  spite, 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  set  it  right ! 
Nay,  come  ;  let 's  go  together.  Exeunt. 


Act  II,  Sc  i  HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK     31 

ACT  II 

SCENE  'i.—A  Room  in  PoLONius's  House. 
Enter  POLOXIUS  and  Reynaldo. 

Pol.  Give  him  this  money  and  these  notes,  Reynaldo. 

Rey.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Pol.  You  shall  do  marvellous  wisety,  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  visit  him,  to  make  inquire 
Of  his  behaviour. 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

Pol.  Marry,  well  said,  very  well  said.    Look  you,  sir, 
Inquire  me  first  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep. 
What  company,  at  what  expense  ;  and  finding 
By  this  encompassment  and  drift  of  question 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
Than  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it : 
Take  you,  as  'twere,  some  distant  knowledge  of  him  ; 
As  thus,  *  I  know  his  father  and  his  friends. 
And,  in  part,  him  ' :  do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo  ? 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord, 

Pol,   *  And,  in  part,  him  ;  but, '  you  may  say,  *  not 
well : 
But  if 't  be  he  I  mean,  he  's  very  wild, 
Addicted  so  and  so  ' ;  and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please ;  marry,  none  so  rank 
As  may  dishonour  him  ;  take  heed  of  that  ; 
But,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Rey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Pol.  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  quarrelling, 
Drabbing ;  you  may  go  so  far. 
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Key.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonour  him. 

Pol.   Faitl],  no  ;  as  you  may  season  it  in  the  charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency  ; 
That 's  not  my  meaning ;  but  breathe   his  faults  so 

quaintly 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty, 
The  flash  and  outbreak  of  a  fiery  mind, 
A  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood, 
Of  general  assault. 

Key.  But,  my  good  lord, — 

Fol.  Wherefore  should  you  do  this? 

Key.  Ay,  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marry,  sir,  here  's  my  drift  j 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant : 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son, 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soil'd  i'  the  working, 
Mark  you. 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound, 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
The  youth  you  breathe  of  guilty,  be  assur'd 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence  ; 
*  Good  sir,'  or  so  ;  or  '  friend,'  or  *  gentleman,' 
According  to  the  phrase  or  the  addition 
Of  man  and  country. 

/vVi'.  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  then,  sir,  does  he  this, — he  does — What 
was  I  about  to  say?  By  the  mass,  I  was  about  to  say 
something  :  where  did  I  leave  ? 

Key.  At  '  closes  in  the  consequence,'  at  *  friend  or 
so,'  and  'gentleman.' 

Pol.  At  '  closes  in  the  consequence,'  ay,  marry  ; 
iHe  closes  with  you  thus  :  '  I  know  the  gentleman  ; 
•I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  t'  other  day, 
Or  then,  or  then;  with  such,  or  such;  and,  as  you  say. 
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There  was  a'  gaming  ;  there  o'ertook  in  's  rouse  ; 

There  falling  out  at  tennis ' ;  or  perchance, 

'  I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale,' 

Videlicet,  a  brothel,  or  so  forth. 

See  you  now  ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth  ; 

And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach, 

With  windlaces  and  with  assays  of  bias, 

By  indirections  find  directions  out : 

So  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice 

Shall  you  my  son.     You  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  be  wi'  you  •  fare  you  wtW. 

Rey.  Good  my  lord  ! 

Pol.  Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rey.  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  music. 

Rey.  Well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  Farewell !  Exit  Reykaldo. 

Enter  Ophelia. 

How  now,  Ophelia  !  what 's  the  matter  ? 

Oph.   Alas  !  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  affrighted. 

Pol.  With  what,  i'  the  name  of  God  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  closet. 
Lord  Hamlet,  with  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd  ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head  ;  his  stockings  fouL'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyved  to  his  ancle  ; 
Pale  as  his  shirt ;  his  knees  knocking  each  other  j 
And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell 
To  speak  of  horrors,  he  comes  before  me. 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  5 

But  truly  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol.  What  said  he  ? 

X.  1 
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Oj>h.  He  took  me  by  the  wrist  and  held  me  hard, 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm, 
And,  Avith  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face 
As  he  would  draw  it.     Long  stay'd  he  so ; 
At  last,  a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm, 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  do\Mi, 
He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound 
That  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk 
And  end  his  being.     That  done,  he  lets  me  go. 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  turn'd, 
He  seem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes ; 
For  out  o'  doors  he  went  without  their  help, 
And  to  the  last  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.   Come,  go  with  me;  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstacy  of  love, 
Whose  violent  property  fordoes  itself 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven, 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.      I  am  sorry. 
What  !  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  but,  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  sorry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him ;  I  fear'd  he  did  but  trifle, 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee  ;  but,  beshrew  my  jealousy  • 
By  heaven,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions 
As  it  is  common  for  the  youngei"  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king : 
This  must  be  known ;  which;  being  kept  close,  might 

move 
More  giief  to  hide  than  hate  to  utter  love. 
Come.  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  l\.—A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Flourish.    Enter  King,  Queen,  Rosencrantz, 
GUILDENSTERN,  and  Attendants. 

King.  Welcome,  dear  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  ! 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you. 
The  need  we  have  to  use  you  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.     Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation  ;  so  call  it, 
Since  not  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was.     What  it  should  be. 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself, 
I  cannot  dream  of:  I  entreat  you  both, 
That,  being  of  so  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 
And  since  so  neighbour'd  to  his  youth  and  humour, 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  court 
Some  little  time  ;  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures,  and  to  gather, 
So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean, 
W^hether  aught  to  us  unknown  afflicts  him  thus, 
That,  open'd,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd  of  you ; 
And  sure  I  am  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry  and  good  will 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  awhile, 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Ros.  Both  your  majesties 

Might,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us. 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 
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Giiil.  We  both  obe)-, 

And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bcnl 
To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet, 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks,  Rosencrantz  and  gentle  Guildenstern. 

Queen.  Thanks,    Guildenstern   and   gentle   Rosen- 
crantz : 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
My  too  much  changed  son.     Go,  some  of  you. 
And  bring  these  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Gtiil.  Heavens  make  our  presence  and  our  practices 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him  ! 

Queen.  Ay,  amen  ! 

Exeunt  Rosencraxtz,  Guildenstern, 
and  some  Atteiuiants. 

Enter  POLONIUS. 

Pol.  The  ambassadors  from  Norway,  my  good  lord, 
Ai-e  joyfully  return'd. 

King.  Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good  news. 

Pol.   Have  I,  my  lord?    Assure  you,  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  soul. 
Both  to  my  God  and  to  my  gracious  king  ; 
And  I  do  think,  or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hath  us'd  to  do,  that  I  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O  !  speak  of  that ;  that  do  I  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  first  admittance  to  the  ambassadors ; 
My  news  shall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feast. 

King.  Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

Exit  POLONIUS^ 
He  tells  me,  my  sweet  queen,  that  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  source  of  all  your  son's  distemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main  ; 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  niarriage, 
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King.  Well,  we  shall  sift  him. 

Re-enter  PoLOXiUS,  with  VoLTiMAXDand Corxeuus. 

Welcome,  my  good  friends. 
Say,  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway  ? 

Volt.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  desires. 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  levies,  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack ; 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  ti'uly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness :  whereat  grievVl, 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand,  sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortinbras  ;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys. 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway,  and  in  fine 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle  never  more 
To  give  the  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee, 
And  his  commission  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack  ; 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown. 

Giving  a  paper. 
That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise, 
On  such  regards  of  safety  and  allowance 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well ; 

And  at  our  more  consider'd  time  we  '11  read, 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business  : 
Meantime  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labour. 
CjO  to  your  rest ;  at  night  we  '11  feast  together : 
Most  Avelcome  home  ! 

Exeunt  Voltimaxd  and  CorxelTCS. 

Pol.  This  business  is  well  ended. 

My  liege,  and  madam,  to  expostulate 
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What  majesty  should  be,  what  duty  is, 

Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time, 

Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  time. 

Therefore,  since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit. 

And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 

I  will  be  brief.     Your  noble  son  is  mad : 

Mad  call  I  it ;  for,  to  define  true  madness, 

What  is  't  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad  ? 

But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  less  art. 

Pol.  Madam,  I  swear  I  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true  ;  'tis  true  'tis  pity ; 
And  pity  'tis  'tis  time :  a  foolish  figure  ; 

But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art. 

Mad  let  us  grant  him,  then  ;  and  now  remains 

That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect, 

Or  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect, 

For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause  ; 

Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 

Perpend : 

I  have  a  daughter;  have,  Avhile  she  is  mine  ; 

Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark. 

Hath  given  me  this.     Now  gather,  and  surmise. 

To  the  celestial,  and  my  soiiVsidol,  the  most  beautified 
Ophelia, — 

That 's  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase  ;  'beautified  '  is  a 
vile  phrase  ;  but  you  shall  hear.     Thus  : 

hi  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these,  etc. 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her? 

Pol.  Good  madam,  stay  awhile  ;  I  will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire  ; 

Doubt  that  the  suji  doth  move ; 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar  ; 

But  fiever  doubt  I  love. 
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O  dear  Ophelia  !  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers :  I  have 
not  art  to  reckon  my  groans  ;  but  that  I  love  thee  best, 
O  most  best !  believe  if.     Adieu. 

Thine  everviore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst  this 
mad  line  is  to  him, 

Hamlet. 

This  in  obedience  hath  my  daughter  shown  me  ; 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitings, 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 

Receiv'd  his  love  ? 

Pol,  What  do  you  think  of  me  ? 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable. 

Pol.  I  would  fain  prove  so.     But  what  might  you 
think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  must  tell  you  that. 
Before  my  daughter  told  me,  what  might  you, 
Or  my  dear  majesty,  your  queen  here,  think. 
If  I  had  play'd  the  desk  or  table-book, 
Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb, 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; 
What  might  you  think  ?  No,  I  went  round  to  work, 
And  my  young  mistress  thus  I  did  bespeak  ; 
'  Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince,  out  of  thy  star  ; 
This  must  not  be '  :  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 
That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice  ; 
And  he,  repulsed,  a  short  tale  to  make. 
Fell  into  a  sadness,  then  into  a  fast, 
Thence  to  a  watch,  thence  into  a  weakness. 
Thence  to  a  lightness  ;  and  by  this  declension 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 
And  all  we  wail  for. 
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King,  Do  you  think  'tis  this  ? 

Queen.   It  may  be,  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  there  been  such  a  time,  I  'd  fain  know 
that, 
That  I  have  positively  said  '  'Tis  so,' 
When  it  prov'd  otherwise  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol.  Pointing  to  his  head  and  shoulder.  Take  this 
from  this,  if  this  be  otherwise. 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 

Pol.  You  know  sometimes  he    walks    four   hours 
together 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does  indeed. 

Pol.  At  such  a  time  I  '11  loose  my  daughter  to  him ; 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then, 
Mark  the  encounter  ;  if  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fall'n  thereon. 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state, 
But  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 

King.  We  will  try  it. 

Queen.  But,    look,    where   sadly   the  poor  wretch 
comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away  !  I  do  beseech  you,  both  away. 
I  '11  board  him  presently. 

Exeunt  KiXGi  QVESX,  and  Attendants, 

Enter  Hamlet^  reading. 

O  !  give  me  leave. 
How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet  ? 
Ham.  Well,  God-a-mercy. 
Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Excellent  well ;  you  are  a  fi'^hmonger. 
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Fol.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Hajii.  Then  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  man. 

Pol.  Honest,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world  goes,  is 
til  be  one  man  picked  out  often  thousand. 

Fol.  That 's  very  true,  my  lord. 

/lam.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog, 
being  a  god  kissing  carrion, — Have  you  a  daughter? 

Fol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun  :  conception  is  a 
blessing ;  but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive. 
Friend,  look  to  't. 

Pol.  Aside.  How  say  you  by  that  ?  Still  harping 
on  my  daughter  :  yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first ;  he  said 
I  was  a  fishmonger  :  he  is  far  gore,  far  gone  :  and 
truly  in  my  youth  I  suffered  much  extremity  for  love  ; 
very  near  this.  I  '11  speak  to  him  again.  What  do 
you  read,  my  lord  ? 

Haj?i.  Words,  words,  words, 

Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Hajii.   Between  who  ? 

Pol.  I  mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  sir  :  for  the  satirical  rogue  says 
here  that  old  men  have  grey  beards,  that  their  faces 
are  wrinkled,  their  eyes  purging  thick  amber  and 
plum-tree  gum,  and  that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of 
wit,  together  with  most  weak^  hams  :  all  which,  sir, 
though  I  most  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  I 
hold  it  not  honesty  to  have  it  thus  set  down ;  for 
yourself,  sir,  should  be  old  as  I  am,  if  like  a  crab  you 
could  go  backward. 

Pol.  Aside.  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is 
method  in  't.     Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord  ? 

Ha??i.   Into  my  grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  the  air.  Aside.  How 
pregnant  sometimes  his  replies  are  !  a  happiness  that 
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often  madness  hits  on,  Avhich  reason  and  sanity  could 
not  so  prosperously  be  delivered  of.  I  will  leave  him, 
and  suddenly  contrive  the  means  of  meeting  between 
him  and  my  daughter.  ]\Iy  honourable  lord,  I  will 
most  humbly  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot,  sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that 
I  will  more  willingly  part  withal ;  except  my  life, 
except  my  life,  except  my  life. 

Pol.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham,  These  tedious  old  fools  ! 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  GuiLDENSTERN.. 

Pol.  You  go  to  seek  the  Lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 

Ros.    To  POLONIUS.  God  save  you,  sir ! 

Exit  POLONIUS. 

Gtn'L  My  honour'd  lord  ! 

Ros,  IMy  most  dear  lord  ! 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends  !  How  dost  thou, 
Guildenstern  ?  Ah,  Rosencrantz  !  Good  lads,  how  do 
ye  both  ? 

Ros.  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Guil.  Happy  in  that  we  are  not  over-happy  ; 
On  Fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Hajfi.  Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe  ? 

Ros.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the 
middle  of  her  favours  ? 

Guil.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  secret  parts  of  Fortune  ?  O  !  most 
tme  ;  she  is  a  strumpet.     \Vhat  news  ? 

Ros.  None,  my  lord,  but  that  the  world  's  grown 
honest. 

Haf?i.  Then  is  doomsday  near  ;  but  your  news  is 
not  true.  Let  me  question  more  in  particular  :  what 
have  you,  my  good  friends,  deserved  at  the  hands  of 
Fortune,  that  she  sends  you  to  prison  hither? 
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Gnil.  Prison,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Denmark  's  a  prison. 

Ros.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one  ;  in  which  there  are  many 
confines,  wards,  and  dungeons,  Denmark  being  one  o' 
the  worst. 

Ros,  We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  then  'tis  none  to  you  ;  for  there  is 
nothing  either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so  : 
to  me  it  is  a  prison. 

Ros.  Why,  then  your  ambition  makes  it  one  ;  'tis 
too  narrow  for  your  mind. 

Haj}i.  O  God  !  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut-shell, 
and  count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space,  were  it  not 
that  I  have  bad  dreams. 

Gtiil.  Which  dreams  indeed  are  ambition,  for  the 
very  substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shadow 
of  a  dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Ros,  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy  and  light 
a  quality  that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars  bodies,  and  our  mon- 
archs  and  outstretched  heroes  the  beggars'  shadows. 
Shall  we  to  the  court  ?  for,  by  my  fay,  I  cannot 
reason. 

Ros.^  Guil.  We  '11  wait  upon  you. 

Ham.  No  such  matter  ;  I  will  not  sort  you  with  the 
rest  of  my  servants,  for,  to  speak  to  you  like  an 
honest  man,  I  am  most  dreadfully  attended.  But,  in 
the  beaten  way  of  friendship,  what  make  you  at 
Elsinore  ? 

Ros.  To  visit  you,  my  lord  ;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks  ; 
but  I  thank  you  :  and  sure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks 
are  too  dear  a  halfpenny.  Were  you  not  sent  for  ?  Is 
it  your  own  inclining?    Is  it  a  free  visitation?    Come, 
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come  ;  deal  justly  -with  me :  come,  come  ;  nay, ! 
speak. 

Giiil.  What  should  we  say,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why,  any  thing,  but  to  the  purpose.  Vou 
were  sent  for ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in 
your  looks  which  your  modesties  have  not  craft 
enough  to  colour  :  I  know  the  good  king  and  queen 
have  sent  for  you. 

Ros.   To  what  end,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me  con- 
jure you,  by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the 
consonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever- 
preserved  love,  and  by  what  more  dear  a  better  pro- 
poser could  charge  you  withal,  be  even  and  direct  with 
me,  whether  you  were  sent  for  or  no. 

Ros.  Aside  to  Guildexsterx.  What  say  you  ? 

Ham.  Aside.  Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you.  If 
you  love  me,  hold  not  off. 

Giiil.  My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham.  I  will  tell  you  why  ;  so  shall  my  anticipation 
prevent  your  discovery,  and  your  secrecy  to  the  king 
and  queen  moult  no  feather.  I  have  of  late,  but 
wherefore  I  know  not,  lost  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all 
custom  of  exercises ;  and  indeed  it  goes  so  heavily 
with  my  disposition  that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth, 
seems  to  me  a  sterile  promontory  ;  this  most  excellent 
canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  brave  o'erhanging 
firmament,  this  majestical  roof  fretted  with  golden  fire, 
why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me  than  a  foul  and 
pestilent  congregation  of  vapours.  What  a  piece  of 
work  is  a  man  !  how  noble  in  reason  !  how  infinite  in 
faculty  !  in  form  and  moving  how  express  and  admir- 
able !  in  action  how  like  an  angel  !  in  appi^hension 
how  like  a  god  !  the  beauty  of  the  world  !  the  paragon 
of  animals  !  And  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this  quint- 
essence   of  dust  ?    man    delights   not    me ;    no,    nor 
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\soman  neither,  though  Ly  your  smiling  you  seem  ta 
say  so. 

Ros.  My  lord,  there  was  no  such  stuff  in  my 
thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh  then,  when  I  said  '  man 
delights  not  me  '  ? 

Ros.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man, 
what  lenten  entertainment  the  players  shall  receive 
from  you  :  we  coted  them  on  the  way ;  and  hither  are 
they  coming  to  offer 'you  service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  king  shall  be  welcome ;  his 
majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me  ;  the  adventurous 
knight  shall  use  his  foil  and  target ;  the  lover  shall  not 
sigh  gratis ;  the  humorous  man  shall  end  his  part  in 
peace  ;  the  clown  shall  make  those  laugh  whose  lungs 
are  tickle  o'  the  sere  ;  and  the  lady  shall  say  her  mind 
freely,  or  the  blank  verse  shall  halt  for  't.  What 
players  are  they  ? 

Ros.  Even  those  you  were  wont  to  take  delight  in, 
the  tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ham.  How  chances  it  they  travel?  their  residence, 
both  in  reputation  and  profit,  was  better  both  ways. 

Ros.  I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of 
the  late  innovation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they  did 
when  I  was  in  the  city?  are  they  so  followed  ? 

Ros.  No  indeed  they  are  not. 

Ham.  How  comes  it  ?  do  they  grow  rusty  ? 

Ros.  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted 
pace :  but  there  is,  sir,  an  aery  of  children,  little  eyases, 
that  cry  out  on  the  top  of  question,  and  are  most 
tyrannically  clapped  for 't :  these  are  now  the  fashion, 
and  so  berattle  the  common  stages,  so  they  call  them, 
that  many  wearing  rapiers  are  afraid  of  goose-quills 
and  dare  scarce  come  thither. 

Ham,  What !  are  they  children?  who  maintains  'em? 
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how  are  they  escoted  ?  Will  they  pursue  the  quality  no 
longer  than  they  can  sing?  will  they  not  say  afterwards, 
if  they  should  grow  themselves  to  common  players, 
as  it  is  most  like  if  their  means  are  no  better,  their 
writers  do  them  wrong,  to  make  them  exclaim  against 
their  own  succession  ? 

Ros.  Faith,  there  has  been  much  to-do  on  both  sides; 
and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin  to  tarre  them  to  contro- 
versy :  there  was,  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argu- 
ment, unless  the  poet  and  the  player  went  to  cuffs  in  the 
question. 

Ham.  Is  't  possible  ? 

Guil.  O !  there  has  been  much  tlu-owing  about  of 
brains. 

Ham.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord  ;  Hercules  and  his 
load  too. 

Hatn.  It  is  not  veiy  strange  ;  for  my  uncle  is  King  of 
Denmark,  and  those  that  would  make  mows  at  him 
while  my  father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  iifty,  an 
hundred  ducats  a-piece,  for  his  picture  in  little. 
'Sblood,  there  is  something  in  this  more  than  natural, 
if  philosophy  could  find  it  out. 

Flourish  of  tmmpds  Tvithin. 

Guil.  There  are  the  players. 

HaT?i.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 
Your  hands.  Come,  then  ;  the  appurtenance  of  wel- 
come is  fashion  and  ceremony :  let  me  comply  with  you 
in  this  garb,  lest  my  extent  to  the  players,  which,  I  tell 
you,  must  show  fairly  outward,  should  more  appear  like 
entertainment  than  yours.  You  are  welcome  ;  but  my 
uncle-father  and  aunt-mother  are  deceived. 

Guil.  In  what,  my  dear  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  north-north-west :  when  the 
wind  is  southerly  I  know  a  haw.k  from  a  handsaw. 
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Re-enter  PoLOXius. 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen  ! 

Havi.  Hark  you,  Guildenstern  ;  and  you  too  ;  at 
each  ear  a  hearer :  that  great  baby  you  see  there  is  not 
yet  out  of  his  swaddling-clouts. 

Ros.  Happily  he  's  the  second  time  come  to  them  ; 
for  they  say  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Ham.  I  will  prophesy  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the 
players  ;  mark  it.  You  say  right,  sir ;  o'  Monday 
morning  ;  'twas  so  indeed. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you.  When 
Roscius  was  an  actor  in  Rome, — 

Pol,  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.   Buz,  buz  ! 

Pol.   Upon  my  honour, — 

Ham.  Then  came  each  actor  on  his  ass, — 

Pol.  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy, 
comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comical,  historical- 
pastoral,  tragical-historical,  tragical-comical-historical- 
pastoral,  scene  individable,  or  poem  unlimited  :  Seneca 
cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light.  For  the 
law  of  writ  and  the  liberty,  these  are  the  only  men. 

Hatn.  O  Jephthah,  judge  of  Israel,  what  a  treasure 
hadst  thou  ! 

Pol.   What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why, 

One  fair  daughter,  and  no  more. 
The  which  he  loved  passing  ivell. 

Pol.  Aside.  Still  on  my  daughter. 
Ham.  Am  I  not  i'  the  right,  old  Jephthah  ? 
Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephthah,  my  lord,   I  have  a 
daughter  that  I  love  passing  well. 
Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 
Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  lord? 
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Ham,  Why, 

As  by  loly  God  WQt, 
and  then,  you  know, 

//  came  to  fass,  as  most  like  it  7C'as,  — 

the  first  row  of  the  pious  chanson  will  show  you  more  ; 
for  look  where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  fottr  or  five  Players. 

You  are  welcome,  masters ;  welcome,  all.  I  am  glad 
to  see  ye  well :  welcome,  good  friends.  O !  my 
old  friend.  Why,  thy  face  is  valanced  since  I  saw 
thee  last  :  comest  thou  to  beard  me  in  Denmark  ? 
What !  my  young  lady  and  mistress  !  By  'r  lady,  your 
ladyship  is  nearer  to  heaven  than  when  I  saw  you  last, 
by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.  Pray  God,  your  voice, 
like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  not  cracked  within 
the  ring.  Masters,  you  are  all  welcome.  We'll  e'en 
to  't  like  French  falconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we  see : 
we'll  have  a  speech  straight.  Come,  give  us  a  taste  of 
your  quality  ;  come,  a  passionate  speech. 

First  Play,  What  speech,  my  good  lord? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once,  but  it 
was  never  acted  ;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once  ;  for  the 
play,  I  remember,  pleased  not  the  million ;  'twas 
caviare  to  the  general :  but  it  was,  as  I  received  it,  and 
others,  whose  judgments  in  such  matters  cried  in  the 
top  of  mine,  an  excellent  play,  well  digested  in  the 
scenes,  set  down  with  as  much  modesty  as  cunning.  I 
remember  one  said  there  were  no  sallets  in  the  lines  to 
make  the  matter  savouiy,  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase 
that  might  indict  the  author  of  affectation  ;  but  called 
it  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as  sweet,  and  by 
very  much  more  handsome  than  fine.  One  speech  in 
it  I  chiefly  loved  ;  'twas  ^^neas'  tale  to  Dido  ;  and 
thereabout  of  it  especially,  where  he  speaks  of  Priam's 
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slaughter.     If  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at  this 

line :  let  me  see,  let  me  see  ; — 

TJic  rugged  Pyrrhiis,  like  the  Hyrcamajt  beast, — 

'tis  not  so  ;  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus : — 

T/ie  rugged  Pyrrhus,  he  zuhose  sable  anus, 

Black  as  his  purpose,  did  the  flight  resemble 

nVien  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse. 

Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smear\i 

With  heraldry  more  dismal;  head  to  foot 

No7o  is  he  total  gules  ;  horridly  trick' d 

With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  sons, 

Bak'd  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets. 

That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  a  damned  light 

To  their  vile  murders:  roasted  in  wrath  and  fire. 

And  thus  der-sized  laith  coagulate  gore. 

With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Fyrrhtis 

Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks. 

So,  proceed  you. 

Pol.    'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken  ;  with  good 
accent  and  good  discretion. 

First  Play.  Anon  he  finds  him 

Striking  too  short  at  Greeks  ;  his  antique  sword, 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls, 
Repugnant  to  comjnand.      Unequal  match''d, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priatn  drives  ;  in  rage  strikes  ivide  ; 
But  idth  the  whiff  and  %vi)id  of  his  fell  sruord 
The  iinnerved  father  falls.     Then  senseless  Ilium  ^ 
Seeming  to  feel  this  blozv,  with  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  base,  and  with  a  hideous  crash 
Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus'  ear:  for,  lo!  his  sword, 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 
Of  rez'erend  Priain,  seemed  V  the  air  to  stick : 
So,  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyj-rhus  stood. 
And  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter^ 
Did  nothing, 

X.  IL 
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But,  as  zve  often  see,  against  some  storm, 
A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack  stand  still. 
The  bold  ivinds  speechless  and  the  orb  below 
As  hush  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region  ;  so,  after  Pyrrhiis'  panse, 
Aroused  vengeance  sets  him  ne70  a-mork  ; 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops'  hammers  fall 
On  Mars  V  armour,  for£d  for  proof  eterne, 
With  less  re?norse  than  Pyrrhits''  bleeding  rd'ord 
Noiv  falls  on  Priam. 

Out,  out,  thou  strumpet,  Fortune  I  All  you  gods. 
In  general  synod,  take  away  her  power  ; 
Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  her  wheel. 
And  boTivl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven 
As  low  as  to  the  fends  ! 

Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard. 
Prithee,  say  on  :  he  's  for  a  jig  or  a  tale  of  bawdry, 
or  he  sleeps.     Say  on  ;  come  to  Hecuba. 

First  Play.  But  who,  0  !  who  had  seen  the  mobled 
qiieoi — 

Ham.  '  The  mobled  queen  ? ' 

Pol.  That's  good  ;  'mobled  queen'  is  good. 

First  Play.  Pun  barefoot  tip  and  doxvji,  threat' ning 
the  flames 
With  bisson  rheum. ;  a  clout  upon  that  head 
JFhere  late  the  diadem  stood ;  and  for  a  robe, 
About  her  lank  and  all  e'er-teemed  loins, 
A  blajiket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up  ; 
Who  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steefd, 
^Gainst  Fortune'' s  state  would  treason  have  prottounc'd: 
But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then, 
When  she  saiu  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
In  mincing  with  his  sword  her  husband's  limbs, 
The  instant  burst  of  clamour  that  she  made. 
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Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all, 

Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven, 

And  passion  in  the  gods. 

Pol.  Look !  Avhe'er  he  has  not  turned  his  colour  and 
has  tears  in 's  eyes.     Prithee,  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well ;  I  '11  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest  of 
this  soon.  Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players  Avell 
bestowed  ?  Do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well  used  ;  for 
they  are  the  abstracts  and  brief  chronicles  of  the  time  : 
after  your  death  you  were  better  have  a  bad  epitaph 
than  their  ill  report  while  you  live. 

Fol.  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their  desert. 

Ham.  God's  bodikins,  man,  much  better ;  use  every 
man  after  his  desert,  and  who  should  'scape  whipping  ? 
Use  them  after  your  own  honour  and  dignity  :  the  less 
they  deserve,  the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.  Take 
them  in. 

Pol.  Come,  sirs. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends  :  we  '11  hear  a  play  to- 
morrow. 

Exit  POLOXIUS,  with  all  the  Players  but 

the  First. 
Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ;  can  you  play  the  Murder 
of  Gonzago  ? 

First  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We  '11  ha 't  to-morrow  night.  You  could,  for 
a  need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen  lines, 
which  I  would  set  down  and  insert  in  't,  could  you  not. 

Fi7-st  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well.  Follow  that  lord  ;  and  look  you 
mock  him  not. 

Exit  First  Player. 
My  good  friends,  I  "il  leave  you  till  night ;  you  are 
welcome  to  Elsinore. 

Ros.   Good  my  lord  ! 
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Ham.  Ay,  so,  God  be  wi'  ye. 

Exeunt  ROSEXCRANTZ  and  GCILDEXSTERN. 

Now  I  am  alone. 

0  I  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  I : 
Is  it  not  monstrous  that  this  player  here, 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion, 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  whole  conceit 
That  from  her  working  all  his  visage  wann'd, 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in  's  aspect, 

A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 

With  forms  to  his  conceit  ?  and  all  for  nothing  ! 

For  Hecuba  ! 

"What 's  Hecuba  to  him  or  he  to  Hecuba 

That  he  should  weep  for  her  ?  What  would  he  do 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion 

That  I  have  ?  He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears, 

And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech. 

Make  mad  the  guilty  and  appal  the  free. 

Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 

The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. 

Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak, 

Like  John-a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  cause, 

And  can  say  nothing  ;  no,  not  for  a  king. 

Upon  whose  property  and  most  dear  life 

A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.     Am  I  a  coward? 

Who  calls  me  villain  ?  breaks  my  pate  across  ? 

Plucks  off  my  beard  and  blows  it  in  my  face  ? 

Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  ?  gives  me  the  lie  i'  the  throat 

As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?  Who  does  me  this  ? 

Ha! 

'Swounds  !  I  should  take  it,  for  it  cannot  be 

But  I  am  pigcon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppression  bitter,  or  ere  this 

1  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  slave's  ofial.     Bloody,  bawdy  villain  ! 
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Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless  villain  ! 

0  !  vengeance ! 

Why,  what  an  ass  am  I  !  This  is  most  brave, 

That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murder'd. 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell. 

Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fall  a-cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 

A  scullion  ! 

Fie  upon 't !  foh  !    About,  my  brain  !    I  have  heard 

That  guilty  creatures  sitting  at  a  play 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene 

Been  struck  so  to  the  soul  that  presently 

They  have  proclaim'd  their  malefactions  ; 

For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     I  '11  have  these  players 

Play  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father 

Before  mine  uncle  ;  I  '11  observe  his  looks  ; 

1  '11  tent  him  to  the  quick  :  if  he  but  blench 

I  know  my  course.     The  spirit  that  I  have  seen 
May  be  the  devil ;  and  the  devil  hath  power 
To  assume  a  pleasing  shape  ;  yea,  and  perhaps 
Out  of  my  weakness  and  my  melancholy. 
As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits, 
Abuses  me  to  damn  me.     I  '11  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this  :  the  play 's  the  thing 
Wherein  I  '11  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king.     L.\it, 


ACT  III 

SCENE  \.—A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,   Ophelia,  Rosen 

CRANTZ,  and  GUILDENSTERN. 

King.  And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  circumstance, 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion, 
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Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy? 

Ros.   He  does  confess  he  feels  himself  distracted  ; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

Giiil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded. 
But,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Ros.  INIost  like  a  gentleman. 

Gitil.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Ros.  Niggard  of  question,  but  of  our  demands 
Most  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  assay  him 

To  any  pastime  ? 

Ros.  Madam,  it  so  fell  out  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way  ;  of  these  we  told  him, 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  they  are  about  the  court, 
And,  as  I  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tis  most  true  ; 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majesties 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

R'ing.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  it  doth  much  content 
me 
To  hear  him  so  inclin'd. 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge. 
And  drive  his  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 

Ros.  We  shall,  my  lord. 

Exeunt  Rosexcraxtz  and  Guildexstern. 

J^'i>ig-  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too  ; 

For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither, 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront  Ophelia. 
Her  father  and  myself,  lawful  espials, 
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Will  so  bestow  ourselves  that,  seeing  unseen, 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge, 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav'd. 
If  't  be  the  affliction  of  his  love  or  no 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you. 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet's  wildness  ;  so  shall  I  hope  your  virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again. 
To  both  your  honours. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wish  it  may. 

Exit  Que  EX. 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here.  Gracious,  so  please  you, 
We  will  bestow  ourselves.      To  Ophelia.     Read  on 

this  book, 
That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Your  loneliness.     We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, 
'Tis  too  much  prov'd,  that  with  devotion's  visage 
And  pious  action  we  do  sugar  o'er 
The  devil  himself. 

King.  Aside.  O  !  'tis  too  true  ; 
How  smart  a  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience  ! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastering  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word  : 
O  heavy  burden  ! 

Pol.  I  hear  him  coming  ;  let 's  withdraw,  my  lord. 
Exeunt  Ke\g  and  PoLOXius. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be  :  that  is  the  question  : 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune. 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 
And  by  opposing  end  them?   To  die  :  to  sleep  ; 
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No  more  ;  and  by  a  sleep  to  say  we  end 

The  heart-aclie  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 

That  flesh  is  heir  to,  'tis  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.     To  die,  to  sleep  ; 

To  sleep  :  perchance  to  dream  :  ay,  there  's  the  rub ; 

For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come 

When  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil, 

^lust  give  us  pause.     There  's  the  respect 

That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life  ; 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 

The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 

The  pangs  of  dispriz'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 

The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin?  who  would  fardels  bear, 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life, 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death. 

The  undiscovered  country  from  whose  bourn 

Xo  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know^  not  of  ? 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all ; 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought, 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment 

With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry. 

And  lose  the  name  of  action.     Soft  you  now  ! 

The  fair  Ophelia  !     Nymph,  in  thy  orisons 

Be  all  my  sins  remember 'd. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord, 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  ? 

Ham.   I  humbly  thank  you  ;  well,  well,  well. 

Oph.   My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  yours, 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver  ; 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them, 
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Ham.  No,  -not  I  ; 

I  never  gave  you  aught. 

Oph.  My  hoaour'd  lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did ; 
And,  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  compos'd 
As  made  the  things  more  rich  :  their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these  again  ;  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha  !  are  you  honest  ? 

Oph.  IVIy  lord  ? 

Ham.   Are  you  fair  ? 

Oph.   What  means  your  lordship  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honest  and  fair,  your  honesty 
should  admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Oph.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  commerce 
than  with  honesty  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  sooner 
transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd  than  the 
force  of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  into  his  likeness  : 
this  was  sometime  a  paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it 
proof.     I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me  ;  for  virtue 
cannot  so  inoculate  our  old  stock  but  we  shall  relish 
of  it :  I  loved  you  not. 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery  :  Mhy  would'st  thou  be 
a  breeder  of  sinners?  I  am  myself  indifferent  honest ; 
but  yet  I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things  that  it  were 
better  my  mother  had  not  borne  me.  I  am  very  proud, 
revengeful,  ambitious  ;  with  more  offences  at  my  beck 
than  I  have  thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to 
give  them  shape,  or  time  to  act  them  in.  What  should 
such  fellows  as  I  do  crawling  between  earth  and  heaven? 
We  are  arrant  knaves  all ;  believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy 
ways  to  a  nunnery.     Where  's  your  father  ? 
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Opii.  At  liome,  my  lord. 

Navi.  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  hhn,  that  he  may 
play  the  fool  no  where  but  in 's  own  house.     Farewell. 

Oph.  O  !  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens. 

Ham.  If  thou  dost  many,  I  '11  give  thee  this  plague 
for  thy  dowry :  be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow, 
thou  shalt  not  escape  calumny.  Get  thee  to  a  nunneiy, 
go ;  farewell.  Or,  if  thou  wilt  needs  marry,  marry  a 
fool ;  for  wise  men  know  well  enough  what  monsters 
you  make  of  them.  To  a  nunnery,  go  ;  and  quickly  too. 
Farewell. 

Oj)h.  O  heavenly  powers,  restore  him  ! 

Ham.  Ihaveheard  of  your  paintings  too,  well  enough ; 
God  hath  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves 
another;  you  jig,  you  amble,  and  you  lisp,  and  nickname 
God's  creatures,  and  make  your  wantonness  your  igno- 
rance. Go  to,  I  '11  no  more  on  't ;  it  hath  made  me 
mad.  I  say  we  will  have  no  more  marriages  ;  those 
that  are  married  already,  all  but  one,  shall  live  ;  the  rest 
shall  keep  as  they  are.     To  a  nunnery,  go.  Exit. 

Opli.  O  !  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown  : 
The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue,  sword 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state, 
The  glass  of  fashion  and  the  mould  of  form, 
The  observ'd  of  all  observers,  quite,  quite  dowii  \ 
And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched, 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows, 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason. 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh  ; 
That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth 
Blasted  with  ecstacy  :  O  !  woe  is  me. 
To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  see. 

Re-enter  KiXG  and  FOLOXius, 

King.  Love  !  his  affections  do  not  tlvat  way  tend  ; 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little, 
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Was  not  like  madness.    There  's  something  in  his  soul 

O'ei"  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood  ; 

And  I  do  doubt  the  hatch  and  the  disclose 

Will  be  some  danger ;  which  for  to  prevent, 

I  have  in  quick  determination 

Thus  set  it  down  :  he  shall  with  speed  to  England, 

For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute  : 

Haply  the  seas  and  countries  different 

With  variable  objects  shall  expel 

This  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart, 

Whereon  his  brains  still  beating  puts  him  thus 

From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you  on  't  ? 

Pol.  It  shall  do  well  :  but  yet  do  I  believe 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love.     How  now,  Ophelia  ! 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  said  ; 
We  heard  it  all.     ]\Iy  lord,  do  as  you  please  ; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play, 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  show  his  griefs  :  let  her  be  round  with  him  ; 
And  I  '11  be  plac'd,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.     If  she  find  him  not, 
To  England  send  him,  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so  : 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'd  go. 

Exeunt, 

SCENE  11.—^  Hall  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  certain  Players. 

Ham.  Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronounced 
it  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue  ;  but  if  you  mouth 
it,  as  many  of  your  players  do,  I  had  as  lief  the  town- 
crier  spoke  my  lines.  Nor  do  not  saw  the  air  too  much 
with  your  hand,  thus  •  but  use  all  gently:  for  in  the 
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very  torrent,  tempest,  and,  as  I  may  say,  the  whirlwind 
of  passion,  you  must  acquire  and  beget  a  temperance 
that  may  give  it  smoothness.  O  I  it  offends  me  to  the 
soul  to  hear  a  robustious  periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a 
passion  to  tatters,  to  veiy  rags,  to  split  the  ears  of  the 
groundlings,  who  for  the  most  part  are  capable  of 
notliing  but  inexplicable  dumb-shows  and  noise  :  I 
would  have  such  a  fellow  whipped  for  o'er-doing  Ter- 
magant ;  it  out-herods  Herod  :  pray  you,  avoid  it. 

First  Play.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own 
discretion  be  your  tutor  :  suit  the  action  to  the  word, 
the  word  to  the  action  ;  with  this  special  observance, 
that  you  o'erstep  not  the  modesty  of  nature  ;  for  any 
thing  so  overdone  is  from  the  purpose  of  playing,  whose 
end,  both  at  the  first  and  now,  was  and  is,  to  hold,  as 
'twere,  the  mirror  up  to  nature  ;  to  show  virtue  her  own 
feature,  scorn  her  own  image,  and  the  very  age  and 
body  of  the  time  his  form  and  pressure.  Now,  this 
overdone,  or  come  tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  un- 
skilful laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious  grieve  ; 
the  censure  of  the  which  one  must  in  your  allowance 
o'erweigh  a  whole  theatre  of  others.  O  !  there  be 
players  that  I  have  seen  play,  and  heard  others  praise, 
and  that  highly,  not  to  speak  it  profanely,  that,  neither 
having  the  accent  of  Christians  nor  the  gait  of  Chris- 
tian, pagan,  nor  man,  have  so  strutted  and  bellowed 
that  I  have  thought  some  of  nature's  journeymen  had 
made  men  and  not  made  them  well,  they  imitated 
humanity  so  abominably, 

Fhst  Play.  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indiffe- 
rently with  us. 

Ham.  O  !  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those  that 
play  your  clowns  speak  no  more  than  is  set  down  for 
them  ;  for  there  be  of  them  that  will  themselves  laugh, 
to  set  on  some  quantity  of  barren  spectators  to  laugh 
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too,  though  in  the  mean  time  some  necessary  ques- 
tion of  the  play  be  then  to  be  considered  ;  that  's 
villanous,  and  shows  a  most  pitiful  ambition  in  the 
fool  that  uses  it.     Go,  make  you  ready. 

ExciDit  Playcj'S. 
Enter  PoLOXius,  Rosexcrantz,  and  Guildex- 

STERN. 

How  now,  my  lord  1  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of 
'Aork  ? 

Pel.  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 
Hani.  Bid  the  players  make  haste. 

Exit  POLOXIUS. 
Will  you  two  help  to  hasten  them  ? 
Ros.,  Guil.  We  will,  my  lord. 

Exeunt  Rosexcraxtz  and  GuiLDEXSTERN. 
Ham.  What  ho  !  Horatio  ! 

Enter  HoRA  TIO. 

Hor.   Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 

Hani.   Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  my  conversation  cop'd  withal. 

Hor.   O  !  my  dear  lord, — 

Ha?n.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter  ; 

For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  hast  but  thy  good  spirits 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee  ?    Why  should  the  p  )or  be 

flatter'd  ? 
No  ;  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp, 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Dost  thou  hear? 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice 
And  could  of  men  distinguish,  her  election 
Hath  seal'd  thee  for  herself;  for  thou  hast  been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing, 
A  man  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks  ;  and  bless'd  are  those 
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Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  commingled 

That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 

To  sound  what  stop  she  please.     Give  me  that  man 

That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 

In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart. 

As  I  do  thee.     Something  too  much  of  this. 

There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king ; 

One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance 

Which  I  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death  : 

I  prithee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  afoot, 

Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 

Observe  mine  uncle  ;  if  his  occulted  guilt 

Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech, 

It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen, 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 

As  Vulcan's  stithy.     Give  him  heedful  note; 

For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face, 

And  after  we  will  both  our  judgments  join 

In  censure  of  his  seeming. 

Hor.  Well,  my  lord  : 

If  he  steal  aught  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing. 
And  'scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  play  ;  I  must  be  idle  : 
Get  you  a  place. 

Danish  March.  A  Flourish.  Enter  King,  QueeN, 
PoLONius,  Ophelia,  Rosexcra\tz,  Guilden- 
STERN,  and  Others. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet  ? 

ItaM.  Excellent,  i'  faith ;  of  the  chameleon's  dish  : 
1  eat  the  air,  promise- crammed  ;  you  cannot  feed 
Capons  so. 

King.  I  have  nothing  v/itli  this  answer,  Hamlet; 
these  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now.  To  POLONIUS.  My 
iord,  you  played  once  i'  the  university,  you  say  ? 
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Pol.  That  did  I,  my  lord,  and  was  accounted  a 
good  actor. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact  ? 

PoL  I  did  enact  Julius  Ccesar  :  I  was  killed  i'  the 
Capitol ;  Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  so  capital 
a  calf  there.     Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  my  lord  ;  they  stay  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  good  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Ham.  No,  good  mother,  here  's  metal  more  attrac- 
tive. 

Pol.    To  the  King.    O  ho  !  do  you  mark  that  ? 

Ham.  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap  ? 

Lying  down  at  OPHELIA  s  feet. 

Oph.  Xo,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I  meant  countiy  matters  ? 

Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Ham.  That'safairthoughttolie  between  maids'  legs, 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Who,  I  ? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  O  God  !  your  only  jig-makei".  What  should 
a  man  do  but  be  merry  ?  for,  look  you,  how  cheerfully 
my  mother  looks,  and  my  father  died  within  's  two 
hours. 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  month?,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long  ?  Nay  then,  let  the  de^'il  wear  black, 
for  I  '11  have  a  suit  of  sables.  O  heavens  !  die  two 
months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet  ?  Then  there 's  hope 
a  great  man's  memoiy  may  outlive  his  life  half  a  year  ; 
but,  by  'r  lady,  he  must  build  churches  then,  or  else 
shall  he  suffer  not  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby-horse, 
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whose  epitaph  is  *  For,  O !  for,  O  !  the  hobby-horse 
is  forgot.' 

Hautboys  play.      The  dumb-show  enters . 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen,  very  lovingly;  the  Queen 
embracing  him,  and  he  her.  She  kneels,  and  makes 
sho7o  of  protestation  unto  him.  He  takes  her  up,  and 
declines  his  head  upon  her  neck  ;  lays  him  down  tipon 
a  bank  of  flowers:  she,  seeing  him  asleep,  leaves  him. 
Anon  comes  in  a  fellow,  takes  off  his  crown,  kisses  ity 
and  pours  poison  in  the  /ving^s  ears,  and  exit.  The 
Queen  returns,  finds  the  King  dead,  and  makes 
passionate  action.  The  Poisoner,  with  some  tivo  or 
three  Mutes,  cotnes  in  again,  seeming  to  lament  with 
her.  The  dead  body  is  carried  away.  The  Poisoner 
ivoos  the  Queen  with  gifts  ;  she  seems  loath  and  un- 
willing awhile,  but  in  the  end  accepts  his  love. 

Exeunt, 
Oph.   What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Marry,  this  is  miching  mallecho ;   it  means 

mischief. 

Oph,  Belike  this  show  imports  the  argument  of  the 

play. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Ham.  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow  :  the  players 
cannot  keep  counsel ;  they  '11  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  show  that  you  will  show  him ;  be 
not  you  ashamed  to  show,  he  '11  not  shame  to  tell  you 
what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught.  I  '11  mark 
the  play. 

Pro.  For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy, 

Here  stooping  to  your  clemency. 

We  beg  your  hearing  patiently.  Exit, 
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Ha/ii.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a  ring  ? 
Oph.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 
Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  tico  Flayers,  King  and  Queen, 

P.  King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Fhabiis^  cart  gone 
round 
N'eptiuie's  salt  ivash  and  Tellus'  orbed  ground, 
And  thirty  dozen  moons  xuith  borrozu'd  sheen 
About  the  ivorld  have  times  twelve  thirties  been^ 
Since  love  our  hearts  and  Hyfuen  did  our  hands 
Unite  commiitual  in  most  sacred  bands. 

P.  Queen.  So  many  Journeys  may  the  sun  and  moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er  ere  love  be  done  ! 
But,  ivoe  is  me  !  you  are  so  sick  of  late, 
So  far  from  cheer  and  from  your  former  state, 
That  I  distrust  you.      Yet,  though  I  distrust. 
Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must ; 
For  xvomen^s  fear  and  love  holds  quantity. 
In  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity. 
Noiv,  tvhat  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know  ; 
And  as  my  love  is  siz'd,  my  fear  is  so. 
Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear  ; 
Where  little  fears  grozv  great,  great  love  groros  there. 

P.  King.  Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and  shortly  too; 
My  operant  poivers  their  functions  leave  to  do  : 
And  thou  shall  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour  d,  belovd;  and  haply  one  as  kind 
For  husband  shalt  thou — 

P.  Queen.  0 '.   confound  the  rest ; 

Such  loz'e  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst ; 
None  wed  the  second  but  who  kilPd  the  first. 

Ham.  Aside.   Wormwood,  wormwood. 

P.  Queen.   The  instances  that  second  marriage  move 

X.  L 


66  HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK     Act  in 

Are  base  respects  of  thrifty  but  none  of  love  ; 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  htisband  dead, 
JV/ien  second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

P.  King.  /  do  believe  yon  think  luhat  now  you  speak  ; 
But  luhat  ice  do  determine  oft  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory , 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity  ; 
JVJiich  no70,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree, 
But  fall  unshaken  when  they  mellow  be. 
Most  necessary  Uis  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourselves  'what  to  ourselves  is  debt ; 
What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose, 
The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  owjt  enactures  with  themselves  destroy  ; 
Where  joy  most  revels  grief  doth  most  lament. 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 
This  world  is  not  for  aye,  nor  ^tis  not  strange 
That  even  our  loves  should  -with  our  foHunes  change  ; 
For  Uis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove 
Whether  love  lead  fortune  or  else  fortune  love. 
The  great  man  doion,  you  mark  his  favourite  fies  ; 
The  poor  advatu'd  makes  friends  of  enemies. 
And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend. 
For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  friend ; 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 
But,  orderly  to  end  luhere  I  begun, 
Our  wills  and  fates  do  so  contrary  run 
That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown. 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  O'wn  : 
So  think  thou  zvilt  no  second  htisband  wed ; 
But  die  thy  thoughts  zuhen  thy  first  lord  is  dead. 

P.  Queen.  Nor  earth  to  me  give  food,  nor  heaven 
light  I 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me  day  and  night ! 
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To  desperation  hint  my  trust  and  hope  I 
An  ajtchor's  cheer  in  prison  be  ??iy  scope  ! 
Each  opposite  that  blanks  the  face  of  Joy 
Meet  lohat  Iivonld  have  well,  and  it  destroy  ! 
Both  here  and  hence  ptirsne  me  lasting  strife, 
If  once  0  zoidotv,  ever  I  be  wife  ! 

Ham.  If  she  should  break  it  now  ! 

P.  King.  ^Tis  deeply  sivorn.     Sweet,  leave  ?ne  here 
atvhile  ; 
My  spirits  groiu  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  Sleeps. 

V.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain  ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain  I       Exit. 

Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  play  ? 

Queen.  The  lady  protests  loo  much,  niethinks. 

Ham.  O  1  but  she  '11  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument  ?  Is  there  no 
offence  in  't  ? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest ;  no 
offence  1'  the  world. 

I^ijtg.  What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

Ham.  The  Mouse-trap.  IMarry,  how  ?  Tropically. 
This  play  is  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna  : 
Gonzago  is  the  duke's  name  ;  his  wife,  Baptista.  You 
shall  see  anon  ;  'tis  a  knavish  piece  of  work  :  but  what 
o'  that  ?  your  majesty  and  we  that  have  free  souls,  it 
touches  us  not  :  let  the  galled  jade  wince,  our  withers 
are  unwrung. 

E7itcr  Player,  as,LuciANUS. 

This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 

Oph.  You  are  a  good  chorus,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love^ 
if  I  could  see  the  puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 
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Ham.   It  \\oukl  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  oft"  m 
edge. 

Oph.   Still  better,  and  worse. 

Ham.  So  you  must  take  your  husbands.  Begin 
murderer  ;  pox,  leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and  begin. 
Come  ;  the  croaking  raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Luc.    Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time 
agreeing; 
Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing ; 
Thou  7nixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected. 
With  Hecate's  ban  thrice  blasted,  thrice  infected. 
Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property, 
On  ivholesome  life  usurp  i;nmediately. 

Fours  the  poison  into  the  Sleeper  s  cars. 

Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'  the  garden  for  's  estate. 
His  name  's  Gonzago  ;  the  story  is  extant,  and  writ  in 
choice  Italian.  You  shall  see  anon  how  the  murderer 
gets  the  love  of  Gonzago's  wife. 

Oph.  The  king  rises. 

Ham.  What  !  frighted  with  false  fire  ? 

Queen.  How  fares  my  lord  ? 

Pol.  Give  o'er  the  play. 

King.   Give  me  some  light :  away  ! 

All.  Lights,  lights,  lights  ! 

Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  and  Hora  tiO. 

Ham.   Why,  let  the  stricken  deer  go  weep, 
The  hart  ungalled  play  ; 
For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep 
So  runs  the  w^orld  away. 
Would  not  this,  sir,  aiid  a  forest  of  feathers,  if  the 
rest   of  my  fortunes    turn  Turk  with  me,  with   two 
Provincial  roses  on  my  razed  shoes,  get  me  a  fellowship 
in  a  cry  of  players,  sir  ? 

Hor.    Haifa  share. 

Ham.   A  whole  one,  I. 
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For  thou  dost  know,  O  Damon  dear, 

This  reahii  dismantled  was 
Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very — pajock. 
Hor.   You  might  have  rimed. 

Ham.   O  good  Horatio  !  I  '11  take  the  ghost's  word 
for  a  thousand  pound.     Didst  perceive  ? 
Ho):  Very  well,  my  lord. 
Ilain.    Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning  ? 
Hor.   I  did  very  well  note  him. 
Hun.   Ah,  ha  !    Come,    some    music  I    come,    the 
recorders  ! 

For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy, 
AVhy  then,  belike,  he  likes  it  not,  perdy. 
Come,  some  music  ! 

Re-enter  ROSENCRANTZ  and  GUILDENSTERN. 

Gidl.   Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with  you. 

Ham.   Sir,  a  whole  history. 

Giiil.  The  king,  sir, — 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  what  of  him? 

Giiil.  Is  in  his  retirement  marvellous  distempered. 

Ham.   With  drink,  sir  ? 

Giiil.  No,  my  lord,  rather  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more  richer 
to  signify  this  to  his  doctor ;  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to 
his  purgation  would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  far  more 
choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into  some 
frame,  and  start  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham.   I  am  tame,  sir  ;  pronounce. 

Giiil.  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great  afflic- 
tion of  spirit,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of  the 
right  breed.     If  it  shall  please  you  to  make  me  a  whole- 
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some  answer,  I  will  do  your  mother's  commandment  ; 
if  not,  your  pardon  and  my  return  shall  be  the  end  of 
my  business. 

Ilajn.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Gin'l.   What,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer  ;  my  wit  's 
diseased  ;  but,  sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make  you 
shall  command ;  or,  rather,  as  you  say,  my  mother : 
therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  matter  :  my  mother,  you 
say, — 

Jios,  Then  thus  she  says  :  your  behaviour  hath 
struck  her  into  amazement  and  admiration. 

IIaf?i.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a 
mother  !  But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  this 
mother's  admiration  ?     Impart. 

Ros.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her  closet  ere 
you  go  to  bed. 

ffaj?i.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our 
mother.     Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us  ? 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  And  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers. 

Ros.  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  distemper? 
you  do  surely  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if 
you  deny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham.   Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Ros.  How  can  that  be  when  you  have  the  voice  of 
the  king  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  but  'While  the  gi'ass  grows,'— the 
proverb  is  something  musty. 

Enter  Players  ivith  recorders. 

O  !  the  recorders  :  let  me  see  one.  To  withdraw  with 
you :  why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me, 
as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 

Gnil.  O !  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love 
is  too  unmannerly. 
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Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that.  Will  you 
play  upon  this  pipe  ? 

Gtiil.  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray  you. 

Guil.  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Guil.   I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

HajH.  'Tis  as  easy  as  lying  ;  govern  these  ventages 
with  your  finger  and  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your 
mouth,  and  it  will  discourse  most  eloquent  music. 
Look  you,  these  are  the  stops. 

Guil.  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance 
of  harmony  ;  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing 
you  make  of  me.  You  would  play  upon  me  ;  you 
would  seem  to  know  my  stops  ;  you  would  pluck  out 
the  heart  of  my  mystery  ;  you  would  sound  me  from 
my  lowest  note  to  the  top  of  my  compass  ;  and  there 
is  much  music,  excellent  voice,  in  this  little  organ,  yet 
cannot  you  make  it  speak.  'Sblood  !  do  you  think  I 
am  easier  to  be  played  on  than  a  pipe  ?  Call  me  what 
instrument  you  will,  though  you  can  fret  me,  you  can- 
not play  upon  me. 

Euter  FoLOXius. 

God  bless  you,  sir  ! 

Pol.  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you,  and 
presently. 

Ha>?i.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud  that  's  almost  in 
shape  of  a  camel  ? 

Pol.  By  the  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Pol.  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.  Or  like  a  whale  ? 

Pol.  Very  like  a  whale 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by. 
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Aside.    They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.     I  will 
come  by  and  by. 

Pol.  I  will  say  so.  Exit. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said.     Leave  me,  friends. 
Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet. 
'Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
"When  churchyards  yaw^n  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world  :  now  could  I  drink  hot  blood, 
And  do  such  bitter  business  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.     Soft  !  now  to  my  mother. 

0  heart  !  lose  not  thy  nature  ;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom  ; 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural : 

1  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none  ; 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites  ; 
How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent, 

To  give  them  seals  never,  my  soul,  consent !        Exit. 


SCENE  111.— A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  King,  Rosencrantz,  and  Gltldenstern. 

King.  I  like  him  not,  nor  stands  it  safe  with  us 
To  let  his  madness  range.     Therefore  prepare  you  ; 
I  your  commission  will  forthwith  dispatch, 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you. 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  dangerous  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies. 

Giiil.  We  will  ourselves  provide- 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  majesty. 

Ros.   The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind 
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To  keep  itself  from  noyance  ;  but  much  more 
That  spirit  upon  whose  M'eal  depends  and  rests 
The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone,  but  like  a  gulf  doth  draw 
What  's  near  it  with  it ;  it  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount, 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  tilings 
Are  mortis'd  and  adjoin'd  ;  which,  when  it  falls, 
Each  small  annexment,  petty  consequence, 
Attends  the  boisterous  ruin.     Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy  voyage  ; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
Which  now  goes  too  free-footed. 

Ros.,  Gtiil.  We  will  haste  us. 

Exeunt  Rosencraxtz  and  Guildexsterx. 

Enter  PoLONWS. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he  's  going  to  his  mother's  closet  : 
Behind  the  arras  I  '11  convey  myself 
To  hear  the  process  ;  I  '11  warrant  she  '11  tax  him  home  \ 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 
'Tis  meet  that  some  more  audience  than  a  niothei". 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.     Fare  you  well,  my  liege  : 
I  '11  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

Exit  POLOXIUS. 

0  !  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven  ; 
It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon  't ; 

A  brother's  murder  !    Pray  can  I  not, 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will : 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent  ; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 

1  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  tirst  begin, 


74  HAMLET,  PR I.\'CE  OF  DENMARK      Act  Hi 

And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 

Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood, 

Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens 

To  wash  it  white  as  snow  ?    Whereto  serves  mercy 

But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence  ? 

And  what  's  in  prayer  but  this  t^^•o-fold  force, 

To  be  forestalled  ere  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?    Then  I  '11  look  up  ; 

My  fault  is  past.     But,  O  !  what  form  of  prayer 

Can  serve  my  turn  ?    *  Forgive  me  my  foul  murder  ?  ' 

That  cannot  be  ;  since  I  am  still  possess'd 

Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder, 

My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 

May  one  be  pardon'd  and  retain  the  offence  ? 

In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world 

Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice. 

And  oft  'tis  seen  the  wicked  prize  itself 

Buys  out  the  law ;  but  'tis  not  so  above  ; 

There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies 

In  his  true  nature,  and  we  ourselves  compell'd 

Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults 

To  give  in  evidence.     What  then  ?  what  rests  ? 

Try  what  repentance  can  :  what  can  it  not  ? 

Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  can  not  repent  ? 

O  wretched  state  !  O  bosom  black  as  death  ! 

O  limed  soul,  that  struggling  to  be  free 

Art  more  engaged  !    Help,  angels  !  make  assay  ; 

Bow,  stubborn  knees  ;  and,  heart  with  strings  of  steel, 

Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe. 

All  may  be  well.  Retires  and  kneels. 

Enter  Hamlet, 

Ham,   Now  might  I  do  it  pat,  now  he  is  praying  ; 
And  now  I  '11  do  't  :  and  so  he  goes  to  heaven  ; 
And  so  am  I  reveng'd.    That  would  be  scann'd  : 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and  for  that, 
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I,  his  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 

To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  not  revenge. 

He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread, 

With  all  his  crimes  broad  blown,  as  flush  as  May  ; 

And  how  his  audit  stands  who  knows  save  heaven  ? 

But  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought 

'Tis  heavy  with  him.     And  am  I  then  reveng'd, 

To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  season'd  for  his  passage  ? 

No. 

Up,  sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent ; 

When  he  is  drunk  asleep,  or  in  his  rage, 

Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasure  of  his  bed. 

At  gaming,  swearing,  or  about  some  act 

That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in  't ; 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven, 

And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stays  : 

Tliis  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.  Exit, 

The  King  rises  and  advances. 

King,  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below  : 
Words  without  thoughts  never  to  heaven  go.       Exit, 


SCENE  l\,—The  Queen's  Closet. 
Enter  QuEEN  and  PoLOXil'S, 

Pol.  He  will  come  straight.    Look  you  lay  home  tG 
him ; 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with, 
And  that  your  gi-ace  hath  screen'd  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.     I  '11  silence  me  e'en  here. 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Ham,    Within,  Mother,  mother,  mother  ! 
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Queen.  I  '11  warrant  you  ; 

Fear  me  not.     Withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

FOLOXIL'S  hides  behind  the  arms. 

Enter  Ham  LET. 

Ham,  Now,  mother,  what 's  the  matter  ? 

Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  offended. 

Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.   Go,  go,  you  question  with  a  wicked  tongue. 

Queen.  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet ! 

Ham,  What 's  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.   Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so  : 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife  ; 
And — would  it  wex-e  not  so  ! — you  are  my  mother. 

Queen.  Nay  then,  I  '11  set  those  to  you  that  can  speak. 

Hatn.   Come,  come,  and  sit  you  down  ;  you  shall  not 
budge ; 
You  go  not  till  I  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do?  thou  wilt  not  murder  me  ? 
Help,  help,  ho  ! 

Pol.  Behind.  What,  ho  !  help,  help,  help  ! 

Ham.  Dravos.   How  now  !    a  rat  ?     Dead  I    for  a 
ducat,  dead  ! 

Makes  a  pass  through  the  arras. 

Pol.  Behind.   O  !  I  am  slain.  Falls  and  dies. 

Queen.  O  me  !  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not :  Is  it  the  king  ? 

Queen.  O  !  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is  this. 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed  !  almost  as  bad,  good  mother. 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a  king  ! 

HajH.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. 

Lifts  uj)  the  arras  and  d'isco^'ers  PoLONius. 
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Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell ! 

I  took  thee  for  thy  better  ;  take  thy  fortune  ; 

Thou  find'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger. 

Leave  wringing  of  your  hands  :  peace  !  sit  you  down, 

And  let  me  wring  your  heart ;  for  so  I  shall 

If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff", 

If  damned  custom  have  not  brass'd  it  so 

That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Queen.    What  have  I  done  that  thou  dar'st  wag  thy 
tongue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 

Hani.  Such  an  act 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty, 
Calls  virtue  hypocrite,  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love 
And  sets  a  blister  there,  makes  marriage  vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths  ;   O  !  such  a  deed 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  soul,  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words  ;  heaven's  face  doth  glow, 
Vea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass, 
"With  tristful  visage,  as  against  the  doom, 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Queen.  Ay  me  1  what  act, 

That  roars  so  loud  and  thunders  in  the  index  ? 

Ham,-  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this ; 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow ; 
Hyperion's  curls,  the  front  of  Jove  himself. 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command, 
A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury 
Xew-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill, 
A  combination  and  a  form  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal. 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man. 
This  was  your  husband  :  look  you  now,  what  follows. 
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Here  is  your  husband  ;  like  a  mildeAv'd  ear, 

Blasting  his  -wholesome  brother.     Have  you  eyes  ? 

Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 

And  batten  on  this  moor  ?   Ha  !  have  you  eyes  ? 

You  cannot  call  it  love,  for  at  your  age 

The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it 's  humble. 

And  waits  upon  the  judgment ;  and  what  judgment 

Would  step  from  this  to  this  ?    Sense,  sure,  you  have, 

Else  could  you  not  have  motion  ;  but  sure,  that  sense 

Is  apoplex'd  ;  for  madness  would  not  err, 

Nor  sense  to  ecstacy  Avas  ne'er  so  thrall'd 

But  it  reserv'd  some  quantity  of  choice. 

To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What  devil  was  't 

That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind  ? 

Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight. 

Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  snielling  sans  all, 

Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 

Could  not  so  mope. 

O  shame  !  where  is  thy  blush  ?   Rebellious  hell, 

If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones, 

To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax. 

And  melt  in  her  own  fire  :  proclaim  no  shame 

When  the  compulsive  ardour  gives  the  charge, 

Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  burn, 

And  reason  panders  will. 

Qiceeiu  O  Hamlet  1  speak  no  more  ', 

Thou  turn'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots 
As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamed  bed, 
Stew'd  in  corruption,  honeying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty, — 

Qtieen.  O  !  speak  to  me  no  more  ; 

These  words  like  daggers  enter  in  mine  ears ; 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet  1 
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Ham.  A  murderer  and  a  villain  ; 

A  slave  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  your  precedent  lord  ;  a  vice  of  kings  ; 
A  cut-purse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule, 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole, 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket  ! 

Queen.  No  more  ! 

Ham.  A  king  of  shreds  and  patches, — 

Enter  Ghost, 

Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wings, 

You  heavenly  guards !  What  would  your  gracious  figure  ? 

Queen.  Alas  !  he  's  mad. 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide, 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command  ? 
O  !  say. 

Ghost.  Do  not  forget :  this  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look  !  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits  ; 
O  !  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul ; 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works  : 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ha7n.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  ? 

Queen.  Alas  !  how  is  't  with  you, 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy 
And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse  ? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep  ; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  the  alarm, 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements. 
Starts  up  and  stands  an  end.     O  gentle  son  ! 
Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him  !    Look  you,  how  pale  he 


gl 
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His  form  and  cause  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  stones, 
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Would  make  them  capable.     Do  not  look  upon  me  ; 

Lest  with  this  piteous  action  you  convert 

My  stern  effects  :  then  what  I  have  to  do 

Will  want  true  colour  ;  tears  perchance  for  blood. 

Qiuen.  To  whom  do  you  speak  this  ? 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there? 

Queen.   Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all  that  is  I  see. 

Ham.   Nor  did  you  nothing  hear? 

Queen.  No,  nothing  but  ourselves. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  there  !  look  !   how  it  steals 
away ; 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd  ; 
Look  !  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal. 

Exit  Ghost. 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain  : 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstacy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ha/n.  Ecstacy ! 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time, 
And  makes  as  healthful  music.     It  is  not  madness 
That  I  have  utter'd  ;  bring  me  to  the  test, 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word,  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  grace. 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul. 
That  not  your  trespass  but  my  madness  speaks  ; 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place. 
Whiles  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  heaven  ; 
Repent  what 's  past ;  avoid  what  is  to  come  ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds 
To  make  them  ranker.      Forgive  me  this  my  virtue ; 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg, 
Yea,  curb  and  woo  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet !  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  twain. 

Ha?n.   O  !  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it, 
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And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 

Good  night  :  but  go  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed  ; 

Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 

That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat, 

Of  habits  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this, 

That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 

He  likewise  gives  a  frock  or  liveiy. 

That  aptly  is  put  on.     Refrain  to-night ; 

And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 

To  the  next  abstinence  :  the  next  more  easy  ; 

For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature. 

And  master  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 

With  wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good  night  : 

And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  bless'd, 

I  '11  blessing  beg  of  you.     For  this  same  lord. 

Pointing  to  POLOXIUS. 
I  do  repent :  but  heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  so. 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 
That  I  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him,  and  will  answer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.     So,  again,  good  night. 
I  must  be  cruel  only  to  be  kind  : 
Thus  bad  begins  and  worse  remains  behind. 
One  word  more,  good  lady. 

Queen.  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Havi.  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do  : 
Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed  ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek  ;  call  you  his  mouse  ; 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kisses. 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd  fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness, 
But  mad  in  craft.     'Twere  good  you  let  him  know  ; 
For  who  that 's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise, 
Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gib. 
Such  dear  concemings  hide?  who  would  do  so? 
X.  M 
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No,  in  despite  of  sense  and  secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top, 
Let  the  birds  fly,  and,  like  the  famous  ape, 
To  try  conckisions,  in  the  basket  creep, 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  Be  thou  assur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 
And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
"What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham.  I  must  to  England  ;  you  know  that. 

Queen.  Alack  ! 

I  hfld  forgot :  'tis  so  concluded  on. 

Hatn.  There  's  letters  seal'd  ;  and  my  two  school* 
fellows, 
Whom  I  will  trust  as  I  will  adders  fang'd. 
They  bear  the  mandate  ;  they  must  sweep  my  way, 
And  marshal  me  to  knavery.     Let  it  work  ; 
For  'tis  the  sport  to  have  the  enginer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petar  :  and  't  shall  go  hard 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines. 
And  blow  them  at  the  moon.     O  !  'tis  most  sweet. 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet. 
This  man  shall  set  me  packing  ; 
I  '11  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room. 
Mother,  good  night.     Lideed  this  counsellor 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave, 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish  prating  knave. 
Come,  sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 
Good  night,  mother. 

Exeunt  set'erally  ;  Hamlet  dragging  in 
POLOXIUS. 
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ACT   IV 

SCENE  I.— A  Room  in  ihc  Castk, 
Enter  King,  Queen,  Rosencrjntz,  and 

GUILDENSTERN. 

King.  There  's  matter  in  these  sighs,  these  profound 
heaves : 
You  must  translate  ;  'tis  fit  we  understand  them. 
Where  is  your  son  ? 

Queen.   Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little  while. 

Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 
Ah  !  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night. 

King.  What,  Gertrude  ?    How  does  Plamlet  ? 

Queen.  Mad  as  the  sea  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier.     In  his  lawless  fit, 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir, 
Whips  out  his  rapier,  cries,  *  A  rat  !  a  rat  ! 
And,  in  this  brainish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed 

It  had  been  so  with  us  had  we  been  there. 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all ; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas  !  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answer'd  ? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short,  restrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt, 
This  mad  young  man  :  but  so  much  was  our  love, 
We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit. 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease, 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd  ; 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  likg  some  ore 
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Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base, 

Shows  itself  pure  :  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  O  Gertrude  !  come  away. 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence  ;  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill, 
Both  countenance  and  excuse.     Ho  !  Guildenstern  ! 

Re-enter  Rosexcraxtz  and  Guildexsterx. 

Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further  aid. 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain. 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd  him  : 
Go  seek  him  out ;  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
Into  the  chapel.     I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

Exeunt  RosEXCRAXTz  and  Guildexsterx. 
Come,  Gertrude,  we  '11  call  up  our  wisest  friends  ; 
And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 
And  what 's  untimely  done  :  so,  haply,  slander. 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter, 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank, 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot,  may  miss  our  name. 
And  hit  the  woundless  air.     O  !  come  away  ; 
My  soul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. — Another  Room  in  the  Same. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Safely  stowed. 

Ros.,  Gtiil.    Within.   Hamlet  !  Lord  Hamlet ! 
Ham.  What  noise  ?  who  calls  on  Hamlet  ?  O  I  here 
they  come. 

Enter  ROSEXCRAXTZ  and  Gltldexsterx. 

Ros.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead 
body? 
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Ham.   Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Ros.  Tell  us  where  'tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ha/H.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Hos,  Believe  what  ? 

Havi.  That  I  can  keep  your  counsel  and  not  mine  own. 
Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge,  what  replication 
should  be  made  by  the  son  of  a  king  ? 

Ros.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  sir,  that  soaks  up  the  king's  countenance, 
his  rewards,  his  authorities.  But  such  officers  do  the 
king  best  service  in  the  end  :  he  keeps  them,  like  an 
ape,  in  the  corner  of  his  jaw  ;  first  mouthed,  to  be  last 
swallowed  :  when  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it 
is  but  squeezingyou,  and,  sponge,  you  shall  be  dry  again. 

Ros.   I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  am  glad  of  it :  a  knavish  speech  sleeps  in  a 
foolish  ear. 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body  is, 
and  go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Hatn.  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king  is  not 
with  the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing — 

Gtdl.   A  thing,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  Of  nothing :  bring  me  to  him.  Hide  fox,  and 
all  after.  Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. — Another  Room  in  the  Same. 

Enter  King,  attended. 

King.  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the  body. 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loose  ! 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him  : 
He  's  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude. 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes  ; 
And  where  'tis  so,  the  offender's  scourge  is  weigh'd. 
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But  never  the  offence.     To  bear  all  smooth  and  even, 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause  :  diseases  desperate  grown 
By  desperate  appliance  are  reliev'd, 
Or  not  at  all. 

Enter  ROSEXCRAXTZ. 

How  now  !  Avhat  hath  befall'n  ? 
J\os.  "Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my  lord, 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Ros.    Without,  my  lord;   guarded,  to  know  your 

pleasure. 
Kmg.  Bring  him  before  us. 
Ros.  Ho,  Guildenstern  !  bring  in  my  lord. 

Eniet'  Hamlet  and  Gvildexsterx. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where  's  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  At  supper. 

King.   At  supper  !    Where  ? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten  :  a 
certain  convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e'en  at  him. 
Your  worm  is  your  only  emperor  for  diet  :  we  fat  all 
creatures  else  to  fat  us,  and  we  fat  ourselves  for  mag- 
gots :  your  fat  king  and  your  lean  beggar  is  but 
variable  service  ;  two  dishes,  but  to  one  table  :  that 's 
the  end. 

King.  Alas,  alas  ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat 
of  a  king,  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of  that  woim. 

King.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may  go 
a  progress  through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 

King.   Where  is  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  In  heaven  ;  send  thither  to  see  :  if  your  mes- 
senger find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i'  the  other  place 
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yourself.  But,  indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  within  this 
month,  you  shall  nose  him  as  you  go  up  the  stairs  into 
the  lobby. 

King.   To  some  Attendants.   Go  seek  him  there. 

Ham.  He  will  stay  till  you  come. 

Exeunt  Attendants. 

i\ing.  Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial  safety, 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done,  must  send  thee  hence 
With  fieiy  quickness  :  therefore  prepare  thyself; 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help, 
The  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England  1 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good. 

King.   So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 

Ham.  I  see  a  cherub  that  sees  them.  But,  come  ; 
for  England  !   Farewell,  dear  mother. 

King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother  :  father  and  mother  is  man  and 
wife,  man  and  wife  is  one  flesh,  and  so,  my  mother. 
Come,  for  England  !  Exit, 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  with  speed 
aboard  : 
Delay  it  not,  I  '11  have  him  nence  to-night. 
Away  !  for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair  :  pray  you,  make  haste. 

Exeunt  KosEXCRAXTZ  and  GuildexsterX. 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught. 
As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense, 
Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us,  thou  may'st  not  coldly  set 
Our  sovereign  process,  wdiich  imports  at  full, 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effect, 
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The  present  death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it,  England  ; 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages, 
And  thou  must  cure  me.     Till  I  know  'tis  done, 
Howe'er  my  haps,  my  joys  were  ne'er  begun.      Exit. 


SCENE  IV.— ^  Plain  in  Denmark. 

Enter  FORTINBRAS,  a  Captain,  and  Soldiers, 
marching. 

For,  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king ; 
Tell  him  that,  by  his  license,  Fortinbras 
Claims  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
Over  his  kingdom.     You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us. 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye. 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  I  will  do  't,  my  lord. 

For.  Go  softly  on. 

Exennt  Fortixbras  and  Soldiers. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Fosexcraxtz,  Guildexsterx,  etc. 

Ham.   Good  sir,  ^^  hose  powers  are  these  ? 

Cap.  They  are  of  Norway,  sir. 

Ham.  How  purpos'd,  sir,  I  pray  you  ? 

Cap^  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.   Who  commands  them,  sir? 

.Cap.  The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Fortinbras. 

Ham.  Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  si--, 
Or  for  some  frontier? 

Cap.  Truly  to  speak,  and  with  no  addition, 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it ; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 
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Ham.  Why,  then  ihe  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.  Yes,  'tis  already  garrison'd. 

Ham.    Two  thousand  souls  and  twenty  thousand 
ducats 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw  : 
This  is  the  imposthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace. 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies.     I  humbly  thank  you,  sir. 

Cap.  God  be  wi'  you,  sir.  Exit. 

Ros.  Will 't  please  you  go,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  '11  be  with  you  straight.    Go  a  little  before. 
Exeunt  Rosexcrantz,  Guildenstern,  etc. 
How  all  occasions  do  inform  against  me. 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge  !    What  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  ?  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure  he  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse. 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  god-like  reason 
To  fust  in  us  unus'd.     Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event, 
A  thought,  which,  quarter'd,  hath  but  one  part  wisdom 
And  ever  three  parts  coward,  I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say  '  This  thing  's  to  do  ' ; 
Sith  I  have  cause  and  will  and  strength  and  means 
To  do  't.     Examples  gross  as  earth  exhort  me  : 
Witness  this  army  of  such  mass  and  charge 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince, 
Whose  spirit  with  divine  ambition  puff 'd 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event, 
Exposing  what  is  mortal  and  unsure 
To  all  that  fortune,  death  and  danger  dare. 
Even  for  an  egg-shell.     Rightly  to  be  great 
Is  not  to  stir  without  gi'eat  argument, 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw 
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^Vhen  honour  's  at  the  stake.     How  stand  I  then, 

That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  stain'd, 

Excitements  of  my  reason  and  my  blood, 

And  let  all  sleep,  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men, 

That,  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame, 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds,  fight  for  a  plot 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 

To  hide  the  slain?   O  !  from  this  time  forth, 

My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth.      Exit. 


SCENE  X .—Eisinore.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  QuEEX,  Horatio,  and  a  Gentleman. 

QtieeH.  1  will  not  speak  -with  her; 

Genft  She  is  importunate)  indeed  distract  1 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen.  What  Would  she  haVe  ? 

Gent.  She  speaks  much  of  her  father ;  says  she  hears 
There  's  tricks  i'  the  world  ;  and  hems,  and  beats  her 

heart ; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws ;  speaks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  sense  :  her  speech  is  nothing, 
Vet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection  ;  they  aim  at  it, 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts ; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  gestures  yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought, 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  imhappily. 

//or.  'Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with,  for  she 
may  strew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Queen.  Let  her  come  in.  Exit  //ORA  TIO. 
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Aside,  To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is, 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss  : 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt, 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt. 

Re-entej'  Horatio,  tuith  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  majesty  of  Denmark  ? 
Queen,  How  now,  Ophelia  ! 

Oph.       Ho'ij  should  I  your  true  love  knoiv 
From  another  one  ? 
By  his  cockle  hat  and  staff, 
And  his  sandal  shoon. 

Queen.  Alas  !  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  song  ? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  you,  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady, 

He  is  dead  and  gone  ; 
At  his  head  a  g7-ass-green  turf, 
At  his  heels  a  stone. 
O,  ho  ! 

Queen.  Nay,  but,  Ophelia, — 
Oj>h,  Pray  you,  mark. 

White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  sntKv, — 

JEnter  ICixg. 

Queen.  Alas  !  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.  Larded  with  sioeet  flowers ; 

Which  bezvept  to  the  grave  did  go 
With  truc'love  shoivers. 

King.  How  do  you,  pretty  lady? 

Oph.  Well,  God  'ild  you  !  They  say  the  owl  was  a 
baker's  daughter.  Lord  !  we  know  what  we  are,  but 
know  not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  table  ! 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  father. 
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Oph.  Pray  you,  let  's  have  no  words  of  tliis  ;  but 
\Yhen  they  ask  you  wliat  it  means,  say  you  this  : 

To-inorrotu  is  Saini  Valentine  s  day, 

All  in  the  morning  betime, 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  windoii', 

To  be  your  Valentine  : 
Th.:n  up  he  rose,  and  donnd  his  clothes, 

And  diipp\l  the  chamber  door  ; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  otit  a  maid 

Never  departed  7nore. 

I\ing.   Pretty  Ophelia  ! 

Oph.  Indeed,  la  !  without  an  oatb,  I  '11  make  an  end 
on 't : 

By  Gis  and  by  Saint  Charity, 

Alack,  and  fie  for  shame  ! 
Yonng  men  zuill  do  V,  if  they  come  to  V  ; 

By  Cock  they  are  to  blame. 
Quoth  she,  before  you  tinnbled  me. 

You  promis'd  me  to  wed  : 
So  luoidd  I  ha'  done,  by  yonder  sun. 
An  t.hou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King.  How  long  hath  she  been  thus? 

Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  must  be  patient : 
but  I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  think  they  should  lay 
him  i'  the  cold  ground.  My  brother  shall  know  of  it : 
and  so  I  thank  you  for  your  good  counsel.  Come,  my 
coach  !  Good  night,  ladies  ;  good  night,  sweet  ladies ; 
good  night,  good  night.  Exit. 

King.  Follow  her  close ;  give  her  good  watch,  I  pray 
you.  Exit  HORA  tio. 

O  !  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  from  her  father's  death.     O  Gertrude,  Gertrude  ! 
When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalions.     First,  her  father  slain  ; 
Next,  your  son  gone  ;  and  he  most  violent  author 
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Of  his  owm  just  remove  :  the  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and  whispers, 
For  good  Polonius'  death ;  and  we  have  done  but  greenly, 
In  hugger-mugger  to  inter  him  :  poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  herself  and  her  fair  judgment, 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mere  beasts  : 
Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  these. 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France, 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  clouds, 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  fiather's  death  ; 
Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
Will  nothing  stick  our  person  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.     O  my  dear  Gertrude  !  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering-piece,  in  many  places 
Gives  me  superfluous  death.  A  noise  -vi/hin. 

Qiit'cn.  Alack  !  what  noise  is  this  ? 

Enler  anot/wr  Gentleman. 

King:  Where  are  my  Switzers?  Let  them  guard  the 
door. 
What  is  the  matter? 

Gent.  Save  yourself,  my  lord  ; 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list. 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'erbears  your  officers.     The  rabble  call  him  lord  ; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin, 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known. 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word, 
They  cry  *  Choose  we  ;  Laertes  shall  be  king  !' 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
'  Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  king  !' 

Queen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  cry  ! 
O  !  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs. 

Kin<^.  The  doors  are  broke.  Noise  tvitkiu. 
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Enter  Laertes^  armed ;  Danes  follcaomg, 

Laer,  Where  is  this  king  ?  Sirs,  stand  you  all  without. 

Danes.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

Danes,  We  will,  we  will. 

They  retire  rcithoitt  the  door, 

Laer.     I  thank  you  :  keep  the  door.     O  thou  vile 
king  ! 
Give  me  my  father. 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  that 's  calm  proclaims  me 
bastard, 
Cries  cuckold  to  my  father,  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsmirched  brows 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like  ? 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude  ;  do  not  fear  our  person  : 
There  's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king, 
That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  his  will.     Tell  me,  Laertes, 
Why  thou  art  thus  incens'd.     Let  him  go,  Gertrude. 
Speak,  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer,  How  came  he  dead  ?  I  '11  not  be  juggled  with. 
To  hell,  allegiance  !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscience  and  gi-ace,  to  the  profoundest  pit  ! 
I  dare  damnation.     To  this  point  I  stand, 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 
Let  come  what  comes  ;  only  I  '11  be  reveng'd 
Most  throughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you  ? 
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Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world  : 
And  for  my  means,  I  '11  husband  them  so  well, 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is  't  writ  in  your  revenge, 
That,  swoopstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
^^'inner  and  loser  ? 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

Alng.  Will  you  know  them  then  ? 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  I  '11  ope  my  arms ; 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendering  pelican, 
Repast  them  with  my  blood, 

ICing.  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  most  sensibly  in  grief  for  it. 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pierce 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes.    Within.  Let  her  come  in. 

Laer.  How  now  !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Re-enter  Ophelia. 

O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains  !  tears  seven  times  salt, 

Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye  ! 

By  heaven,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  by  weight. 

Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     O  rose  of  May  ! 

Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia  ! 

O  heavens  !  is  't  possible  a  young  maid's  wits 

Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  ? 

Nature  is  fine  in  love,  and  where  'tis  fine 

It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 

After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.     They  bore  him  harefachi  on  the  bier  ; 

Hey  non  nonny,  nonny,  hey  nonny ; 
And  in  his  grave  rained  many  a  tear;-r- 
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Fare  you  well,  my  dove  ! 

Laer.    Hadst    thou    thy   wits,    and   didst   persuade 
revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph.         You  vnist  sing  a-doivn  a-dowii, 
All  you  call  him  a-doiun-a. 

O  !  how  the  wheel  becomes  it.  It  is  the  false  steward 
that  stole  his  master's  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing  's  more  than  mattei*. 

Oph.  There  's  rosemaiy,  that  's  for  remembrance  ; 
pray  you,  love,  remember  :  and  there  is  pansies,  that 's 
for  thoughts. 

Lae?:  A  document  in  madness,  thoughts  and  remem- 
brance fitted. 

Oph.  There 's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines ;  there 's 
rue  for  you ;  and  here  's  some  for  me ;  we  may  call 
it  herb-grace  o'  Sundays.  O  !  you  must  wear  your  rue 
with  a  difference.  There  's  a  daisy  ;  I  would  give  you 
some  violets,  but  they  withered  all  when  my  father 
died.     They  say  he  made  a  good  end, — 

For  honny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  Joy. 

Laer.  Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  hell  itself. 
She  turns  to  favour  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph.        And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 
And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 
No,  no,  he  is  dead: 
Go  to  thy  death-bed. 
lie  never  will  come  again. 

His  beard  as  white  as  snow^ 
All  flaxen  was  his  poll ; 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone. 

And  we  cast  away  jnoaji : 
Cod  hd'  mercy  on  his  soul! 


I 
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And  of  a.11  Christian  souls,  I  pray  God.   God  be  \vi'  ye  ! 

Exit. 

Laer.  Do  you  see  this,  O  God  ? 

Kmg.  Laertes,  I  must  commune  with  your  grief, 
Or  you  deny  me  right.     Go  but  apart, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  you  will, 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and  me. 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction  ;  but  if  not. 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us, 
And  we  shall  jointly  labour  with  your  soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  so  : 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  burial. 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment  o'er  his  bones. 
No  noble  rite  nor  fomial  ostentation, 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  must  call  't  in  question. 

King.  So  you  shall ; 

And  where  the  offence  is  let  the  great  axe  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  Excttnt. 


SCENE  Nl.— Another  Room  in  the  Same. 
Enter  HORA  TIO  and  a  Servant. 

Hor.  What  are  they  that  would  speak  with  me  ? 

Se)i<.   Sailors,  sir  :  they  say  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Hor.  Let  them  come  in.  Exit  Servant. 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  gieeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet. 


Enter  Sailors. 

First  Sail.  God  bless  you,  sir. 
X. 
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Hor.  Let  him  bless  thee  too. 

Second  Sail.  He  shall,  sir,  an  't  please  him.  There 's 
a  letter  for  you,  sir ; — it  comes  from  the  ambassador 
that  was  bound  for  England ; — if  your  name  be  Horatio, 
as  I  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hor.  Horatio,  when  thou  shalt  have  overlooked  this, 
give  these  felloxvs  sofue  means  to  the  king:  they  have 
letters  for  hi?n.  Ere  we  were  two  days  old  at  sea,  a 
pirate  of  very  war-like  appointment  gave  tis  chase.  Find- 
ing ourselves  too  slozo  of  sail,  zve  put  on  a  compelled 
valour,  and  in  the  grapple  I  boarded  them :  on  the 
instant  they  got  clear  of  our  ship,  so  I  alone  became  their 
prisoner.  They  have  dealt  with  me  like  thieves  of  mercy  ; 
but  they  knnu  what  they  did ;  I  ajn  to  do  a  good  turn  for 
them.  Let  the  king  have  the  letters  I  have  sent ;  and 
repair  thou  to  me  with  as  nutch  haste  as  thou  woukVst 
fly  death.  I  have  7uords  to  speak  in  thine  ear  tuill  make 
thee  dumb  ;  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  bore  of 
the  fuatter.  These  good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where 
I  am,  Rosencra7itz  and  Guildenstern  hold  their  course 
for  England:  ofthetii  I  have  much  to  tell  thee.  Farewell. 
He  that  thou  kfio-ivest  thine^ 

Hamlet. 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  these  your  letters  j 

And  do  't  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  \n.— Another  Room  in  the  Same, 

Enter  KiKG  and  Laertes. 

King,  Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance 
seal, 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 
Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear. 
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That  he  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain 
Pursu'd  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears  :  but  tell  me  ' 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats, 
So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature, 
As  by  your  safety,  wisdom,  all  things  else, 
You  mainly  were  stirr'd  up. 

King.  O  !  for  two  special  reasons  ; 

\Vhich  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinew'd. 
And   yet  to   me  they  are   strong.      The   queen   his 

mother 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks,  and  for  myself, 
My  virtue  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which, 
She  's  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  motive. 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go. 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him  ; 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Would,  like  the  spring  that  turneth  wood  to  stone, 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces  ;  so  that  my  arrows. 
Too  slightly  timber'd  for  so  loud  a  wind. 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again. 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Lacr.  And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost ; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms. 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections.     But  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.   Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that ;  you  must  not 
think 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger 
And  think  it  pastime.     You  shortly  shall  hear  more  ; 
I  lov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  ourself. 
And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine, — 
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Enter  a  Messenger, 

How  now  I  what  news  ? 

Mess.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet. 

This  to  your  majesty  ;  this  to  the  queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet  !  who  brought  them  ? 

Mess.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say  ;  I  saw  them  not  : 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio,  he  receiv'd  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them. 

Leave  us.  Exit  Messenger. 

High  and  mighty,  you  shall  know  I  am  set  naked 
on  yonr  kingdom.  To-morrow  shall  I  beg  leave  to  see 
your  kingly  eyes  ;  when  I  shall,  first  asking  your  pardon 
thereunto,  recount  the  occasions  of  my  sudden  a7id  more 
strange  return. 

Hamlet. 

What  should  this  mean  ?   Are  all  the  rest  come  back  ? 
Or  is  it  some  abuse  and  no  such  thing  ? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  character.     '  Naked  ', 

And  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says  '  alone  '. 
Can  you  advise  me  ? 

Laer.  I  'm  lost  in  it,  my  lord.     But  let  him  come  : 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart. 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
*  Thus  didest  thou  '. 

King.  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, 

As  how  should  it  be  so  ?  how  otherwise  ? 
Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  ? 

Laer.  Ay,  my  lord  ; 

So  you  will  not  o'errule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace.    If  he  be  now  return'd, 
As  checking  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,  I  will  work  him 
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To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  device, 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall ; 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe, 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice 
And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  rul'd  ; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  falls  riglit. 

You  have  been  talk'd  of  since  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  say,  you  shine  ;  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him 
As  did  that  one,  and  that,  in  my  regard, 
Of  the  un worthiest  siege. 

Lao:  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ? 

King,  A  very  riband  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too  ;  for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  liveiy  that  it  wears 
Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds, 
Importing  health  and  graveness.     Two  months  since 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy  : 
I  have  seen  myself,  and  serv'd  against,  the  French, 
And  they  can  well  on  horseback  ;  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in  't,  he  grew  unto  his  seat. 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse, 
As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beast ;  so  far  he  topp'd  my  thought, 
That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tricks, 
Come  short  of  what  he  did. 

Lcur.  A  Norman  was  't  ? 

KiJig.  A  Norman. 

Lacr.  Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King.  The  very  same. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well ;  he  is  the  brooch  indeed 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation, 
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King.  He  made  confession  of  you, 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence, 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especially. 
That  he  cried  out,  'twould  be  a  sight  indeed 
If  one  could  match  you  ;  the  scrimers  of  their  nation, 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye, 
If  you  oppos'd  them.     Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  M'ith  his  envy 
That  he  could  nothing  do  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  him. 
Now,  out  of  this, — 

Lacr,  What  out  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

King.  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you  ? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 

Lacy.  \Vhy  ask  you  this  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father, 
But  that  I  know  love  is  begim  by  time, 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof, 
Time  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it. 
There  lives  within  the  veiy  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick  or  snufF  that  will  abate  it, 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still, 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  plurisy. 
Dies  in  his  own  too-much.     That  we  would  do 
We  should  do  when  we  would,  for  this  '  would '  changes, 
Ami  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 
And  then  this  '  should  '  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh, 
That  hurts  by  easing.     But  to  the  quick  o'  the  ulcer  ; 
Hamlet  comes  back  ;  what  would  you  undertake 
To  show  yourself  your  father's  son  in  deed 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Lae)\  To  cut  his  throat  i'  the  church. 

King,  No  place,  indeed,  sliould  murder  sanctuarize  ; 
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Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.     But,  good  Laeites, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  close  within  your  chamber. 
Hamlet  return'd  shall  know  you  are  come  home  ; 
We  '11  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence, 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you,  bring  you,  in  fine,  together 
And  wager  on  your  heads  :  he,  being  remiss, 
Most  generous  and  free  from  all  contriving, 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils  ;  so  that  with  ease 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated,  and  in  a  pass  of  practice 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  I  will  do  't ; 

And,  for  that  purpose,  I  Ul  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank. 
So  mortal  that,  but  dip  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood  no  cataplasm  so  rare. 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  dealli 
That  is  but  scratch'd  withal ;  I  '11  touch  my  point 
With  this  contagion,  that,  if  I  gall  him  slightly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let  's  further  think  of  this  ; 

Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  our  shape.     If  this  should  fail, 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance 
'Twere  better  not  assay'd  ;  therefore  this  project 
Should  have  a  back  or  second,  that  might  hold. 
If  this  should  blast  in  proof.     Soft  !  let  me  see ; 
We  '11  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cunnings  : 
Iha't: 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end, 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I  '11  have  prepar'd  him 
A  chalice  for  the  nonce,  whereon  but  sipping, 
If  he  by  chance  escape  your  venom'd  stuck. 


164    HAMLET,  PRIS'CE  OF  DEXMARK  kci  iv,  Sc.  va 

Our  purpose  may  hold  there.     But  stay !  what  noise  ? 

Enter  Queen, 

How  now,  sweet  queen  ! 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  fast  they  follow :  your  sister  's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'd  !    O  !  where  ? 

Queen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  aslant  a  brook. 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream  ; 
There  with  fantastic  garlands  did  she  come, 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples, 
That  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name, 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them : 
There,  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  sliver  broke, 
^Vhen  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  herself 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.     Her  clothes  spread  wide, 
And,  mermaid-like,  awhile  they  bore  her  up  ; 
Which  time  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes. 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress, 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indu'd 
Unto  that  element ;  but  long  it  could  not  be 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
PuU'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alas  I  then,  she  is  drown'd  ? 

Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears  ;  but  yet 
It  is  our  trick,  nature  her  custom  holds. 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will ;  when  these  are  gone 
The  wotnan  will  be  out.     Adieu,  my  lord  ! 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire,  that  fain  would  blaze, 
But  that  this  folly  douts  it.  Exit. 

King.  Let  "s  follow,  Gertrude. 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ! 
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Now  fear  I  this  will  give  it  start  again  ; 

Therefore  let  's  follow.  Exeunt. 


ACT  V 

SCENE  \.—A  CJiurcJiyard. 
Enter  tivo  C/o7C'ns,  xvi'th  spades  and  mattoeks. 

First  Clo.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial 
that  wilfully  seeks  her  own  salvation  ? 

Second  Clo.  I  tell  thee  she  is  ;  and  therefore  make 
her  grave  straight :  the  crowner  hath  sat  on  her,  and 
finds  it  Christian  burial. 

First  Clo.  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned 
herself  in  her  own  defence  ? 

Second  Clo.  Why,  'tis  found  so. 

First  Clo.  It  must  be  se  offendcndo ;  it  cannot  be  else. 
For  here  lies  the  point :  if  I  drown  myself  wittingly  it 
argues  an  act ;  and  an  act  hath  three  branches  ;  it  is, 
to  act,  to  do,  and  to  perform :  argal,  she  drowned  her- 
self wittingly. 

Second  Clo,  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver, — 

First  Clo.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water  ; 
good :  here  stands  the  man ;  good :  if  the  man  go  to 
this  water,  and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he  nill  he,  he 
goes  ;  mark  you  that :  but  if  the  water  come  to  him, 
and  drown  him,  he  drowns  not  himself:  argal,  he  that 
is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death  shortens  not  his  own  life. 

Second  Clo.  But  is  this  law  ? 

First  Clo.  Ay,  marr}',  is  't ;  crowner's  quest  law. 

Second  Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on  't  ?  If  this  had 
not  been  a  gentlewoman  she  should  have  been  buried 
out  o'  Christian  burial. 

First  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  sayest ;  and  the  more 
pity  that  great  folk    shall   have   countenance  in  this 
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world  to  drown  or  hang  themselves  more  than  their 
even  Christian.  Come,  my  spade.  There  is  no 
ancient  gentlemen  but  gardeners,  ditchers,  and  grave- 
makers  ;  they  hold  up  Adam's  profession. 

Second  Clo.  Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 

Fif'st  Clo.  A'  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 

Second  Clo.  Why,  he  had  none. 

First  Clo.  What  !  art  a  heathen  ?  How  dost  thou 
understand  the  Scripture  ?  The  Scripture  says  Adam 
digged ;  could  he  dig  without  arms  ?  I  '11  put  another 
question  to  thee ;  if  thou  answerest  me  not  to  the  pur- 
pose, confess  thyself — 

Second  Clo.  Go  to. 

First  Clo.  What  is  he  that  builds  stronger  than  either 
the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter  ? 

Second  Clo.  The  gallows-maker  ;  for  that  frame  out- 
lives a  thousand  tenants. 

First  Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith  ;  the 
gallows  does  well,  but  how  does  it  well  ?  it  does  well 
to  those  that  do  ill ;  now  thou  dost  ill  to  say  the  gallows 
is  built  stronger  than  the  church  :  argal,  the  gallows 
may  do  well  to  thee.     To  't  again  ;  come. 

Second  Clo.  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a 
shipwright,  or  a  carpenter  ? 

First  Clo.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

Second  Clo.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

First  Clo.  To  't. 

Second  Clo.  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  a  distance. 

First  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,  for 
your  dull  ass  will  not  meaid  his  pace  with  beating;  and 
when  you  are  asked  this  question  next,  say  '  a  grave- 
maker  '  :  the  houses  that  he  makes  last  till  doomsday. 
Go,  get  thee  to  Yaughan  ;  fetch  me  a  stoup  of  liquor. 

Exit  Second  Clown. 
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In  youth,  when  I  did  love,  did  lovCy 

Ale  thought  it  was  very  sweet, 
To  contract,  0  !  the  time,  for,  ah  !  my  behove, 

O  !  methotight  there  rcas  nothing  meet. 

Ham.  Hath  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  business, 
that  he  sings  at  grave -making? 

Hor.  Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property  of 
easiness. 

Ham.  'Tis  e'en  so ;  the  hand  of  little  employment 
hath  the  daintier  sense. 

First  Clo.  But  age,  7vith  his  stealing  steps, 
Hath  clawed  me  in  his  clutch, 
And  hath  shipped  me  intil  the  land, 
As  if  I  had  never  been  such. 

Throws  up  a  skull. 

Ham.  That  skull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing 
once ;  how  the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground,  as  if  it 
were  Cain's  jaw-bone,  that  did  the  first  murder  !  This 
might  be  the  pate  of  a  politician,  which  this  ass  now 
o'er-offices,  one  that  would  circumvent  God,  might 
it  not  ? 

Hor.  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier,  which  could  say  *  Good 
morrow,  sweet  lord  !  How  dost  thou,  good  lord  ?'  This 
might  be  my  Lord  Such-a-one,  that  praised  my  Lord 
Such-a-one's  horse,  when  he  meant  to  beg  it,  might 
it  not  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  e'en  so,  and  now  my  Lady  Worm's  ; 
chapless,  and  knocked  about  the  mazzardAvith  a  sexton's 
spade.  Here  's  fine  revolution,  an  we  had  the  trick  to 
see  ^t.  Did  these  bones  cost  no  more  the  breeding  but 
to  play  at  loggats  with  'em  ?  mine  ache  to  think  on  't. 
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First  Clo.  A  pick-axe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade. 
For  and  a  shrouding  sJieet ; 
01  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

Throxvs  up  another  skull. 

Ham.  There  's  another ;  why  may  not  that  be  the 
skull  of  a  lawyer  ?  Where  be  his  quiddities  now,  his 
quillets,  his  cases,  his  tenures,  and  his  tricks  ?  why  does 
he  suffer  this  rude  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the 
sconce  with  a  dirty  shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his 
action  of  battery  ?  Hum  !  This  fellow  might  be  in  's 
time  a  great  buyer  of  land,  with  his  statutes,  his  recog- 
nizances, his  fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  recoveries ; 
is  this  the  fine  of  his  fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his 
recoveries,  to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt?  will 
his  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchases,  and 
double  ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  pair 
of  indentures  ?  The  very  conveyances  of  his  lands  will 
hardly  lie  in  this  box,  and  must  the  inheritor  himself 
have  no  more,  ha  ? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ha?)i,  Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calf-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  sheep  and  calves  which  seek  out 
assurance  in  that.  I  will  speak  to  this  fellow.  Whose 
grave  's  this,  sir  ? 

Fi>'st  Clo.  Mine,  sir. 

0  !  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet. 

Ham.  I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed;  for  thou  liest  in  't. 

First  Clo.  You  lie  out  on  't,  sir,  and  therefore  it  is 
not  yours ;  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in  't,  and  yet  it  is 
mine. 

Ham,  Thou  dost  lie  in  't,  to  be  in  't,  and  say  it  is 
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thine  :  'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick  ;  therefore 
thou  liest. 

First  Clo.  'Tis  a  quick  lie,  sir ;  'twill  away  again, 
from  me  to  you. 

IIa})i.  What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for? 

First  Clo.  For  no  man,  sir. 

Ham.  What  woman,  then  ? 

First  Clo.  For  none,  neither. 

Hatn.  W^ho  is  to  be  buried  in  't  ? 

Fi7-st  Clo.  One  that  was  a  woman,  sir ;  but,  rest  her 
soul,  she  's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  knave  is  !  we  must  speak 
by  the  card,  or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  By  the 
Lord,  Horatio,  this  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it ; 
the  age  is  grown  so  picked  that  the  toe  of  the  peasant 
comes  so  near  the  heel  of  the  courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe. 
How  long  hast  thou  been  a  grave-maker  ? 

Fi)-st  Clo.  Of  all  the  days  i'  the  year,  I  came  to  't 
that  day  that  our  last  King  Hamlet  o'ercame  For- 
tinbras. 

HafH.  How  long  is  that  since  ? 

Fi7-st  Clo.  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can  tell 
that ;  it  was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born ; 
he  that  is  mad,  and  sent  into  England. 

Ham.  Ay,  marry  ;  why  was  he  sent  into  England  ? 

First  Clo,  Why,  because  he  was  mad  :  he  shall  recover 
his  wits  there ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  'tis  no  great  matter 
there. 

Ham.  Why? 

Fi)'st  Clo.  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  him  there ;  there  the 
men  are  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

First  Clo.  Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Ham.  How  strangely  ? 

First  Clo.  Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  wits. 

Ha?Ji.  Upon  what  ground  ? 
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First  Clo.  Why,  here  in  Denmark ;  I  have  been 
sexton  here,  man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham,  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'  the  earth  ere  he 
rot? 

First  Clo.  Faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die, 
as  we  have  many  pocky  corpses  now-a-days,  that  will 
scarce  hold  the  laying  in,  he  will  last  you  some  eight 
year  or  nine  year  ;  a  tanner  will  last  you  nine  year. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

First  Clo.  Why,  sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  his 
trade  that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while,  and 
your  water  is  a  sore  decayer  of  your  whoreson  dead 
body.  Here  's  a  skull  now  ;  this  skull  hath  lain  i'  the 
earth  three-and-twenty  years. 

Ham.  Whose  was  it  ? 

First  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  was  :  whose 
do  you  think  it  was  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  knoAv  not. 

First  Clo.  A  pestilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue  !  a' 
poured  a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head  once.  This 
same  skull,  sir,  was  Yorick's  skull,  the  king's  jester. 

Ham.  This! 

First  Clo.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Let  me  see.  Takes  the  skull. 

Alas  !  poor  Yorick.  I  knew  him,  Horatio ;  a  fellow  of 
infinite  jest,  of  most  excellent  fancy ;  he  hath  borne  me 
on  his  back  a  thousand  times  ;  and  now,  how  abhorred 
in  my  imagination  it  is  !  my  gorge  rises  at  it.  Here 
hung  those  lips  that  I  have  kissed  I  know  not  how  oft. 
Where  be  your  gibes  now?  your  gambols?  your  songs? 
your  flashes  of  merriment,  that  were  wont  to  set  the 
table  on  a  roar?  Not  one  now,  to  mock  your  own 
grinning?  quite  chapfallen?  Now  get  you  to  my  lady's 
chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to 
this  favour  she  must  come ;  make  her  laugh  at  that. 
Prithee,  Horatio,  tell  nic  one  thing. 


Scene  i    HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK  iix 

Hor.  What 's  that,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Dost  thou  think  Alexander  looked  o'  this 
fashion  i'  the  earth  ? 

Hor.  E'en  so. 

Ham.  And  smelt  so  ?  pah  !       Puts  down  the  skull. 

Hor.  E'en  so,  my  lord. 

Ha?n.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio  ! 
Why  may  not  imagination  trace  the  noble  dust  of 
Alexander,  till  he  find  it  stopping  a  bung-hole  ? 

Hor.  'Twere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  consider  so. 

Ham.  No,  faith,  not  a  jot ;  but  to  follow  him  thither 
with  modesty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it ;  as 
thus :  Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander 
returneth  into  dust ;  the  dust  is  earth  ;  of  earth  we 
make  loam  ;  and  why  of  that  loam,  whereto  he  was 
converted,  might  they  not  stop  a  beer-barrel  ? 

Imperious  Caesar,  dead  and  turn'd  to  clay, 

Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away  : 

O  !  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's  flaw. 
But  soft !  but  soft  !  aside  :  here  comes  the  king. 

Enter  Priests  i  etc.  171  procession  ;  the  Corpse  of  Ophelia, 
Laertes  and  Mourners  following  ;  King,  Queen, 
their  Trains,  etc. 

The  queen,  the  courtiers  :  who  is  this  they  follow  ? 
And  with  such  maimed  rites  ?   This  doth  betoken 
The  corse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  hand 
Fordo  its  own  life  ;  'twas  of  some  estate. 
Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark. 

Retiring  with  HORA  TIO. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes, 

A  very  noble  youth  :  mai-k. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  ? 

Priest.  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlarg'd 
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As  we  have  warrantise  ;  her  death  was  doubtful, 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order, 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctitied  have  lodg'd 
Till  the  last  trumpet  ;  for  charitable  prayers, 
Shards,  flints,  and  pebbles  should  be  thrown  on  her  ; 
Yet  here  she  is  allow'd  her  virgin  crants, 
Her  maiden  strewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Must  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

Priest.  No  more  be  done  : 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead. 
To  sing  a  requiem  and  such  rest  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'  the  earth  ; 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh 
May  violets  spring  !   I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
A  ministering  angel  shall  my  sister  be, 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham.  What  !  the  fair  Ophelia  ? 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  sweet :  farewell  ! 

Scattering flcnvers, 
I  hop'd  thou  should'st  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife  ; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet  maid, 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  gi-ave. 

Laer.  O  !  treble  woe 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
Depriv'd  thee  of.     Hold  off"  the  earth  awhile. 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms. 

Leaps  into  the  g7-av2. 
Now  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dead. 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made. 
To  o'er-top  old  Pelion  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Ham.  Advancing.  What  is  he  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis  ?  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
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Conjures  the  wandering  stars,  and  makes  them  stand 

Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  ?   This  is  I, 

Hamlet  the  Dane.  Leaps  into  the  grave. 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  soul ! 

Grapples  u<ith  him. 

Ham.  Thou  pray'st  not  well. 
I  prithee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For  though  I  am  not  splenitive  and  rash 
Yet  have  I  something  in  me  dangerous. 
Which  let  thy  wiseness  fear.     Away  thy  hand  I 

King.  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen.  Hamlet  I    Hamlet ! 

All.  Gentlemen, — 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

The  Attendants  part  them,  and  they  come  cut 
of  the  grave. 

Ham.  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  O  my  son  !  what  theme  ? 

Ham.   I  lov'd  Ophelia  :  forty  thousand  brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quantity  of  love, 
Make  up  my  sum.     What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

Ki7ig.  O  !  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen.   For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham.   'S wounds  !  show  me  what  thou  'It  do  : 
Woo't  weep  ?  woo't  fight  ?  woo't  fast  ?  woo't  tear  thy- 
self? 
Woo't  drink  up  eisel  ?  eat  a  crocodile  ? 
I  '11  do  't.     Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I  : 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  till  our  ground. 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone. 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart !    Nay,  an  thou  'It  mouth, 
I  '11  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

X.  o 
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Queen.  This  is  mere  madness  : 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him  ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclos'd, 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you,  sir  j 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus  ? 
I  lov'd  you  ever  :  but  it  is  no  matter  ; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  wdiat  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew  and  dog  will  have  his  day.       Exit, 

King.  I  pray  you,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon  him. 

Exit  HORA  TIO. 
To  Laertes,    Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last 

night's  speech  ; 
We  '11  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument : 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see  j 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.         Exeunt. 


SCENE  l\.—A  Hall  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ha?n.  So  much  for  this,  sir  :  now  let  me  see  the 
other ; 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance  ? 

Hor.  Remember  it,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep  ;  methought  I  lay 
Worse  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.     Rashly, 
And  prais'd  be  rashness  for  it,  let  us  know, 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall ;  and  that  should  teach  us 
There  's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
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Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hor.  That  is  most  certain. 

Ha/n.  Up  from  my  cabin, 
My  sea-gown  scarf 'd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them,  had  my  desire, 
Finger'd  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again  ;  making  so  bold, 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission  ;  where  I  found,  Horatio, 
O  royal  knaveiy  !  an  exact  command, 
Larded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too. 
With,  ho  !  such  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life, 
That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bated, 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe, 
My  head  should  be  stmck  off. 
Hor.  Is  t  possible  ? 

Ham,  Here  's  the  commission  :  read  it  at  more  lei- 
sure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  me  how  I  did  proceed  ? 
Hor.  I  beseech  you. 

Ha?>i.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  villanies, — 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains 
They  had  begun  the  play, — I  sat  me  down, 
Devis'd  a  new  commission,  wrote  it  fair  ; 
I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do, 
A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  labour'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  but,  sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service.     Wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ha/u.  An  earnest  conjuration  from  the  king. 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary. 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  should  flourish, 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 
And  stand  a  comma  'tween  their  amities, 
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And  many  such-like  '  As  '  es  of  great  charge. 
That,  on  the  view  and  knowing  of  these  contents, 
Without  debatement  further,  more  or  less, 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death, 
Not  shriving-time  allow'd. 

Hor.  How  was  this  seal'd  ? 

Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant. 
I  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse, 
Which  Avas  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal ; 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  the  form  of  the  other, 
Subscrib'd  it,  gave  't  the  impression,  plac'd  it  safely, 
The  changeling  never  known.     Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight,  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hor.   So  Guildenstern  and  Rosencrantz  go  to  't. 

Ha!;i.  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this  employ- 
ment ; 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience  ;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow, 
'Tis  dangerous  when  the  baser  nature  comes 
Between  the  pass  and  fell-incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Hor.  ^^  by,  what  a  king  is  this  ! 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  thinks  't  ihee,  stand  me  now 
upon — 
He  that  hath  kill'd  my  king  and  \\  hor'd  my  motlier, 
Popp'd  in  between  the  election  and  my  hopes, 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 
And  with  such  cozenage — is  't  not  perfect  conscience 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm  ?  and  is  't  not  to  be  damn'd 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor.  Tt  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  England 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Ham.  It  will  be  short :  the  interim  is  mine  ; 
And  a  man's  life  no  more  than  to  say  '  One.' 
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But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 

That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself; 

For,  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 

The  portraiture  of  his  :  I  'II  court  his  favours  : 

But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 

Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor.  Peace  !  ^vho  comes  here  ? 

Enter  OSRIC. 

Osr.  Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to  Den- 
mark. 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir.  Dost  know  this 
water-fly  ? 

Hor.   No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham.  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ;  for  'tis  a 
vice  to  know  him.  He  hath  much  land,  and  fertile  : 
let  a  beast  be  lord  of  beasts,  and  his  crib  shall  stand  at 
the  king's  mess  :  'tis  a  chough  ;  but,  as  I  say,  spacious 
in  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Osr.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at  leisure,  I 
should  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it,  sir,  with  all  diligence  of  spirit. 
Put  your  bonnet  to  his  right  use  ;  'tis  for  the  head. 

Osr.   1  thank  your  lordship,  'tis  very  hot. 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold  ;  the  wind  is 
northerly. 

Osr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet  methinks  it  is  very  sultry  and  hot  for 
my  complexion. 

Osr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord ;  it  is  very  sultry,  as 
'twere,  I  cannot  tell  how.  But,  my  lord,  his  majesty 
bade  me  signify  to  you  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager 
on  your  head.     Sir,  this  is  the  matter, — 

Ham.  I  beseech  you,  remember — 

Hamlet  moves  him  to  put  on  his  hat. 

Osr.  Na}',  good  my  lord  ;  for  mine  ease,  in  good 
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faith.  Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court  Laertes ; 
believe  me,  an  absolute  gentleman,  full  of  most  excellent 
differences,  of  very  soft  society  and  great  showing ; 
indeed,  to  speak  feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the  card  or 
calendar  of  gentry,  for  you  shall  find  in  him  the  con- 
tinent of  what  part  a  gentleman  would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  definement  suffers  no  perdition  in 
you;  though,  I  know,  to  divide  him  inventorially  would 
dizzy  the  arithmetic  of  memory,  and  yet  but  yaw  neither, 
in  respect  of  his  quick  sail.  But,  in  the  verity  of 
extolment,  I  take  him  to  be  a  soul  of  great  article ; 
and  his  infusion  of  such  dearth  and  rareness,  as,  to 
make  true  diction  of  him,  his  semblable  is  his  mirror  ; 
and  who  else  would  trace  him,  his  umbrage,  nothing 
more. 

Osr.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concernancy,  sir  ?  why  do  we  wrap  the 
gentleman  in  our  more  rawer  breath  ? 

Osr.  Sir? 

Hor.  Is  't  not  possible  to  understand  in  another 
tongue  ?    You  will  do  't,  sir,  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentle- 
man ? 

Osr.  Of  Laertes? 

Hor.  His  purse  is  empty  already ;  all 's  golden  words 
are  spent. 

Ham.    Of  him,  sh*. 

Osr.   I  know  you  are  not  ignorant — 

Ham.  I  w^ould  you  did,  sir ;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you  did, 
it  would  not  much  approve  me.     Well,  sir? 

Osr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes 
is — 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should  compare 
with  him  in  excellence  ;  but,  to  know  a  man  well,  were 
to  know  himself 

Osr.   I  mean,  sir,  for  his  weapon  ;  but  in  the  im- 
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putation  laid  on  him  by  them,  in  his  meed  he  's  un» 
fallowed. 

Ham,  What 's  his  weapon? 

Osr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.  That  's  two  of  his  weapons  ;  but,  well. 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  wagered  with  him  six  Bar- 
bary  horses  ;  against  the  which  he  has  imponed,  as  I 
take  it,  six  French  rapiers  and  poniards,  with  their 
assigns,  as  girdle,  hangers,  and  so  :  three  of  the  car- 
riages, in  faith,  are  very  dear  to  fancy,  veiy  responsive 
to  the  hilts,  most  delicate  carriages,  and  of  very  liberal 
conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Hor.  I  knew  you  must  be  edified  by  the  margent  ere 
you  had  done. 

Osr.  The  carriages,  sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ha?n.  The  phrase  would  be  more  german  to  the  mat- 
ter if  we  could  carry  cannon  by  our  sides  ;  I  would  it 
might  be  hangers  till  then.  But,  on  :  six  Barbaiy  horses 
against  six  French  swords,  their  assigns,  and  three 
liberal-conceited  carriages ;  that  's  the  French  bet 
against  the  Danish.  Why  is  this  'imponed',  as  you 
call  it  ? 

Osr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  sir,  that  in  a  dozen 
passes  between  yourself  and  him,  he  shall  not  exceed 
you  thi-ee  hits  ;  he  hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine,  and 
it  would  come  to  immediate  trial  if  your  lordship 
would  vouchsafe  the  answer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  answer  no  ? 

Osr.  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your  person 
in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall ;  if  it  please 
his  majesty,  'tis  the  breathing  time  of  day  Avith  me  ; 
let  the  foils  be  brought,  the  gentleman  willing,  and  the 
king  hold  his  purpose,  I  will  win  for  him  an  I  can  ;  if 
not,  I  will  gahi  nothing  but  my  shame  and  the  odd  hits. 
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Osr.  vShall  I  re-deliver  you  e'en  so  ? 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  sir ;  after  Avhat  flourish  your 
nature  will. 

Os7:  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours.  Exii  OSRIC. 

He  does  well  to  commend  it  himself;  there  are  no 
tongues  else  for  's  turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  on  his 
head. 

Ham.  He  did  comply  with  his  dug  before  he  sucked 
it.  Thus  has  he,  and  many  more  of  the  same  bevy 
that  I  know  the  drossy  age  dotes  on,  only  got  the  tune 
of  the  time  and  outward  habit  of  encounter,  a  kind  of 
yesty  collection  which  carries  them  through  and  through 
the  most  fond  and  winnowed  opinions,  and  do  but 
blow  them  to  their  trial,  the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to  you 
by  young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to  him  that  you  at- 
tend him  in  the  hall ;  he  sends  to  know  if  your  pleasure 
hold  to  play  with  Laertes,  or  that  you  will  take  longer 
time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes ;  they  follow  the 
king's  pleasure  :  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is  ready  ; 
now  or  whensoever,  provided  I  be  so  able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  king  and  queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you  to  use  some  gentle  en- 
tertainment to  Laertes  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham.  vShe  well  instructs  me.  Exit  Lord. 

Hor.  You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  so  ;  since  he  went  into  France 
I  have  been  in  continual  practice  ;  I  shall  win  at  the 
odds.  But  thou  would'st  not  think  how  ill  all 's  her? 
about  my  heart  ;  but  it  is  no  matter. 
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Hor.  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Ham.  It  is  but  fooler}' ;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of  gain- 
giving  as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor.  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it ;  I  will 
forestall  their  repair  hither,  and  say  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury ;  there  's  a  special 
providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis 
not  to  come  ;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now  ;  if 
it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come  :  the  readiness  is  all. 
Since  no  man  has  aught  of  what  he  leaves,  what  is  't 
to  leave  betimes  ?   Let  be. 

Enter  HiNG,  QuEEX,  Laertes,  Lords,  OsRic,  and 
Attendants  ivith  foils,  etc. 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from 

me. 
The  King  puts  the  hand  of  Laertes  into  thai 

of  Hamlet. 
Llam.  Give  me  your  pardon,   sir ;    I  've  done  you 

wrong ; 
But  pardon  't,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  presence  knows, 

And  you  must  needs  have  heard,  how  I  am  punish'd 
With  sore  distraction.     What  I  have  done. 
That  might  your  nature,  honour  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was  't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes  ?   Never  Hamlet  : 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta'en  away. 
And  when  he  's  not  himself  does  wrong  Laertes 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not ;  Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it  then  ?   His  madness.     If  't  be  so, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd  ; 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  audience. 
Let  my  disclaiming  from  a  pui-pos'd  evil 
Free  me  so  far  in  vour  most  generous  thoughts. 
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That  I  have  shot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  house, 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Laer.  I  am  satisfied  in  nature, 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
To  my  revenge  ;  but  in  my  terms  of  honour 
I  stand  aloof,  and  Avill  no  reconcilement. 
Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace. 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd.     But  till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  ofifer'd  love  like  love. 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely  ; 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. 
Give  us  the  foils.     Come  on. 

Laer.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham,  I  '11  be  your  foil,  Laertes ;  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night, 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me,  sir. 

Ham.  Xo,  by  this  hand. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Osric.     Cousin 
Hamlet, 
You  know  the  wager  ? 

Ham.  Yery  well,  my  lord  ; 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  side. 
King.   I  do  not  fear  it ;  I  have  seen  you  both  ; 
But  since  he  's  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 
Laer.  This  is  too  heavy ;  let  me  see  another. 
Ham.  This  likes  me  well.     These  foils  have  all  a 
length  ?  They  prepare  to  play, 

Osr.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  stoups  of  wine  upon  that  table. 
If  Hamlet  give  the  first  or  second  hit, 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange. 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire  ; 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath ; 
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And  in  the  cup  an  union  shall  he  throw, 

Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 

In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn.      Give  nie  the  cups  \ 

And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak, 

The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 

The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to  earth, 

*  Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet  ! '    Come,  begin  ; 

And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye. 

Ham.  Come  on,  sir. 

Laer.  Come,  my  lord.  They  play. 

HaJH.  One. 

Lacr.  No. 

Ham.  Judgment. 

Os7'.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well;  again. 

King,   Stay  ;  give  me  drink.     Hamlet,  this  pearl  is 
thine ; 
Here  's  to  thy  health.     Give  him  the  cup. 

TriiDipeis  sound,  ajid  cannon  shot  off^vithin. 

Ham.  I  '11  play  this  bout  first;  set  it  by  awhile. 
Come.  They  play. 

Another  hit ;  what  say  you  ? 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confess. 

King.  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He  's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath. 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows  ; 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ha7n.  Good  madam  ! 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.   I  will,  my  lord ;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

King.  Aside.  It  is  the  poison'd  cup  !  it  is  too  late. 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam  ;  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  '11  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think  't. 

Laer,  Aside.  And  yet  'tis  almost  'gainst  my  conscience. 
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Hai)i.  C  or  the  third,  Laertes.     You  but  dally ; 

I  pray  you,  ^         ,vith  your  best  violence. 
I  am  afeard  y,.     .iiake  a  wanton  of  me.  i 

Laer.  Say  you  so  ?  come  on.  Tlicy  play, 

Osr.  Nothing,  neither  way. 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now, 

Laertes  xi'oimds  Hamlet ;  then,  in  scuffling, 

they  change  rapiers,  and  HamleT 

wounds  Laertes. 

King.  Part  them  !  they  are  incens'd. 

Ha7n.  Nay,  come  again.  The  Queen  falls. 

Osr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho  ! 

Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  sides.     How  is  it,  my  lord  ? 

Osr.  How  is  't,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe, 
Osric  ; 
I  am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  queen  ? 

King.  She  swounds  to  see  them  bleed. 

Qjteen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink, — O  my  dear 
Hamlet ! 
The  drink,  the  drink  !  I  am  poison'd.  Dies. 

Ham.  O  villany  I    Ho  !  let  the  door  be  lock'd : 
Treachery!  seek  it  out.  Laertes  falls . 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet.     Hamlet,  thou  art  slain  ; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good  ; 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life  ; 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated  and  envenom'd.     The  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  itself  on  me ;  lo  I  here  I  lie, 
Never  to  rise  again.     Thy  mother  's  poison'd. 
I  can  no  more.     The  king,  the  king  's  to  blame. 

LLam.  The  point  envenom'd  too  ! 
Then,  venom,  to  thy  work.  Stabs  the  King. 

All.  Treason  !  treason  ! 

King.  O  !  yet  defend  me,  friends  ;  I  am  but  hurt. 
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Ham.  Here,  thou  incestuous,  murderous,  damned 
Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion ;  is  thy  union  here  ? 
Follow  my  mother.  KlXG  dies. 

Lacr.  He  is  justly  served  ; 

It  is  a  poison  temper'd  by  himself. 
Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,  noble  Hamlet : 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee, 
Nor  thine  on  me  !  Dies. 

Hani.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it !  I  follow  thee. 
I  am  dead,  Horatio.     Wretched  queen,  adieu  ! 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance. 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act, 
Had  I  but  time,  as  this  fell  sergeant,  death, 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest,  O  !  I  could  tell  you,— 
But  let  it  be.     Horatio,  I  am  dead  ; 
Thou  liv'st ;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright 
To  the  unsatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it ; 

I  am  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane : 
Here  's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Haiii.  As  thou  'rt  a  man, 

Give  me  the  cup  :  let  go  ;  by  heaven,  I  '11  have  't. 
O  God  I  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 
Things  standing  thus  unknown,  shall  live  behind  mc. 
If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart. 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile. 
And  in  this  harsh  world  drav/  thy  breath  in  pain, 
To  tell  my  stoiy.         March  afar  off,  and  shot  loithin. 
\Vhat  war-like  noise  is  this? 

Osr.  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come  from 
Poland, 
To  the  ambassadors  of  England  gives 
This  war-like  volley. 

Ha))i.  O  !  I  die,  Horatio  ; 

The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crovvs  my  spirit : 
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I  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England, 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 
On  Fortinbras  :  he  has  my  dying  voice  ; 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,  more  and  less, 
Which  have  solicited — the  rest  is  silence.  Dies. 

Ho7\   Now  cracks  a  noble  heart.     Good  night,  sweet 
prince. 
And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest  ! 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither?  March  7i>iihin. 

Enter  FoRTiXBRAS,  the  English  Ambassadors, 
and  Others. 

For.  Where  is  this  sight  ? 

Hor.  What  is  it  ye  would  see  ? 

If  aught  of  woe  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 

For.  This  quarry  cries  on  havoc.      O  proud  death  ! 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  so  many  princes  at  a  shot 
So  bloodily  hast  struck  ? 

First  Amb.  The  sight  is  dismal ; 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late  : 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing, 
To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulfill'd. 
That  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  are  dead. 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hor.  Not  from  bis  mouth, 

Had  it  the  ability  of  life  to  thank  you  : 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  since,  so  jump  upon  this  bloody  question, 
You  from  the  Polack  M'ars,  and  you  from  England, 
Are  here  arriv'd,  give  order  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view  ; 
And  let  me  speak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world 
How  these  things  came  about :  so  shall  you  heal" 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts. 
Of  accidental  judgments,  casual  slaughters, 
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Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning  and  forc'd  cause, 
And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors'  heads  ;  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

For.  Let  us  haste  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  -svith  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortune  ; 
I  have  some  rights  of  memoiy  in  this  kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite  me. 

Hor,  Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak. 
And  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  on  more  : 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  perform 'd. 
Even  while  men's  minds  are  wild,  lest  more  mischance. 
On  plots  and  errors,  happen. 

For.  Let  four  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage  ; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  prov'd  most  royally  :  and  for  his  passage, 
The  soldiers'  music  and  the  rites  of  war 
Speak  loudly  for  him. 
Take  up  the  bodies  :  such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amiss. 
Go,  bid  the  soldiers  shoot. 

A  dead  march.     Exeunt^  bearing  off  the  bodies  ; 
after  which  a  peal  of  ordnance  is  shot  off. 
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KING   LEAR 

ACT   I 

SCENE  I.— A  Room  of  State  in  King  Lear'  s  Palace. 
Enter  Kent,  Gloucester,  and  Edmund. 

Kent.  I  thought  the  king  had  more  afifected  the 
Duke  of  Albany  than  Cornwall. 

GIou.  It  did  always  seem  so  to  us  ;  but  now,  in  the 
division  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  which  of  the 
dukes  he  values  most ;  for  equalities  are  so  weighed 
that  curiosity  in  neither  can  make  choice  of  cither's 
moiety. 

Kent,  Is  not  this  your  son,  my  lord  ? 

Gloti,  His  breeding,  sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge ;  I 
have  so  often  blushed  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now 
I  am  brazed  to  it. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Gloii.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could  ;  where- 
upon she  grew  round-wombed,  and  had,  indeed,  sir, 
a  son  for  her  cradle  ere  she  had  a  husband  for  her  bed. 
Do  you  smell  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone,  the  issue  of 
it  being  so  proper. 

Glou.  But  I  have  a  son,  sir,  by  order  of  law,  some 
year  elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my 
account :  though  this  knave  came  something  saucily 
into  the  world  before  he  was  sent  for,  yet  was  his 
mother  fair  ;  there  was  good  sport  at  his  making,  and 
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the  whoreson  must  be  acknowledged.  Do  you  know 
this  noble  gentleman,  Edmund  ? 

£(/m.   Xo,  my  lord. 

G/ou.  My  Lord  of  Kent :  remember  him  hereafter 
as  my  honourable  friend. 

Ed/n.  My  services  to  your  lordship. 

JTeftt.  I  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  you  better. 

£dm.  Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving. 

G/ott.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he 
shall  again.     The  king  is  coming. 

Sennet.  Enter  Lear,  Corxwall,  Albany,  Goxbril, 
Regax,  Cordelia,  and  Attendants. 

Lear,  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy, 
Gloucester. 

GloH.  I  shall,  my  liege. 

Exeunt  GLOUCESTER  and  Edmuxd. 

Lear.  Meantime  we  shall  express  our  darker  purpose. 
Give  me  the  map  there.     Know  that  we  have  divided 
In  three  our  kingdom  ;  and  'tis  our  fast  intent 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age, 
Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths,  while  we 
Unburden'd  crawl  toward  death.  Our  son  of  Cornwall, 
And  you,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 
Our  daughters'  several  dowers,  that  future  strife 
May  be  prevented   now.     The  princes,   France  and 

Burgundy, 
Great  rivals  in  our  youngest  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  amorous  sojourn, 
And  here  are  to  be  answer'd.    Tell  me,  my  daughters, 
Since  now  we  will  divest  us  both  of  rule, 
Interest  of  territory,  cares  of  state. 
Which  of  you  shall  we  say  doth  love  us  most  ? 
That  we  our  largest  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.     Goncril, 
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Our  eldest-born,  speak  first. 

Gon.  Sir,  I  love  you  more  than  words  can  wield 
the  matter  ; 
Dearer  than  eye-sight,  space,  and  liberty  ; 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare  ; 
No  less  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour  ; 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found  ; 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor  and  speech  unable  ; 
Beyond  all  manner  of  so  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  Aside.  What  shall  Cordelia  do?    Love,  and 
be  silent. 

Lear.  Of  all  these  bounds,  even  from  this  line  to  this, 
With  shadowy  forests  and  with  champains  rich'd, 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads, 
We  make  thee  lady  :  to  thine  and  Albany's  issue 
Be  this  perpetual.     What  says  our  second  daughtei", 
Our  dearest  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall  ?    Speak. 

J?eg.  I  am  made  of  that  self  metal  as  my  sister, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.     In  my  true  heart 
I  find  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love  ; 
Only  she  comes  too  short :  that  I  profess 
Myself  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys 
Which  the  most  precious  square  of  sense  possesses. 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  highness'  love. 

Cor.  Aside.  Then  poor  Cordelia  I 

And  yet  not  so  ;  since  I  am  sure  my  love 's 
More  ponderous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee  and  thine,  hereditary  ever, 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kmgdom, 
No  less  in  space,  validity,  and  pleasure. 
Than  that  conferr'd  on  Goneril.     Now,  our  joy, 
Although  our  last,  not  least ;  to  whose  young  love 
The  vines  of  France  and  milk  of  Burgundy 
Strive  to  be  interess'd  ;  what  can  you  say  to  draw 
A  third  more  Opulent  than  your  sisters  ?    Speak. 
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Coj:  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Nothing? 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing  :   speak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth  :  I  love  your  majesty 
A-Ccording  to  my  bond  ;  no  more  nor  less. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  !  mend  your  speech  a 
little. 
Lest  you  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord, 

You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me  :  I 
Return  those  duties  back  as  are  right  fit. 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  most  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  sisters  husbands,  if  they  say 
They  love  you  all  ?    Haply,  when  I  shall  wed, 
That  lord  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight  shall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty 
Sure  I  shall  never  marry  like  my  sisters, 
To  love  my  father  all. 

L<:ar.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  niy  good  lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  so  untender  ? 

Cor,  So  young,  my  lordj  and  true. 

Lear,  Let  it  be  so  ;  thy  tmth  then  be  thy  dower  ; 
For,  by  the  sacred  radiance  of  the  sun, 
The  mysteries  of  Hecate  and  the  night, 
By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbs 
From  whom  we  do  exist  and  cease  to  be. 
Here  1  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care. 
Propinquity  and  property  of  blood, 
And  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  md 
Hold    thee    from     this    for    ever.      The   barbarous 

Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  messes 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  shall  to  my  bosom 
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Be  as  wellneighbom-'d,  pitied,  and  leliev'd, 
As  thou  my  sometime  daughter. 

K'oit.  Good  my  liege, — 

Lear.  Peace,  Kent  ! 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
I  lov'd  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery.     Hence,  and  avoid  my  sight  ! 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her  !   Call  France.    Who  stirs  ? 
Call  Burgundy.     Cornwall  and  Albany, 
With  my  two  daughters'  dowers  digest  the  third  ; 
Let  pride,  which  she  calls  plainness,  marry  her. 
I  do  invest  you  jointly  with  my  power. 
Pre-eminence,  and  all  the  large  effects 
That  troop  with  majesty.     Ourself,  by  monthly  course, 
With  reservation  of  an  hundred  knights, 
By  you  to  be  sustain'd,  shall  our  abode 
Make  with  you  by  due  turn.     Only  we  shall  retain 
The  name  and  all  the  addition  to  a  king  ; 
The  sway,  revenue,  execution  of  the  rest, 
Beloved  sons,  be  yours  :  which  to  confirm. 
This  coronet  part  betwixt  you. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  my  king, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  master  follow'd, 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  prayers, — 

Lear.  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn  ;  make  from  the 
shaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart  :  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  Lear  is  mad.     What  would'st  thou  do,  old  man  ? 
Think'st  thou  that  duty  shall  have  dread  to  speak 
When  power  to  flattery  bows  ?    To  plainness  honour 's 

bound' 
When  majesty  falls  to  folly.     Reserve  thy  state  j 
And,  in  thy  best  consideration,  check 
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This  hideous  rashness  :  answer  my  life  my  judgment, 
Thy  youngest  daughter  does  not  lore  thee  least ; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted  whose  low  sound 
Reverbs  no  hollowness. 

Lear,  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more. 

Jvetit.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thine  enemies  ;  nor  feaf  to  lose  it, 
Thy  safety  being  the  motive. 

Lea}'.  Out  of  my  sight ! 

ICent.   See  better,  Lear  ;  and  let  me  still  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now,  by  Apollo, — 

Kent.  Now,  by  Apollo,  king. 

Thou  swear'st  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O,  vassal  !  miscreant  ! 

Laying  his  hand  upon  his  sword. 

Alb.,  Corn.   Dear  sir,  forbear. 

J^ent.  Do  ; 
Kill  thy  physician,  and  the  fee  bestow 
Upon  the  foul  disease.     Revoke  thy  gift ; 
Or,  whilst  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
I  '11  tell  thee  thou  dost  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant ! 

On  thine  allegiance,  hear  me  ! 
Since  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  our  vow, 
Which  we  durst  never  yet,  and  with  strain'd  pride 
To  come  betwixt  our  sentence  and  our  power. 
Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear, 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  diseases  of  the  world  ; 
And  on  the  sixth  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  :  if  on  the  tenth  day  following 
Thy  banish'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions, 
The  moment  is  thy  death.     Away  I    By  Jupiter, 
This  shall  not  be  revok'd. 
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Kent.  Fare   thee   well,  king;    sitli  thus  thou  wilt 

appear, 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banishment  is  here. 
To  Cordelia.  The  gods  to  their  dear  shelter   take 

thee,  maid. 
That  justly  think'st,  and  hast  most  rightly  said  ! 
To  Regan  and  Goxeril.  And  your  large  speeches 

may  your  deeds  approve, 
That  good  effects  may  spring  from  words  of  love. 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes  !  bids  you  all  adieu ; 
He  '11  shape  his  old  course  in  a  country  new.        Exit. 

Flourish.    Re-enter  Gloucester,  linth  France, 
Burgundy,  and  Attendants. 

Glon.  Here  's  France  and  Burgimdy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.   My  Lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  first  address  toward  you,  who  with  this  king 
Hath  rivall'd  for  our  daughter.     What,  in  the  least, 
Will  you  require  in  present  dower  with  her, 
Or  cease  your  quest  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Most  royal  niajesty, 

I  crave  no  more  than  hath  your  highness  offer'd, 
Nor  will  you  tender  less. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgimdy, 

When  she  v/as  dear  to  us  we  did  hold  her  so. 
But  now  her  price  is  fall'n.     Sir,  there  she  stands  : 
If  aught  within  that  little  seeming  substance. 
Or  all  of  it,  with  our  displeasure  piec'd, 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace. 
She  's  there,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear.  Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes, 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dovver'd  with  our  curse,  and  stranger'd  with  our  oath, 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  roval  sir  : 
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Election  makes  not  up  on  such  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her,  sir ;  for,  by  the  power  that 
made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth.   To  Fraxce.  For  you,  great 

king, 
I  would  not  from  your  love  make  such  a  stray 
To  match  you  where  I  hate  ;  therefore  beseech  you 
To  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  asham'd 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  most  strange, 

That  she,  that  even  but  now  was  your  best  object. 
The  argument  of  your  praise,  balm  of  your  age, 
The  best,  the  dearest,  should  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous,  to  dismantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour.     Sure,  her  offence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree 
Tliat  monsters  it,  or  your  fore-vouch'd  affection 
Fall'n  into  taint ;  which  to  believe  of  her. 
Must  be  a  faith  that  reason  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty, 

If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art 
To  speak  and  purpose  not  ;  since  what  I  well  intend, 
I  '11  do  't  before  I  speak,  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot  nor  other  foulness. 
No  unchaste  action,  or  dishonour'd  step, 
That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favour, 
But  even  for  want  of  that  for  which  I  am  richer, 
A  still-soliciting  eye,  and  such  a  tongue 
That  I  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it 
Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Lean  Better  thou 

Hadstnot  been  born  than  not  to  have  pleas'd  me  better* 

France.  Is  it  but  this  ?  a  tardiness  in  nature 
Which  often  leaves  the  histoiy  unspoke 
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That  it  intends  to  do  ?   My  Lord  of  Bvn-gundy, 
What  say  you  to  the  lady  ?    Love  's  not  love 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.     Will  you  have  her? 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  Lear, 

Give  but  that  portion  which  yourself  propos'd, 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
Duchess  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing  :  I  have  sworn  ;  I  am  firm. 

Bur.  I  am  soriy,  then,  you  have  so  lost  a  father 
That  you  must  lose  a  husband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy  ! 

Since  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  shall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.  Fairest  Cordelia,  that  art  most  rich,  being 
poor  ; 
Most  choice,  forsaken  ;  and  most  lov'd,  despis'd  ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon  : 
Be  it  lawful  I  take  up  what 's  cast  away. 
Gods,  gods  !  'tis  strange  that  from  their  cold'st  neglect 
My  love  should  kindle  to  inflam'd  respect. 
Thy  dowerless  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France : 
Not  all  the  dukes  of  waterish  Burgundy 
Shall  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia,  though  unkind : 
Thou  losest  here,  a  better  w-here  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  hast  her,  France ;  let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
That  face  of  hers  again ;  therefore  be  gone 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benison. 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

Flourish.     Exeunt  Lear,  Burguxdv,  CORXiVALLi 
Albany,  Gloucester,  and  Attendants. 

France.  Bid  farewell  to  your  sisters. 
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Cor.  The  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wash'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you :  I  know  you  what  you  are  ; 
And  like  a  sister  am  most  loath  to  call 
Your  faults  as  they  are  nam'd.     Use  well  our  father : 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him : 
But  yet,  alas  !  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewell  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prescribe  not  us  our  duties. 

Gon.  Let  your  study 

Be  to  content  your  lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  fortune's  alms  ;  you  have  obedience  scanted, 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor,  Time  shall  unfold  what  plighted  cunning  hides  ; 
Who  cover  faults,  at  last  shame  them  derides. 
Well  may  you  prosper  ! 

France.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

Exeunt  Fraxce  and  Cordelia. 

Con.  Sister,  it  is  not  little  I  have  to  say  of  whatmost 
nearly  appertains  to  us  both.  I  think  our  father  will 
hence  to-night. 

Reg.  That 's  most  certain,  and  with  you ;  next  month 
with  us. 

Gon.  You  see  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is  ;  the  ob- 
servation we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little :  he 
always  loved  our  sister  most ;  and  Avith  what  poor 
judgment  he  hath  now  cast  her  off  appears  too  grossly. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age  ;  yet  he  hath  ever 
but  slenderly  known  himself. 

GoJi.  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hath  been 
but  rash  ;  then  must  we  look  to  receive  from  his  age, 
not  alone  the  imperfections  of  long-engraffed  condition, 
but  therewithal  the  miruly  waywardness  that  infirm 
and  choleric  years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  have  from 
him  as  this  of  Kent's  banishment. 
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Gcvi.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking 
between  France  and  him.  Pray  you,  let 's  hit  together : 
if  our  father  carry  authority  with  such  disposition  as 
he  bears,  this  last  surrender  of  his  will  but  ofifend  us. 

Eeg.  We  shall  further  think  on  't. 

Gon.  We  must  do  something,  and  i'  the  heat. 

Exeimi. 


SCENE  l\.~A  Hall  in  the  Earl  of  Gloucester's 
Castle. 

Enter  Edmund,  zvith  a  letter. 

Ed  in.  Thou,  Nature,  art  my  goddess  ;  to  thy  law 
My  services  are  bound.     Wherefore  should  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  custom,  and  permit 
The  curiosity  of  nations  to  deprive  me, 
For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  fourteen  moonshines 
Lag  of  a  brother  ?    Wliy  bastard  ?  wherefore  base  ? 
When  my  dimensions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  shape  as  true, 
As  honest  madam's  issue  ?    Why  brand  they  us 
With  base?  with  baseness?  bastardy?  base,  base? 
Who  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tired  bed. 
Go  to  the  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 
Got  'tween  asleep  and  wake  ?    Well  then, 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  must  have  your  land  : 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund 
As  to  the  legitimate.     Fine  word,  '  legitimate  '  ! 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed, 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  base 
Shall  to  the  legitimate — :  I  grow,  I  prosper  ; 
Now,  gods,  stand  up  for  bastards  ! 


14  KING  LEAR  Act  I 

Enter  Gloucester. 

Gloii,  Kent  banish'd  thus !    And  France  in"  choler 
parted  ! 
And  the  king  gone  to-night  !  subscrib'd  his  power  ! 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  !    All  this  done 
Upon  the  gad  !    Edmund,  how  now  !  what  news  ? 

Ed)n.   So  please  your  lordship,  none. 

Putting  tip  the  letter. 

Glou.  Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up  that  letter  ? 

Edm.  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Gloti.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glott.  No  ?  What  needed  then  that  terrible  dispatch 
of  it  into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not 
such  need  to  hide  itself.  Let  's  see  :  come ;  if  it  be 
nothing,  I  shall  not  need  spectacles. 

Ed/n.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  pardon  me ;  it  is  a  letter 
from  my  brother  that  I  have  not  all  o'erread,  and  for 
so  much  as  I  have  perused,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your 
o'erlooking. 

Gloti.  Give  me  the  letter,  sir. 

Edm.  I  shall  offend,  either  to  detain  or  give  it.  The 
contents,  as  in  part  I  understand  them,  are  to  blame. 

Gloii.  Let  's  see,  let  's  see. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification,  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  essay  or  taste  of  my  virtue. 

Glou.  Tliis  policy  and  reverem-e  of  age  makes  the  u<orld 
bitter  to  the  best  of  our  times  ;  keeps  otir fortunes  from  us 
till  our  oldness  cannot  relish  them.  I  begin  to  find  an 
idle  and  fond  bondage  in  the  oppressioji  of  aged  tyranny, 
who  S7C'ays,  not  as  it  hath  power,  but  as  it  is  suffered. 
Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may  speak  more.  If  our  father 
would  sleep  till  I  wake  him,  you  should  enjoy  half  his 
revenue  for  ever,  and  live  the  beloved  of  your  brother ^ 

Edgar. 
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Hum  !  Conspiracy  !  '  Sleep  till  I  wake  him, — you 
should  enjoy  half  his  revenue.'  ^ly  son  Edgar  !  Had 
he  a  hand  to  write  this  ?  a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it 
in  ?    When  came  this  to  you  ?    Who  brought  it  ? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord  ;  there  's  the 
cunning  of  it ;  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  casement  of 
my  closet. 

Glott.  You  know  the  character  to  be  your  brother's  ? 

Edm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durst 
swear  it  were  his  ;  but,  in  respect  of  that,  I  would  fain 
think  it  were  not. 

Gloit.  It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord  ;  but  I  hope  his  heart 
is  not  in  the  contents. 

GloH.  Has  he  never  before  sounded  you  in  this  busi- 
ness ? 

Edm.  Never,  my  lord  :  but  I  have  often  heard  him 
maintain  it  to  be  fit  that,  sons  at  perfect  age,  and  fathers 
declined,  the  father  should  be  as  ward  to  the  son,  and 
the  son  manage  his  revenue. 

Gloti.  O  villain,  villain  !  His  very  opinion  in  the 
letter  !  Abhorred  villain !  Unnatural,  detested,  brutish 
villain !  worse  than  brutish  !  Go,  sirrah,  seek  him  ; 
I'll  apprehend  him.    Abominable  villain  !  Where  ishe? 

Edm.  I  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  Ifit  shall  please 
you  to  suspend  your  indignation  against  my  brother  till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  testimony  of  his  intent, 
you  shall  run  a  certain  course  ;  where,  if  you  violently 
proceed  against  him,  mistaking  his  purpose,  it  would 
make  a  gi-eat  gap  in  your  own  honour,  and  shake  in 
pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my 
life  for  him,  that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affection 
to  your  honour,  and  to  no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

Gloii.  Think  you  so  ? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  shall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auri- 
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cular  assurance  have  your  satisfaction  ;  and  that  with- 
out any  further  delay  than  this  very  evening. 

Clou.  He  cannot  be  such  a  monster— 

Edm.  Nor  is  not,  sure. 

Gloti.  — to  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirely 
loves  him.  Heaven  and  earth  !  Edmund,  seek  him 
out ;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you  :  frame  the  busi- 
ness after  your  own  wisdom.  I  would  unstate  myself 
to  be  in  a  due  resolution. 

Edm.  I  will  seek  him,  sir,  presently ;  convey  the 
business  as  I  shall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glou.  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon  por- 
tend no  good  to  us  :  though  the  wisdom  of  nature  can 
reason  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itself  scourged 
by  the  sequent  eff'ects.  Love  cools,  friendship  falls  off, 
brothers  divide :  in  cities,  mutinies  ;  in  countries, 
discord  ;  in  palaces,  treason ;  and  the  bond  cracked 
'twixt  son  and  father.  This  villain  of  mine  comes 
under  the  prediction  ;  there  's  son  against  father  :  the 
king  falls  from  bias  of  nature  ;  there  's  father  against 
child.  We  have  seen  the  best  of  our  time  :  machi- 
nations, hollowness,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous  dis- 
orders, follow  us  disquietly  to  our  graves.  Find  out 
this  villain,  Edmund  ;  it  shall  lose  thee  nothing  :  do  it 
carefully.  And  the  noble  and  true-hearted  Kent 
banished  !  his  offence,  honesty  !    'Tis  strange.    Exit. 

Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world, 
that,  when  we  are  sick  in  fortune,  often  the  surfeit  of 
our  own  behaviour,  we  make  guilty  of  our  disasters 
the  sun,  the  moon,  and  the  stars  ;  as  if  we  were  villains 
on  necessity,  fools  by  heavenly  compulsion,  knaves 
thieves  and  treachers  by  spherical  predominance, 
drunkards  liars  and  adulterers  by  an  enforced  obe- 
dience of  planetary  influence  ;  and  all  that  we  are  evil 
in,  by  a  divine  thrusting  on  :  an  admirable  evasion  of 
whoremaster  man,  to  lay  his  goatish  disposition  to  the 
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charge  of  a  star  !  My  father  compounded  with  my 
mother  under  the  dragon's  tail,  and  my  nativity  was 
under  nrsa  major ;  so  that  it  follows  I  am  rough  and 
lecherous.  Tut !  I  should  have  been  that  I  am  had 
the  maidenliest  star  in  the  tirmament  twinkled  on  my 
bastardizing.     Edgar — 

Enter  Edgar, 

and  pat  he  comes,  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  old 
comedy :  my  cue  is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a  sigh 
like  Tom  o'  Bedlam.  O  !  these  eclipses  do  portend 
these  divisions.     Fa,  sol,  la,  mi. 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund  !  What  serious 
contemplation  are  you  in  ? 

Ed)n.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I  read 
this  other  day,  what  should  follow  these  eclipses. 

Edg.  Do  you  busy  yourself  with  that  ? 

Edm.  I  promise  you  the  effects  he  writes  of  succeed 
unhappily  ;  as  of  unnaturalness  between  the  child  and 
the  parent ;  death,  dearth,  dissolutions  of  ancient 
amities  ;  divisions  in  state  ;  menaces  and  maledictions 
against  king  and  nobles  ;  needless  diffidences,  banish- 
ment of  friends,  dissipation  of  cohorts,  nuptial  breaches, 
and  I  know  not  what, 

Edg.  How  long  have  you  been  a  sectary  astronomical  ? 

Edm.  Come,  come  ;  when  saw  you  my  father  last  ? 

Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 

Edm.   Spake  you  with  him? 

Edg.   Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms?  Found  you  no 
displeasure  in  him  by  word  nor  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm.  Bethink  yourself  wherein  you  may  have 
offended  him  ;  and  at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  presence 
until  some  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  dis- 
pleasure, which  at  this  instant  so  rageth  in  him  that 
?v  Q 
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with  the  mischief  of  your  person  it  would  scarcely 
allay. 

Edg.   Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That 's  my  fear.  I  pray  you  have  a  continent 
forbearance  till  the  speed  of  his  rage  goes  slower,  and 
as  I  say,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I 
will  fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  lord  speak.  Pray  you, 
go  ;  there  's  my  key.     If  you  do  stir  abroad,  go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother  ! 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advise  you  to  the  best,  go  armed  ; 
I  am  no  honest  man  if  there  be  any  good  meaning 
towards  you;  I  have  told  you  what  I  have  seen  and 
heard  ;  but  faintly,  nothing  like  the  image  and  horror 
of  it ;  pray  you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 

Edm.  I  do  serve  you  in  this  business. 

Exit  Edgar. 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whqse  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms 
That  he  suspects  none  ;  on  whose  foolish  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy  !  I  see  the  business. 
t^et  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit  : 
4U  with  n^e  's  jneet  that  I  can  fashion  fit.  Exit. 


SCENE  III.— .4  Room  in  the  Duke  of  Albany's 
Palace. 

Enter  GoxERiL,  and  Oswald,  her  Stexvard. 

Gon.  Did  my  father  strike  my  gentleman  for  chiding 
of  his  fool  ? 

Oru).  Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me  ;  every  hour 
He  flashes  into  one  gross  crime  or  other, 
That  sets  us  all  at  odds :  I  '11  not  endure  it : 
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His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himself  upbraids  us 

On  every  trifle.     When  he  returns  from  hunting 

I  will  not  speak  with  him  ;  say  I  am  sick  : 

If  you  come  slack  of  former  services, 

Vou  shall  do  well ;  the  fault  of  it  I  '11  answer. 

Os7i'.  He 's  coming,  madam  ;  I  hear  him. 

Horns  luiihin. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  please, 
You  and  your  fellows  ;  I  'd  have  it  come  to  question  : 
If  he  distaste  it,  let  him  to  my  sister, 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one, 
Not  to  be  over-rul'd.     Idle  old  man, 
That  still  would  manage  those  authorities 
That  he  hath  given  away !    Now,  by  my  life. 
Old  fools  are  babes  again,  and  must  be  us'd 
With  checks  as  flatteries,  when  they  are  seen  abus'd. 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Osiv.  Well,  madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  knightshave  colder  looks  among  you ; 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter  ;  advise  your  fellows  so : 
I  would  breed  from  hence  occasions,  and  I  shall, 
That  I  may  speak :    I  '11  write  straight  to  my  sister 
To  hold  my  very  course.     Prepare  for  dinner. 

Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV.— ^  Hall  in  the  Same. 

Enter  Kent,  disguised. 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow. 
That  can  my  speech  diffuse,  my  good  intent 
May  carry  through  itself  to  that  full  issue 
For  which  I  raz'd  my  likeness.     Now,  banish'd  Kent, 
If  thou  canst  serve  where  thou  dost  stand  condemn'd, 
So  may  it  come,  thy  master,  whom  thou  lov'st. 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 
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Horns  within.     Enter  Lear,  Kni^-hts,  and 
Attendants. 

Lear,  Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner :  go,  get  it 
ready.         ,  Exit  an  Attendant, 

How  now  !  what  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  man,  su*. 

Lear.  What  dost  thou  profess  ?  What  would'.st  thou 
with  us  ? 

Kent.  I  do  profess  to  be  no  less  than  I  seem ;  to 
serve  him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  trust ;  to  love  him 
that  is  honest ;  to  converse  with  him  that  is  wise,  and 
says  little  ;  to  fear  judgment ;  to  fight  when  I  cannot 
choose  ;  and  to  eat  no  fish- 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

.  Kent.  A  very  honest-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as 
the  king. 

Lear.  If  thou  be  as  poor  for  a  subject  as  he  is  for  a 
king,  thou  art  poor  enough.     \Miat  would'st  thou  ? 

Kent.   Service. 

Lear.  Whom  would'st  thou  serve  ? 

Ke7it.  You. 

Lear.  Dost  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 
.    Ketit.  No,  sir  ;  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance 
which  I  would  fain  call  master. 

Lear.  What  's  that  ? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  services  canst  thou  do? 

Ke7it.  I  can  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  run,  mar  a 
curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  message 
bluntly;  that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am 
qualified  in,  and  the  best  of  me  is  diligence. 
.    Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  so  young,  sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  singing, 
nor  so  old  to  dote  on  her  for  any  thing ;  J  have  years  017 
jny  back  forty -eight. 
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Lear.  Follow  me  ;  thou  shall  serve  me :  if  I  like  thee 
no  worse  after  dinner  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet. 
Dinner,  ho  !  dinner  !  "Where  's  my  knave  ?  my  fool  ? 
Go  you  and  call  my  fool  hither.       Exit  an  Attendant. 

Enter  Oswald. 

You,  you,  sirrah,  where  's  my  daughter  ? 

Osxu.  So  please  you, —  Exit. 

Lear.  What  says  the  fellow  there  ?  Call  the  clotpoll 
back.  Exit  a  Knight. 

Where 's  my  fool,  ho  ?  I  think  the  world  's  asleep. 

Re-enter  Knight. 

How  now  !  where  's  that  mongrel  ? 

Knight.  He  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  slave  back  to  jne  when  I 
called  him  ? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  answered  me  in  the  roundest  man- 
ner, he  would  riot. 

Lear.   He  w^ould  not ! 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is  ; 
but,  to  my  judgment,  your  highness  is  not  entertained 
with  that  ceremonious  affection  as  you  were  wont ; 
there  's  a  great  abatement  of  kindness  appears  as  well 
in  the  general  dependants  as  in  the  duke  himself  also 
and  your  daughter. 

Lear.  Ha  !  sayest  thou  so  ? 

Knight.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  be 
mistaken  ;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  silent  when  I  think 
your  highness  wronged. 

Lear.  Thou  but  rememberest  me  of  mine  own  con- 
ception :  I  have  perceived  a  most  faint  neglect  of  late  ; 
which  I  have  rather  blamed  as  mine  own  jealous 
curiosity  than  as  a  very  pretence  and  purpose  of  un- 
kindness :  I  will  look  further  into  't.  But  where  's  my 
fool  ?  I  have  not  seen  him  this  two  days. 
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Knight.   Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France, 
sir,  the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No  more  of  that  ;  I  have  noted  it  well.      Go 
you  and  tell  my  daughter  I  would  speak  with  her. 

Exit  an  Attendant. 
Go  you,  call  hither  my  fool.  Exit  an  Attendant. 

Re-enter  OSWALD. 

O  I  you  sir,  you,  come  you  hither,  sir.    ^\ho  am  I,  sir? 

Onu.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  *  My  lady's  father ' !  my  lord's  knave :  you 
whoreson  dog  !  you  slave  !  you  cur  ! 

Osiu.  I  am  none  of  these,  my  lord  ;  I  beseech  your 
pardon. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rascal  ? 

Striking  him, 

Osii'.  I  '11  not  be  struck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tripped  neither,  you  base  foot-ball  player, 
Tripping  tip  his  heels. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow  ;  thou  servest  me,  and  I  'II 
love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  sir,  arise,  away !  I  '11  teach  you  dif- 
ferences :  away,  away !  If  you  will  measure  your 
lubber's  length  again,  tany ;  but  away !  Go  to ;  have 
you  wisdom?  so.  Pushes  Osifald  out. 

Lear.  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I  thank  thee :  there's 
earnest  of  thy  service.  Gives  KENT  money. 

Enter  Fool. 

Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too  :  here  's  my  coxcomb. 

Offers  Kent  his  eap. 
Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  !  how  dost  thou? 
Fool.   Sirrah,  you  were  best  take  my  coxcomb. 
Kent.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  Why?  for  taking  one's  part  that 's  out  of  favour. 
Nay,  an  thou  canst  not  smile  as  the  wind  sits,  thou  'It 


Scene  iv  KIXG  LEAR  2% 

catch  cold  shortlj- :  there,  take  my  coxcomb.  Why, 
this  fellow  has  banished  two  on  's  daughters,  and  did 
the  third  a  blessing  against  his  will :  if  thou  follow  him 
thou  must  needs  wear  my  coxcomb.  How  now,  nuncle  I 
Would  I  had  two  coxcombs  and  two  daughters  I 

Lear.   Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool.  If  I  gave  them  all  my  living,  I  'd  keep  my 
coxcombs  myself.  There  's  mine  ;  beg  another  of  thy 
daughters. 

Lea)\  Take  heed,  sirrah  ;  the  whip. 

Fool.  Truth  's  a  dog  must  to  kennel  ;  he  must  be 
whipped  out  when  Lady  the  brach  may  stand  by  the  fire 
and  stink. 

Lear.  A  pestilent  gall  to  me  ! 

Fool.   Sirrah,  I  '11  teach  thee  a  speech. 

Lear.  Do. 

Fool.  Mark  it,  nuncle : 

Have  more  than  thou  showest, 
Speak  less  than  thou  knowest. 
Lend  less  than  thou  owest, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goest. 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest, 
Set  less  than  thou  throwest  ; 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore, 
And  keep  in-a-door. 
And  thou  shalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  score. 

Jvenf.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool.  Then  'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer  ; 
you  gave  me  nothing  for  't.  Can  you  make  no  use  of 
nothing,  nuncle  ? 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of 
nothing. 

Fool.  To  A^E.vr.  Prithee,  tell  him,  so  much  the  rent 
of  his  land  comes  to :  he  will  not  believe  a  fool. 
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Lear.   A  bitter  fool  1 

Fool.  Dost  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  between 
a  bitter  fool  and  a  sweet  fool  ? 
Lear.  No,  lad  ;  teach  me. 
Fool.        That  lord  that  counsell'd  thee 
To  give  away  thy  land, 
Come  place  him  here  by  me. 

Do  thou  for  him  stand  : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  presently  appear ; 
The  one  in  motley  here, 
The  other  found  out  there. 
Lear.   Dost  thou  call  me  fool,  boy  ? 
Fool.  All  thy  other  titles  thou  hast  given  away ;  that 
thou  wast  born  with. 

Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 
Fool.  No,  faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let 
me ;  if  I  had  a  monopoly  out,    they  would  have  part 
on't :  and  ladies  too,  they  will  not  let  me  have  all  fool 
to  myself ;  they  '11  be  snatching.    Nuncle,  give  me  an 
egg,  and  I  '11  give  thee  two  crowns. 
Lear.  What  two  crowns  shall  they  be  ? 
Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  tgg  i'  the  middle 
and  eat  up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg.    When 
thou  clovest  thy  crown  i'  the  middle,  and  gavest  away 
both  parts,  thou  borest  thine  ass  on  thy  back  o'er  the 
dirt :  thou  hadst  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown  when  thou 
gavest  thy  golden  One  away.     If  I  speak  like  myself  in 
this,  let  him  be  whipped  that  first  finds  it  so. 

Fools  had  ne'^er  less  grace  in  a  year  ; 

For  wise  men  are  gro^vn  foppish, 
And  know  not  ho7u  their  7C'its  to  wear, 

Their  manners  are  so  apish. 

Lear.  When  were  you  wont  to  be  so  full  of  songs, 
sirrah  ? 
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Fool.  I  have  used  it,  nuncle,  ever  since  tliou  madest 
thy  daughters  thy  mothers  ;  for  when  thou  gavest  them 
the  rod  and  puttest  down  thine  own  breeches, 

Then  they  for  sudden  Joy  did  locep, 

And  I  for  sorrow  sungy 
That  such  a  king  should  play  ho-pcep, 

And  go  the  fools  among. 

Prithee,  nuncle,  keep  a  schoohiiaster  that  can  teach  thy 
fool  to  lie :  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear.  An  you  lie,  sirrah,  we  '11  have  you  wliipped. 

Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters 
are :  they'll  have  me  whipped  for  speaking  true,  thou  'It 
have  me  whipped  for  lying ;  and  sometimes  I  am 
whipped  for  holding  my  peace.  I  had  rather  be  any 
kind  o'  thing  than  a  fool ;  and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee, 
nuncle ;  thou  hast  pared  thy  wit  o'  both  sides,  and  left 
nothing  i'  the  middle :  here  comes  one  o'  the  parings. 

Enter  GoxERiL. 

Lear.  How  now,  daughter  !  what  makes  that  front- 
let on  ?  Methinks  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'  the 
frown. 

Fool.  Thou  wast  a  pretty  fellow  \^hen  thou  hadst 
no  need  to  care  for  her  frowning  ;  now  thou  ait  an  O 
without  a  figure.  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now ;  I  am 
a  fool,  thou  art  nothing.  To  GoxERiL.  Yes,  forsooth, 
I  will  hold  my  tongue  ;  so  your  face  bids  me,  though 
you  say  nothing. 

Mum,  mum : 

He  that  keeps  nor  crust  nor  crum, 

Weaiy  of  all,  shall  want  some. 
That  's  a  shealed  peascod.  Pointing  to  LeaR. 

Gon.  Not  only,  sir,  this  your  all-licens'd  fool, 
But  other  of  your  insolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
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In  rank  and  not-to-be-endured  riots.     vSir, 
I  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
To  have  found  a  safe  redress  ;  but  now  grow  fearful, 
By  what  yourself  too  late  have  spoke  and  done, 
Tliat  you  protect  this  course,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance  ;  which  if  you  should,  the  fault 
Would  not  'scape  censure,  nor  the  redresses  sleep. 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence. 
Which  else  were  shame,  that  then  necessity 
Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 
Fool.  For  you  know,  nuncle. 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long, 
That  it  had  it  head  bit  off  by  it  young. 
So  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 
Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 
Gon.   Come,  sir, 
I  would  you  would  make  use  of  your  good  wisdom, 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught ;  and  put  away 
These  dispositions  which  of  late  transport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart  draws  the 
horse  ?    Whoop,  Jug  !  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Doth  any  here  know  me  ?    This  is  not  Lear  : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  speak  thus  ?  Where  are  his  eyes  ? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  discernings 
Are  lethargied.     Ha  !  waking  ?  'tis  not  so. 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ? 
Fool.  Lear's  shadow. 

Lear.  I  would  leavn  that  ;  for  by  the  marks  of  sove- 
reignty, knowledge,  and  reason,  I  should  be  false  per- 
suaded I  had  daughters. 

Fool.  W'hich  they  will  make  an  obedient  father. 
Lxar.   Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 
Gon.  This  admiration,  sir,  is  much  o'  the  savour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.     I  do  beseech  you 
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To  understand  my  purposes  aright  i 

As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  should  be  wise. 

Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  squires  ; 

Men  so  disorder'd,  so  debosh'd,  and  bold, 

That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 

Shows  like  a  riotous  inn  :  epicurism  and  lust 

Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel 

Than  a  grac'd  palace.     The  shame  itself  doth  speak 

For  instant  remedy  ;  be  then  desir'd 

By  her,  that  else  will  take  the  thing  she  begs, 

A  little  to  disquantity  your  train  ; 

And  the  remainder,  that  shall  still  depend, 

To  be  such  men  as  may  besort  your  age, 

Which  know  themselves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darkness  and  devils  ! 

Saddle  my  horses  ;  call  my  train  together. 
Degenerate  bastard  !  I  '11  not  trouble  thee  ; 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gon.  You   strike  my  people,   and  your  disorder'd 
rabble 
Make  servants  of  their  betters. 

Enter  AlBaXW 

Lear.  Woe,  that  too  late  repents  ;    O  !  sir,  are  you 
come  ? 
Is  it  your  will  ?    Speak,  sir.     Prepare  my  horses. 
Ingratitude,  thou  marble -hearted  fiend. 
More  hideous,  when  thou  show'st  thee  in  a  child. 
Than  the  sea-monster. 

Alb,  Pray,  sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.    To  Goxeril.  Detested  kite  !  thou  best : 
My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarest  parts. 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support 
The  worships  of  their  name.     O  most  small  fault. 
How  ugly  didst  thou  in  Cordelia  show  ! 
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Which,  like  an  engine,  wrench'd  my  frame  of  nature 
From  the  fix'cl  place,  drew  from  my  heart  all  love, 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  ! 
Beat  at  this  gate,  that  let  thy  folly  in. 

Striking  his  head. 
And  thy  dear  judgment  out  !    Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  My  lord,  I  am  guiltless,  as  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  mov'd  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  so,  my  lord. 

Hear,  Nature,  hear  !  dear  goddess,  hear  ! 
Suspend  thy  purpose,  if  thou  didst  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful ! 
Into  her  womb  convey  sterility  ! 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increase. 
And  from  her  derogate  body  never  spring 
A  babe  to  honour  her  !    If  she  must  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  spleen,  that  it  may  live 
And  be  a  thwart  disnatur'd  torment  to  her  ! 
Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth. 
With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks, 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt,  that  she  may  feel 
How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  child  !  Away,  away  !  Exit. 

Alb.  Now,  gods  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  ? 

Gon.  Never  afflict  yourself  to  know  the  cause  ; 
But  let  his  disposition  have  that  scope 
That  dotage  gives  it. 

Re-enter  Lear. 

Lear.  What  !  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ; 
Within  a  fortnight  ! 

Alb.  What 's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Lear.  I'll  tell  thee.    To  Goxeril.    Life  and  death  ! 
I  ani  asham'd 
That  thou  hast  power  to  shake  my  manhood  thus, 
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That  these  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce, 
Should  make  thee  worth  them.     Blasts  and  fogs  upon 

thee  ! 
The  untented  woundings  of  a  father's  curse 
Pierce  every  sense  about  thee  !    Old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  this  cause  again,  I  '11  pluck  ye  out, 
And  cast  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lose. 
To  temper  clay.     Yea,  is  it  come  to  this? 
Let  it  be  so  :    I  have  another  daughter, 
Who,  I  am  sure,  is  kind  and  comfortable  : 
When  she  shall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She  '11  flay  thy  wolvish  visage.     Thou  shalt  find 
That  I  '11  resume  the  shape  which  thou  dost  think 
I  have  cast  off  for  ever  ;  thou  shalt,  I  warrant  thee. 
Exetmt  Lear,  Kext,  and  Aitcndants. 
Gon.  Do  you  mark  that,  my  lord  ? 
Alb.  I  cannot  be  so  partial,  Goneril, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you, — 

Gon.  Pray  you,  content.     What,  Oswald,  ho  ! 
To  the  Fool.  You,  sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your 
master. 
Fool.  Xuncle  Lear,   nuncle  Lear  !  tarry,  and  take 
the  fool  with  thee. 

A  fox,  when  one  has  caught  her. 
And  such  a. daughter, 
Should  sure  to  the  slaughter, 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter  ; 
So  the  fool  follows  after.  Exit. 

Gon.  This  man  hath  had  good  counsel.    A  hundred 
knights  ! 
'Tis  politic  and  safe  to  let  him  keep 
At  point  a  hundred  knights  ;  yes,  that  on  every  drejim, 
Each  buzz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  dislike, 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers. 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy.     Os\yald,  I  say  ! 
Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far, 
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Gon.  Safer  than  trust  too  far. 

Let  me  still  take  away  the  harms  I  fear, 
Not  fear  still  to  be  taken  :  I  know  his  heart. 
What  he  hath  utter'd  I  have  writ  my  sister  ; 
If  she  sustain  him  and  his  hundred  knights, 
^Yhen  I  have  show'd  the  unfitness, — • 

Re-enter  Oswald. 

How  now,  Oswald  ! 
What  !  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  sister  ? 

Osw.   Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  Take  you  some  company,  and  away  to  horse  : 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear  ; 
And  thereto  add  such  reasons  of  your  own 
As  may  compact  it  more.     Get  you  gone, 
And  hasten  your  return.  Exit  Oswald. 

No,  no,  my  lord. 
This  milky  genfTeiiess  and  course  of  yours 
Though  I  condemn  not,  yet,  under  pardon. 
You  are  much  more  attask'd  for  want  of  wisdom 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildness. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell : 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what 's  well. 

Gon.  Nay,  then— 

Alb.  Well,  well :  the  event.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  N.— Court  before  the  Same. 

Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Gloucester  with  these  letters. 
Acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you 
know  than  tomes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter. 
If  your  diligence  be  not  speedy  I  shall  be  there  before 
you. 
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KenU  I  will  not  sleep,  my  lord,  till  I  have  delivered 
your  letter.  Exit, 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brains  were  in 's  heels,  were 't  not 
in  danger  of  kibes? 

Lear.  Ay,  boy. 

Fool.  Then,  I  prithee,  be  merry  ;  thy  wit  shall  ne'er 
go  slip-shod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fool.  Shalt  see  thy  other  daughter  will  use  thee 
kindly  ;  for  though  she  's  as  like  this  as  a  crab  's  like 
an  apple,  yet  I  can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear,  What  canst  tell,  boy  ? 

Fool,  She  will  taste  as  like  this  as  a  crab  does  to  a 
crab.  Thou  canst  tell  why  one's  nose  stands  i'  the 
middle  on's  face? 

Lear,  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  side 's  nose, 
that  what  a  man  cannot  smell  out,  he  may  spy  into. 

Lear.  I  did  her  wrong, — 

Fool,  Canst  tell  how  an  oyster  makes  his  shell  ?    • 

Lear.  No, 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither  ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a  snail  has 
a  house. 

Lear.   Why? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put  's  head  in  ;  not  to  give  it  away 
to  his  daughters,  and  leave  his  horns  without  a  case. 

Lear,  I  will  forget  my  nature.  So  kind  a  father  ! 
Be  my  hoi'ses  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  asses  are  gene  about  'em.  The  reason 
why  the  seven  stars  are  no  more  than  seven  is  a  pretty 
reason. 

Lear.  Because  they  are  not  eight  ? 

Fool.  Yes,  indeed  :  thou  -would 'st  make  a  good 
fool. 

Lear.  To  take  't  again  perforce  !  Monster  ingrati-= 
tude  ! 
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Fool.  If  thou  Nvert  my  fool,  nuncle,  I  'd  have  thee 
beaten  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.   How  's  that  ? 

Fool.  Thou  should'st  not  have  been  old  till  thou 
hadst  been  wise. 

Lear.  O !  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet  heaven  ; 
Keep  me  in  temper ;  I  would  not  be  mad  ! 

Filter  Gentleman. 

How  now  !    Are  the  horses  ready  ? 
Gent.  Ready,  my  lord. 
Lear.  Come,  boy. 

Fool.  She  that 's  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  de- 
parture, 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  cut  shorter. 

Exeunt, 


ACT   II 

SCENE  \.—A  Court  ivithin  the  Castle  of  the  Earl  of 
Gloucester. 

Enter  Edmuxd  and  CURAX,  meeting. 

Edin.   Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.  And  you,  sir.  I  have  been  with  your  father, 
and  given  him  notice  that  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and 
Regan  his  duchess  will  be  here  with  him  this  night. 

Fdni.  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not.  You  have  heard  of  the  news 
abroad  ?  I  mean  the  whispered  ones,  for  they  are  yet 
but  ear-kissing  arguments. 

Edm.  Not  I  :  pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 

Ctir.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  'twixt 
the  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  ? 

Fdni,  Not  a  word, 
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Cur.   You  may  do  then,  in  time.     Fare  you  well,  rir. 

Exit. 

Edin.  The  duke  be  here  to-night !  The  better !  best ! 
This  weaves  itself  perforce  into  my  business. 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother  ; 
And  I  have  one  thing,  of  a  queasy  question, 
Which  I  must  act.     Briefness  and  fortune,  work  ! 
Brother,  a  word  ;  descend  :  brother,  I  say  ! 

Enter  Edgar. 

My  father  watches  :  O  sir  !  fly  this  place ; 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid  ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night. 
Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  Duke  of  Cornwall? 
He  's  coming  hither,  now,  i'  the  night,  i'  the  haste, 
And  Regan  with  him  ;  have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  his  party  'gainst  the  Duke  of  Albany  ? 
Advise  yourself. 

Edg.  I  am  sure  on 't,  not  a  word. 

Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming  ;  pardon  me  ; 
In  cunning  I  must  draw  my  sword  upon  you ; 
Draw  ;  seem  to  defend  yourself;  now  quit  you  well. 
Yield  ;  come  before  my  father.     Light,  ho  !  here  ! 
Fly,  brother.     Torches  !  torches  !     So,  farewell. 

Exit  Edgar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

Wounds  his  anii. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour  :   I  have  seen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  sport.     Father  !  father  ! 
Stop,  stop  !     No  help  ? 

Enter  Gloucester,  and  Servants  with  torches, 

Glou.  Now,  Edmund,  where 's  the  villain  ? 

Edm.  Here  stood  he  in  the  dark,  his  sharp  sword  out, 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conjuring  the  moon 
To  stand  auspicious  mistress. 

X.  R 
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Ghii.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Edin.   Look,  sir,  I  bleed. 

Glon.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm,  Fled  this  way,  sir.     When  by  no  means  he 
could— 

Glou.  Pursue  him,  ho  !    Go  after.        Exit  Servant. 
By  no  means  what  ? 

Edm.  Persuade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordship  ; 
But  that  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
'Gainst  parricides  did  all  the  thunder  bend  ; 
Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  father  ;  sir,  in  fine, 
Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  I  stood 
To  his  unnatural  purpose,  in  fell  motion, 
With  his  prepared  sword  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  mine  arm  : 
But  when  he  saw  my  best  alarum'd  spirits 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  the  encounter, 
Or  whether  gasted  by  the  noise  I  made, 
Full  suddenly  he  fled. 

Glou.  Let  him  fly  far  : 

Not  in  this  land  shall  he  remain  uncaught ; 
And  found — dispatch.-    The  noble  duke  my  master, 
My  worthy  arch  and  patron,  comes  ''o-night : 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
That  he  which  finds  him  shall  deserve  our  thanks, 
Bringing  the  murderous  coward  to  the  stake  ; 
He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.  When  I  dissuaded  him  from  his  intent. 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curst  speech 
I  threaten'd  to  discover  him  :  he  replied, 
'  Thou  unpossessing  bastard  !  dost  thou  think, 
If  I  would  stand  against  thee,  would  the  reposal 
Of  any  trust,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  No  :  what  I  should  deny, 
As  this  I  would  ;  ay,  though  thou  didst  produce 
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My  very  character,  I  'd  turn  it  all 

To  thy  suggestion,  plot,  and  damned  practice  : 

And  thou  must  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 

If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 

Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  spurs 

To  make  thee  seek  it.' 

Giou.  Strong  and  fasten'd  villain  ! 

Would  he  deny  his  letter  ?     I  never  got  him. 

Tiickct  luithiu. 
Hark  !  the  duke's  trumpets.    I  know  not  why  he  comes. 
All  ports  I  '11  bar  ;  the  villain  shall  not  'scape  ; 
The  duke  must  grant  me  that :  besides,  his  picture 
I  will  send  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  my  land, 
Loyal  and  natural  boy,  I  '11  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

E7iter  CORXWALL^  Regax,  and  Attendants. 

Corn.   Wow  now,  my  noble  friend  !  since  I  came 
hither. 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  strange  news. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  short 
Which  can  pursue  the  offender.     How  dost,  my  lord  ? 

Glon.  O  !  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack 'd,  is  crack 'd. 

Reg.   What  !  did  my  father's  godson  seek  your  life  ? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd  ?  your  Edgar  ? 

Gloii.  O  !  lady,  laxly,  shame  would  have  it  hid. 

Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  knights 
That  tend  upon  my  father  ? 

Gloii.  I  know  not,  madam  ;  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Edm.  Yes,  madam,  he  was  of  that  consort. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then  though  he  were  ill  affected  ; 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  the  expense  and  waste  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  present  evening  from  my  sister 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them,  and  with  such  .autions 
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That  if  they  come  to  sojourn  at  my  house, 
I  '11  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  assure  thee,  Regan. 

Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  shown  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

Edni.  'Twas  my  duty,  sir. 

Clou.  He  did  bewray  his  practice  ;  and  receiv'd 
This  hurt  you  see,  striving  to  apprehend  him. 
Corn.   Is  he  pursued  ? 
Glou.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Corn.   If  he  be  taken  he  shall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm  ;  make  your  own  purpose, 
How  in  my  strength  you  please.     For  you,  Edmund, 
Whose  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  instant 
So  much  commend  itself,  you  shall  be  ours  : 
Natures  of  such  deep  trust  we  shall  much  need  ; 
You  we  first  seize  on. 

Edm.  I  shall  serve  you,  sir, 

Truly,  however  else. 

Glou.  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  visit  you, — 
Reg.  Thus  out  of  season,  threading  dark-eyed  night : 
Occasions,  noble  Gloucester,  of  some  poise, 
Wherein  we  must  have  use  of  your  advice. 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  so  hath  our  sister, 
Of  differences,  which  I  best  thought  it  fit 
To  answer  from  our  home  ;  the  several  messengers 
From  hence  attend  dispatch.     Our  good  old  friend, 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bosom,  and  bestow 
Your  needful  counsel  to  our  businesses. 
Which  crave  the  instant  use. 

Gloti.  i  serve  you,  madam. 

Your  graces  are  right  welcome.  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  W.—Before  Gloucester' s  Castle. 
Enter  Ke\t  and  Oswald,  sez'craUy. 

Os7v.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend :  art  oftbishouse? 

Kent.  Ay. 

Oszu.  Where  may  we  set  our  horses? 

Kent.  V  the  mire, 

Osiv.  Prithee,  if  thou  lovest  me,  tell  me 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Os'co.  "Why,  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  pinfold,  I  would 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

Osw.  Why  dost  thou  use  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.   Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Osiv.   What  dost  thou  know  me  for  } 

Kent.  A  knave,  a  rascal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats  ; 
a  base,  proud,  shallow,  beggarly,  three-suited,  hundred- 
pound,  filthy,  worsted-stocking  knave  ;  a  lily-livered, 
action-taking  knave  ;  a  whoreson,  glass-gazing,  super- 
serviceable,  finical  rogue  ;  one-trunk-inheriting  slave  j 
one  that  would 'st  be  a  bawd,  in  way  of  good  service, 
and  art  nothing  but  the  composition  of  a  knave,  beggar, 
coward,  pandar,  and  the  son  and  heir  of  a  mongrel 
bitch :  one  whom  I  will  beat  into  clamorous  whining 
if  thou  deniest  the  least  syllable  of  thy  addition. 

Osw.  Why,  what  a  monstrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus  to 
rail  on  one  that  is  neither  known  of  thee  nor  knows  thee  ! 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-faced  varlet  art  thou,  to  deny 
thou  knowest  me  !  Is  it  two  days  since  I  tripped  up  thy 
heels  and  beat  thee  before  the  king?  Draw,  you 
rogue ;  for  though  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon  shines :  I  '11 
make  a  sop  o'  the  moonshine  of  you. 

Draiving  his  sword. 
Draw,  you  whoreson  cullionly  barber-monger,  draw. 
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Osw.  Away  !  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.   Draw,  you  rascal ;   you   come   with   letter 
against  the  king,  and  take  vanity  the  puppet's  par 
against  the  royalty  of  her  father.    Draw,  you  rogue,  oi 
I  '11  so  carbonado  your  shanks  :  draw,  you  rascal ;  come 
your  ways. 

Osio.  Help,  ho  I  murder  I  help  ! 

Kent.   Strike,  you  slave;  stand,  rogue,  stand;  yoi 
neat  slave,  strike.  Beats  /n'm.\ 

Orw.  Help,  ho !  murder  !  murder  ! 

Enter  Edmlwd,  ii)ith  his  rapier  drawn. 

Edm.  How  now  !    What 's  the  matter? 

Parting  them. 
Kent.  With  you,  goodman  boy,  an  you  please  :  come, 
I  'II  flesh  ye  ;  come  on,  young  master. 

Enter  CoRXWALL,  Eegax,  Gloucester,  andSei-vants. 

Glou.  Weapons  !  arms  !    What  's  the  matter  here  ? 

Corn.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives : 
He  dies  that  strikes  again.     What  is  the  matter  ? 

Reg.  The  messengers  from  our  sister  and  the  king. 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference  ?  speak. 

Osii\   I  am  scarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  so  bestirred  your  valour. 
You  cowardly  rascal,  nature  disclaims  in  thee  :  a  tailor 
made  thee. 

Corn,  Thou  art  a  strange  fellow;  a  tailor  make  a  man? 

Kent.  Ay,  a  tailor,  sir  :  a  stone-cutter  or  a  painter 
could  not  have  made  him  so  ill,  though  they  had  been 
but  two  hours  o'  the  trade. 

Corn.   Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Os^v.  This  ancient  ruffian,  sir,  whose  life  I  have 
spared  at  suit  of  his  gi'ey  beard, — 

Kent.  Thou  whoreson  zed  !  thou  unnecessary  letter  ! 
My  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this 
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unbolted  villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a 
Jakes  with  him.     Spare  my  grey  beard,  you  wagtail  ? 

Corn.  Peace,  sirrah  ! 
You  beastly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent.  Yes,  sir  ;  bat  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  such  a  slave  as  this  should  wear  a  sword, 
Who  wears  no  honesty.     Such  smiling  rogues  as  these. 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  a-twain 
Which  are  too  intrinse  t'  unloose ;  smooth  every  passion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebel ; 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  snow  to  their  colder  moods  ; 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  masters. 
Knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following. 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  visage  ! 
Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  Avere  a  fool  ? 
Goose,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 
I  'd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot. 

Corn.  What  !  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 

Glou.  How  fell  you  out  ?  say  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy 
Than  I  and  such  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave  ?   What  is  his 
fauk? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Corn.  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor 
hers. 

Kent.   Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain  ; 
I  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time 
Than  stands  on  any  shoulder  that  I  see 
Before  me  at  this  instant. 

Corn.  This  is  some  fellow, 

Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntness,  doth  affect 
A  saucy  roughness,  and  constrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  nature  :  he  cannot  flatter,  he, 
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An  honest  mind  and  plain,  he  must  speak  truth : 

An  they  will  take  it,  so  ;  if  not,  he  's  plain. 

These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainness 

Harbour  more  craft  and  more  corrupter  ends 

Than  twenty  silly-ducking  observants. 

That  stretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kcjif.  Sir,  in  good  sooth,  in  sincere  verity, 
Under  the  allowance  of  your  great  aspect, 
AVhose  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phcebus'  front, — 

Corn.  What  mean'st  by  this  ? 

Jvcnf,  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you  discom- 
mend so  much.  I  knov,-,  sir,  I  am  no  flatterer  :  he 
that  beguiled  you  in  a  plain  accent  was  a  plain  knave  ; 
which  for  my  part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  should  win 
your  displeasure  to  entreat  me  to  't. 

Corn.  What  was  the  offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Oszi'.   I  never  gave  him  any  : 
It  pleas'd  the  king  his  master  veiy  late 
To  strike  at  me,  upon  his  misconstruction  ; 
When  he,  conjunct,  and  flattering  his  displeasure, 
Tripp'd  me  behind  ;  being  down,  insulted,  rail'd, 
And  put  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man. 
That  worthied  him,  got  praises  of  the  king 
For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdu'd  ; 
And,  in  the  fleshment  of  this  dread  explore, 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

A'cnl.  None  of  these  rogues  and  cowards 

But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks  ! 

You  stubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend  braggart, 
W^e  '11  teach  you. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn. 

Call  not  your  stocks  for  me  ;  I  serve  the  king. 
On  whose  employment  I  was  sent  to  you  ; 
You  shall  do  small  respect,  show  too  bold  malice 
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Against  the  grace  and  person  of  my  master, 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks  ! 

As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  shall  he  sit  till  noon. 

Reg.  Till  noon  !  till  night,  my  lord  ;  and  all  night 
too. 

Kent.   Why,  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
Vou  should  not  use  me  so. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will. 

Coi-ii.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  self-same  colour 
Our  sister  speaks  of.      Come,  bring  away  the  stocks. 

Stocks  brought  out. 

GIoii.  Let  me  beseech  your  grace  not  to  do  so. 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  king  his  master 
Will  check  him  for 't :  your  purpos'd  low  correction 
Is  such  as  basest  and  contemned'st  wretches 
For  pilferings  and  most  common  trespasses 
Are  punish'd  with  :  the  king  must  take  it  ill, 
That  he,  so  slightly  valued  in  his  messenger, 
Should  have  him  thus  restrain'd. 

Corn.  I  '11  answer  that. 

Reg.   My  sister  may  receive  it  much  more  worse 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  assaulted. 
For  following  her  affairs.     Put  in  his  legs. 

Kent  is  put  in  the  stocks. 
Come,  my  good  lord,  away. 

Exeunt  all  but  GLOUCESTER  and  Kent. 

Clou.   I  am  sorry  for  thee,  friend ;  'tis  the  duke's 
pleasure, 
Whose  disposition,  all  the  world  well  knows, 
Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  stopp'd  :  I  '11  entreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray,  do  not,  sir.   I  have  watch'd  and  travell'd 
hard  ; 
Some  time  I  shall  sleep  out,  the  rest  I  '11  whistle. 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels  ; 
Give  you  good  morrow  ! 
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Glou.  The  duke  's  to  blame  in  this  ;  'twill  be  ill 
taken.  Exit. 

Kent.  Good  king,  that  must  approve  the  common 
saw, 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  comest 
To  the  warm  sun. 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Peruse  this  letter.     Nothing  almost  sees  miracles, 
But  misery  :  I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
Who  hath  most  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obscured  course  ;  and  shall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  state,  seeking  to  give 
Losses  their  remedies.     All  weaiy  and  o'er- watch 'd, 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  shameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good   night ;    smile   once   more ;    turn   thy 
wheel !  He  sleeps. 


SCENE  in.— ^  Part  of  the  Heath. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.   I  heard  myself  proclaim'd  ; 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree 
Escap'd  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free ;  no  place, 
That  guard,  and  most  unusual  vigilance. 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     Whiles  I  may  'scape, 
I  will  preserve  myself ;  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  basest  and  most  poorest  shape 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man. 
Brought   near  to   beast ;    my   face    I  '11   grime    with 

filth, 
Blanket  my  loins,  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots, 
And  with  presented  nakedness  outface 


1 
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The  Avinds  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  countiy  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortified  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms. 
Poor  pelting  villages,  sheep-cotes,  and  mills, 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bans,  sometime  with  prayers. 
Enforce  their  charity.     Poor  Turlygood  !  poor  Tom  ! 
That 's  something  yet  :    Edgar  I  nothing  am.       Exit. 


SCENE  W.— Before  Gloucester's  Castle.    IvExr 
in  the  Stocks. 

Enter  Lear,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear.  'Tis  strange  that  they  should  so  depart  from 
home. 
And  not  send  back  my  messenger. 

Ge>it.  As  I  learn 'd, 

The  night  before  there  was  no  purpose  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  master  ! 

Lear.   Ha  ! 
Mak'st  thou  this  shame  thy  pastime  ? 

lunt.  Xo,  my  lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha !  he  wears  cruel  garters.  Horses 
are  tied  by  the  head,  dogs  and  bears  by  the  neck, 
monkeys  by  the  loins,  and  men  by  the  legs :  when  a 
man's  over-lusty  at  legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether- 
stocks. 

Lea?:    What  's  he  that   hath   so   much    thy  place 
mistook 
To  set  thee  here  ? 

Ivent.  It  is  both  he  and  she, 
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Vour  son  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No. 

Kenf.  Yes. 

Leaj'.  No,  I  say. 

Kent.   I  say,  yea. 

Lea?'.  No,  no  ;  they  would  not. 

Kenf.  Yes,  they  have. 

Lea}'.  By  Jupiter,  I  swear,  no. 

Kent.  By  Juno,  I  swear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durst  not  do  't  ; 

They  could  not,  would  not  do  't ;  'tis  worse  than  murder, 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage. 
Resolve  me,  with  all  modest  haste,  which  Avay 
Thou  might'st  deserve,  or  they  impose,  this  usage, 
Coming  from  us. 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 

I  did  commend  your  highness'  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  that  show'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post, 
Stew'd  in  his  haste,  half  breathless,  panting  forth 
From  Goneril  his  mistress  salutations  ; 
Delivered  letters,  spite  of  intermission, 
AVhich  presently  they  read  :  on  whose  contents 
They  summon'd  up  their  meiny,  straight  took  horse  ; 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leisure  of  their  answer  ;  gave  me  cold  looks  : 
And  meeting  here  the  other  messenger, 
Whose  welcome,  I  perceiv'd,  had  poison' d  mine, 
Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Display'd  so  saucily  against  your  highness, 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  drew  : 
He  rais'd  the  house  with  loud  and  coward  cries. 
Your  son  and  daughter  found  this  trespass  worth 
The  shame  which  here  it  suffers. 

Fool.   Winter  's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild-geese  fly 
that  way. 
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Fathers  that  wear  rags 

Do  make  their  children  blind, 
But  fathers  that  bear  bags 

Shall  see  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore, 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor. 
But  for  all  this  thou  shalt  have  as  many  dolours  for 
ihy  daughters  as  thou  canst  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear.  O  !  how  this  mother  swells  up  toward  my  heart ; 
Hysta-icapassio  !  down,  thou  climbing  sorrow  ! 
Thy  element 's  below.     Where  is  this  daughter  ? 
Kent.   With  the  earl,  sir  ;  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not ;  stay  here.  Exit. 

Gent.  Made  you   no   more   offence  but  ^^•hat  you 

speak  of? 
Kent.  None. 
How  chance  the  king  comes  with  so  small  a  number? 
Fool.  An  thou  hadst  been  set  i'  the  stocks  for  that 
question,  thou  hadst  well  deserved  it. 
Kent.  Why,  fool? 

Fool.  We  '11  set  thee  to  school  to  an  ant,  to  teach 
thee  there  's  no  labouring  i'  the  winter.  All  that  follow 
their  noses  are  led  by  their  eyes  but  blind  men  ;  and 
there  's  not  a  nose  among  twenty  but  can  smell  him 
that 's  stinking.  Let  go  thy  hold  when  a  great  wheel 
runs  down  a  hill,  lest  it  break  thy  neck  with  following 
it ;  but  the  great  one  that  goes  up  the  hill,  let  him  draw 
thee  after.  When  a  wise  man  gives  thee  better  coun- 
sel, give  me  mine  again  :  I  would  have  none  but 
knaves  follow  it,  since  a  fool  gives  it. 

That  sir  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain, 

And  follows  but  for  form, 
Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain, 

And  leave  thee  m  the  storm. 
But  I  will  tarry  ;  the  fool  will  stay, 
Apd  let  the  w  ise  man  fly  : 
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The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away  ; 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 
Kent.  AVhere  learned  you  this,  fool  ? 
Fool.  Not  i'  the  stocks,  fool. 

Re-enter  Lear,  unth  GLOUCESTER. 

Lear.  Deny  to  speak  with  me  !    They  are  sick  ! 
they  are  Aveary  ! 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  night  I    Mere  fetches, 
The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Fetch  me  a  better  answer. 

Glou.  My  dear  lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke  ; 
How  unremoveable  and  fix'd  he  is 
In  his  own  course. 

Lear.  Vengeance  !  plague  I  death  !  confusion  ! 
Fiery  !  what  quality?    Why,  Gloucester,  Gloucester, 
I  'd  speak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  his  wife. 

GIoii.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  informed  them  so, 

Lear.  Inform 'd  them  !    Dost  thou  understand  me, 
man  ? 

Glou.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lea}\  The  king  would  speak  with  Cornwall ;  the 
dear  father 
Would  Avith  his  daughter  speak,  commands  her  service : 
Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ?    My  breath  and  blood  ! 
Fiery  !  the  fiery  duke  !    Tell  the  hot  duke  that — 
No,  but  not  yet ;  may  be  he  is  not  well  : 
Infirmity  doth  still  neglect  all  office 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound  ;  we  are  not  ourselves 
When  nature,  being  oppress'd,  commands  the  mind 
To  suffer  with  the  body.     I  '11  forbear  ; 
And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  headier  will, 
To  take  the  indispos'd  and  sickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man.     Death  on  my  state  !  wherefore 

Lookins:  on  Kent. 
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Should  he  sit  here  ?    This  act  persuades  me 

That  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 

Is  practice  only.     Give  me  my  servant  forth. 

Go  tell  the  duke  and  's  wife  I  'd  speak  with  them, 

Now,  presently  :  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me, 

Or  at  their  chamber-door  I  '11  beat  the  drum 

Till  it  ciy  sleep  to  death. 

Glou.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  Exit. 

Lear.  O  me  !  my  heart,  my  rising  heart  !  but,  down  ! 

Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the 
eels  when  she  put  'em  i'  the  paste  alive  ;  she  knapped 
'em  o'  the  coxcombs  with  a  stick,  and  cried  '  Down, 
wantons,  down  ! '  'Twas  her  brother  that,  in  pure 
kindness  to  his  horse,  buttered  his  ha)'. 

Enter  Cornwall,  J?  eg  ax,  Gloucester,  and 
Servants, 

Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both. 

Corn.  Hail  to  your  grace  ! 

Kent  is  set  at  liberty. 

Reg.   I  am  glad  to  see  your  highness. 

Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are  ;  I  know  what  reason 
I  have  to  think  so  :  if  thou  should'st  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 
Sepulchring  an  adult'ress.     To  Kent.     O  !  are  you 

free? 
Some  other  time  for  that.     Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  sister  's  naught :    O  Regan  !  she  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindness,  like  a  vulture,  here. 

Points  to  his  heart. 
I  can  scarce  speak  to  thee  ;  thou  'It  not  believe 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality — O  Regan  ! 

Reg,  I  pray  you,  sir,  take  patience.     I  have  hope 
You  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert 
Than  she  to  scant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say,  how  is  that  ? 
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Keg.  I  cannot  think  my  sister  in  the  least 
Would  fail  her  obligation  :  if,  sir,  perchance 
She  have  restrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
'Tis  on  such  ground,  and  to  such  wholesor.ij  end, 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  curses  on  her  ! 

Reg.  O,  sir  1  you  are  old  ; 

Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine  :  you  should  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  some  discretion  that  discerns  your  state 
Better  than  you  yourself.     Therefore  I  pray  you 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return  ; 
Say  you  have  wrong'd  her,  sir. 

Lea)'.  Ask  her  forgiveness  ? 

Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  house  : 
*  Dear  daughter,  I  confess  that  I  am  old  ; 
Age  is  unnecessary  :  on  my  knees  I  beg        Kneeling. 
That  you  '11  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food.' 

Reg.  Good  sir,  no  more  ;  these  are  unsightly  tricks. 
Return  you  to  my  sister. 

Lea7\  Rising.  Never,  Regan. 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me  ;  struck  me  with  her  tongue, 
ISiost  serpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart. 
All  the  stor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top  !    Strike  her  young  bones. 
You  taking  airs,  with  lameness  ! 

Com.  Fie,  sir,  fie  ! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings,    dart   your  blinding 
flames 
Into  her  scornful  eyes  !    Infect  her  beauty, 
You  fen-suck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun, 
To  fall  and  blast  her  pride  ! 

Reg.   O  the  blest  gods  !  so  will  you  wish  on  me. 
When  the  rash  mood  is  on. 

Lear.   No,  Regan,  thou  shalt  never  have  my  curse  • 
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Thy  tender-hefted  nature  shall  not  give 

Thee  o'er  to  harshness  :  her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 

Do  comfort  and  not  bum.     'Tis  not  in  thee 

To  grudge  my  pleasures,  to  cut  off  my  train, 

To  bandy  hasty  words,  to  scant  my  sizes, 

And,  in  conclusion,  to  oppose  the  bolt 

Against  my  coming  in  :  thou  better  know'st 

The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood, 

Effects  of  courtesy,  dues  of  gratitude  ; 

Thy  half  o'  the  kingdom  hast  thou  not  forgot, 

Wherein  I  thee  endow'd. 

Keg.  Good  sir,  to  the  purpose. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'  the  stocks  ? 

Tiichet  within. 

Com.  What  trumpet 's  that  ? 

Reg.  I  know  't,  my  sister's  :  this  approves  her  letter, 
That  she  would  soon  be  here. 

Enft'}'  Oswald, 

Is  your  kdy  come  ? 
Lear.  This  is  a  slave,  whose  easy-borrow'd  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out,  varlet,  from  my  sight  I 

Coi'n.  What  means  your  grace  ? 

Lear.  Who  stock'd   my  servant  ?    Regan,    I   have 
good  hope 
Thou  didst  not  knov/  on  't.     Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  GoxERIL. 

O  heavens, 
If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  sweet  sway 
Allow  obedience,  if  yourselves  are  old, 
Make  it  your  cause  ;  send  down  and  take  my  part ! 
To  GoNERiL.    Art  not  asham'd   to  look    upon   this 

beard  ? 
O  Regan  1  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

X.  3 
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Gon.  Why  not  by  the  hand,   sir?    How  have    I 
offended  ? 
AH  's  not  offence  that  indiscretion  finds 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear.  O  sides  !  you  are  too  tough  ; 

Will  you  yet  hold  ?  How  came  my  man  i'  the  stocks  ? 

Cortt.  I  set  him  there,  sir  ;  but  his  own  disorders 
Deserv'd  much  less  advancement. 

Lear.  You  !  did  you  ? 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  seem  so. 
If,  till  the  expiration  of  your  month, 
You  will  return  and  sojourn  with  my  sister, 
Dismissing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  : 
I  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provision 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her  ?  and  fifty  men  dismiss'd  ? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  choose 
To  wage  against  the  enmity  o'  the  air ; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, 
Necessity's  sharp  pinch  !    Return  with  lier  ! 
Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dowerless  took 
Our  youngest  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squire-like,  pension  beg 
To  keep  base  life  afoot.     Return  with  her  ! 
Persuade  me  rather  to  be  slave  and  sumpter 
To  this  detested  groom.  Pointing  at  Oswald. 

Gon,  At  your  choice,  sir. 

Lear.   I  prithee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad  : 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child  ;  farewell. 
We  '11  no  more  meet,  no  more  see  one  another  ; 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter  ; 
Or  rather  a  disease  that 's  in  my  flesh. 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine :  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plague -sore,  an  embossed  carbuncle, 
In  my  corrupted  blood.     But  I  '11  not  chide  thee  ; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it  ; 
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I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove. 
Mend  when  thou  canst ;  be  better  at  thy  leisure  : 
I  can  be  patient ;  I  can  stay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  so  : 

I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome.     Give  ear,  sir,  to  my  sister  ; 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  your  passion 
Must  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  so — 
But  she  knows  what  she  does. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  spoken? 

Reg.  I  dare  avouch  it,  sir  :  what !  fifty  followers  ! 
Is  it  not  well  ?    What  should  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  or  so  many,  sith  that  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainst  so  great  a  number  ?  How,  in  one  house. 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands, 
Hold  amity  ?  'Tis  hard  ;  almost  impossible. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  atten- 
dance 
From  those  that  she  calls  servants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  lord  ?    If  then  they  chanc'd  to 
slack  you 
We  could  control  them.     If  you  will  come  to  me. 
For  now  I  spy  a  danger,  I  entreat  you 
To  bring  but  five-and -twenty  ;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all — 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depositaries. 
But  kept  a  reservation  to  be  follow'd 
With  such  a  number.     What  !  must  I  come  to  you 
With  five-and-twenty  ?  Regan,  said  you  so  ? 

Reg.  And  speak 't  again,  my  lord  ;  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Those  wicked  creatures  yet   do  look   well- 
favour'd 
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WTien  others  are  niore  wicked ;  not  being  the  worst 
Stands  in  some  rank  of  praise.    To  GONERIL,   I  '11  go 

with  thee  : 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five-and-twenty, 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  lord. 

What  need  you  five-and-twenty,  ten,  or  five, 
To  follow  in  a  house  where  twice  so  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  need  one  ? 

Lear.  O  !  reason  not  the  need ;  our  basest  beggars 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  superfluous  : 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beast's.     Thou  art  a  lady  ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'st, 
Which  scarcely  keeps  thee  warm.    But,  for  true  need,— 
You  heavens,  give  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need  ! 
You  see  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age  ;  wretched  in  both  ! 
If  it  be  you  that  stirs  these  daughters'  hearts . 
Against  their  father,  fool  me  not  so  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  ;  touch  me  with  noble  anger, 
And  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops. 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks  !    No,  you  unnatural  hags, 
I  will  have  such  revenges  on  you  both 
That  all  the  world  shall — I  will  do  such  things, 
What  they  are  yet  I  know  not,  but  they  shall  be 
The  terrors  of  the  earth.     You  think  I  'II  weep  ; 
No,  I  '11  not  weep  : 

I  have  full  cause  of  weeping,  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaws 
Or  ei'e  I  '11  weep.     O  fool !  I  shall  go  mad. 

Exeunt  Lear,  GLOUCESTER-)  Kent,  and  Fool, 

Corn.   Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  storm. 

\Sform  heard  at  a  distance. 
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Reg.    This   house  is  little  :    the  old  man  and  his 
people 
Cannot  be  well  bestow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  o^s•n  blame ;   hath  put  himself  from 
rest, 
And  must  needs  taste  his  folly. 

Reg-.  For  his  particular,  I  '11  receive  him  gladly. 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon.  So  am  I  purpos'd. 

Where  is  my  Lord  of  Gloucester  ? 

Corn,  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth.     He  is  returned. 

Re-enter  GLOUCESTER. 

Glo^i.  The  king  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 

Glou.    He   calls  to   horse ;    but   will  I  know  not 
whither. 

Coryi.  'Tis  best  to  give  him  way  ;  he  leads  himself. 

Gon.  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  stay. 

Glou.    Alack  !  the  night  comes  on,   and  the  high 
winds 
Do  sorely  ruffle  ;  for  many  miles  about 
There  's  scarce  a  bush. 

Reg.  O  I  sir,  to  wilful  men. 

The  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters.     Shut  up  your  doors ; 
He  is  attended  with  a  desperate  train, 
And  what  they  may  incense  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wisdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord  ;  "tis  a  wild  night  : 
My  Regan  counsels  well  :  come  out  o'  the  storm. 

Exeunt. 
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ACT  III 

SCENE  \.—A  Heath, 

A  storm,  zuitk  thunder  and  lightning.     Enter  Kent 
and  a  Gentleman,  meeting. 

Kent.  Who  *s  there,  beside  foul  weather  ? 

Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  most  unquietly. 

Kent.  I  know  you.     Where  's  the  king  ? 

Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements  ; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  sea, 
Or  swell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main, 
That  things  might  change  or  cease ;  tears  his  white 

hair, 
Which  the  impetuous  blasts,  with  eyeless  rage, 
Catch  in  their  fuiy,  and  make  nothing  of; 
Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  out-scorn 
The  to-and-fro  conflicting  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear  would  couch, 
The  lion  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  fur  dr)',  unbonneted  he  runs, 
And  bids  what  will  take  all. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Ge7it.  None  but  the  fool,  who  labours  to  out-jest 
His  heart-struck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  you  ; 

And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note, 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There  is  division, 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning,  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall ; 
Who  have — as  who  have  not,  that  their  great  stars 
Thron'd  and  set  high  ?— servants,  who  seem  no  less, 
Which  are  to  France  the  spies  and  speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  state  ;  what  hath  been  seen, 
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Either  in  snuffs  and  packings  of  the  dukes, 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  borne 
Against  the  old  kind  king  ;  or  sometliing  deeper, 
Whereof  perchance  these  are  but  furnishings  ; 
But,  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power 
Into  this  scatter'd  kingdom  ;  who  ah-eady, 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  our  best  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  their  open  banner.     Now  to  you  : 
If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  so  far 
To  make  your  speed  to  Dover,  you  shall  find 
Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  just  report 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 
The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding, 
And  from  some  knowledge  and  assurance  offer 
This  office  to  you. 

Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not. 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out-wall,  open  this  purse,  and  take 
What  it  contains.     If  you  shall  see  Cordelia, 
As  fear  not  but  you  shall,  show  her  this  ring. 
And  she  will  tell  you  who  your  fellow  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     Fie  on  this  storm  ! 
I  will  go  seek  the  king. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand.     Have  you  no  more  to 
say? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but,  to  effect,  more  than  all  yet ; 
That,  when  we  have  found  the  king,  in  which  your 

pain 
That  way,  I  '11  this,  he  that  first  lights  on  him 
Holla  the  other.  Exeunt  sn-erally. 
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SCENE  U.—Afiot/ier  Part  of  the  Heath.    Storm  still. 
Enter  Lear  and  Fool, 

Lear.  Blow,  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks  !  rage  ! 
blow  ! 
You  cataracts  and  hurricanoes,  spout 
Till  you  have  drench'd  our  steeples,  drown'd  the  cocks  I 
You  sulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires, 
Vaunt-couriers  to  oak-cleaving  thunderbolts, 
Singe  my  white  head  !  And  thou,  all-shaking  thunder, 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  the  world  ! 
Crack  nature's  moulds,  all  germens  spill  at  once 
That  make  ingrateful  man  ! 

Fool.  O  nuncle,  court  holy-water  in  a  dry  house  is 
better  than  this  rain-water  out  o'  door.  Good  nuncle, 
in,  and  ask  thy  daughters'  blessing ;  here  's  a  night 
pities  neither  wise  man  nor  fool. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  bellyful  !    Spit,  fire  !  spout,  rain  ! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters  : 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindness  ; 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children, 
You  owe  me  no  subscription  :  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleasure  ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  despis'd  old  man. 
But  yet  I  call  you  servile  ministers, 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high-engender'd  battles  'gainst  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     O  !  O  !  'tis  foul. 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  house  to  put  's  head  in  has  a 
good  head-piece. 

The  cod-piece  that  will  house 

Before  the  head  has  any, 

The  head  and  he  shall  louse ; 

So  beggars  marry  many. 
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The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

What  he  his  heart  should  make, 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  woe, 
And  turn  his  sleep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman  but  she  made 
mouths  in  a  glass. 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience  ; 
I  will  say  nothing. 

Enter  Kent. 

Kent.  Who  's  there  ? 

Fool.  Marry,  here  's  grace  and  a  cod -piece  ;  that  's 
a  wise  man  and  a  fool. 

Kent.  Alas  !    sir,  are  you  here  ?   things  that  love 
night 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathful  skies 
Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves.     Since  I  was  man 
Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard  ;  man's  nature  cannot  carry 
The  affliction  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods, 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pother  o'er  our  heads. 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  thou  wretch, 
That  hast  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  justice  ;  hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand. 
Thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  simular  of  virtue 
That  art  incestuous  ;  caitiff,  to  pieces  shake, 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  seeming 
Hast  practis'd  on  man's  life ;  close  pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
These  dreadful  summoners  grace.     I  am  a  man 
More  sinn'd  against  than  sinning. 

Kent.  Alack  !  bare-headed  ! 

Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel  j 
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Some  friendship  will  it  lend  you  'gainst  the  tempest ; 
Repose  you  there  while  I  to  this  hard  house, 
More  harder  than  the  stones  whereof  'tis  rais'd, 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Denied  me  to  come  in,  return  and  force 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 

Come  on,  my  boy.     How  dost,  my  boy  ?    Art  cold  ? 
I  am  cold  myself.     Where  is  this  straw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange, 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.   Come,  your  hovel. 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 
That  's  sorry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  little  tiny  7uit, 

With  hey,  ho,  the  rciiid  and  the  rain. 

Must  make  content  ivith  his  fortunes  fit. 

Though  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

Lear.  True,  my  good  boy.  Come,  bring  us  to  this 
hovel.  Exeunt  Lear  and  Kent. 

Fool.  This  is  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  courtezan. 
I  '11  speak  a  prophecy  ere  I  go  : 

When  priests  are  more  in  word  than  matter  ; 

When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water  ; 

When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors  ; 

No  heretics  burn'd,  but  wenches'  suitors  ; 

When  eveiy  case  in  law  is  right ; 

No  squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight ; 

When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues  ; 

Nor  cut-purses  come  not  to  throngs  ; 

When  usurers  tell  their  gold  i'  the  field  ; 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  ; 

Then  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 

Coxne  to  great  confusion  : 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  see  't, 

That  going  shall  be  us'd  with  feet. 
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This  prophecy  Merlin  shall  make  ;  for  I  live  before  his 
time.  Exit. 


SCENE  III.— ^  Room  in  Gloucester's  Castle. 
Enter  Gloucester  and  Edmund. 

Glou.  Alack,  alack  !  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  un- 
natural dealing.  When  I  desired  their  leave  that  I 
might  pity  him,  they  took  from  me  the  use  of  mine  own 
house  ;  charged  me,  on  pain  of  perpetual  displeasure, 
neither  to  speak  of  him,  entreat  for  him,  nor  any  way 
sustain  him. 

Edm.  Most  savage  and  unnatural  ! 

Glou.  Go  to ;  say  you  nothing.  There  is  division 
between  the  dukes,  and  a  worse  matter  than  that.  I 
have  received  a  letter  this  night ;  'tis  dangerous  to  be 
spoken  ;  I  have  locked  the  letter  in  my  closet.  These 
injuries  the  king  now  bears  will  be  revenged  home  ; 
there 's  part  of  a  power  already  footed  ;  we  must  incline 
to  the  king.  I  will  seek  him  and  privily  relieve  him  ; 
go  you  and  maintain  talk  with  the  duke,  that  my 
charity  be  not  of  him  perceived.  If  he  ask  for  me,  I 
am  ill  and  gone  to  bed.  If  I  die  for  it,  as  no  less  is 
threatened  me,  the  king,  my  old  master,  must  be 
relieved.  There  is  some  strange  thing  toward,  Edmund ; 
pray  you,  be  careful.  Exit. 

Edm.  This  courtesy,  forbid  thee,  shall  the  duke 
Instantly  know  ;  and  of  that  letter  too  : 
This  seems  a  fair  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses  ;  no  less  than  all  : 
The  yomiger  rises  when  the  old  doth  fall.  Exit, 
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SCENE  IV.— 77^^  Heath.     Before  a  Hovel, 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord  ;  good  my  lord, 
enter : 
The  tyranny  of  the  open  night  's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  Siorm  still. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 

Kent.   Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ? 

Kent.  I  'd  rather  break  mine  own.     Good  my  lord, 
enter. 

Lear.  Thou  think'st  'tis  much  that  this  contentious 
storm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin  :  so  'tis  to  thee  ; 
But  ^Yhere  the  greater  malady  is  fix'd, 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt.     Thou  'dst  shun  a  bear  ; 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  roaring  sea, 
Thou  'dst  meet  the  bear  i'  the  mouth.  When  the  mind 's 

free 
The  body 's  delicate ;  the  tempest  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else 
Save  what  beats  there.     Filial  ingratitude  ! 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to 't  ?   But  I  will  punish  home : 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more.     In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  out !    Pour  on  ;  I  will  endure. 
In  such  a  night  as  this  !    O  Regan,  Goneril  I 
Your  old  kind  father,  whose  frank  heart  gave  all,^ 
O  !  that  way  madness  lies  ;  let  me  shun  that ; 
No  more  of  that. 

Kejit.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.   Prithee,  go  in  thyself ;  seek  thine  own  ease  : 
This  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
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On  things  would  hurt  me  more.     But  I  '11  go  in. 
To  the  Fool.  In,  boy  ;  go  first.      You  houseless  po- 
verty,— 
Nay,  get  thee  in.     I  '11  pray,  and  then  I  '11  sleep. 

Fool  goes  in. 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm, 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads  and  unfed  sides, 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness,  defend  you 
From  seasons  such  as  these  ?  O  !  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this.     Take  physic,  pomp  ; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel. 
That  thou  may'st  shake  the  superflux  to  them, 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just. 

Edg.  Within.  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half! 
Poor  Tom  !  The  Fool  runs  out  from  the  hovel. 

Fool.  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle ;  here  's  a  spirit. 
Help  me  !  help  me  ! 

Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand.     ^Yho  's  there  ? 

FooL  A  spirit,  a  spirit :  he  says  his  name 's  poor 
Tom. 

Kent.  What  art  thou  that  dost  grumble  there  i'  the 
straw  ? 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Edgar  disguised  as  a  madman. 

Edg.  Away  !  the  foul  fiend  follows  me  !  Through 
the  sharp  hawthorn  blow  the  winds.  Hum  !  go  to  thy 
bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didst  thou  give  all  to  thy  two  daughters? 
And  art  thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom  the 
foul  fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  flame, 
through  ford  and  whirlpool,  o'er  bog  and  quagmire  ; 
that  hath  laid  knives  under  his:pillow,  and  halters  in 
his  pew  ;  set  ratsbane  by   his   porridge  ;    made  him 
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proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting-horse  over 
four-inched  bridges,  to  course  his  own  shadow  for  a 
traitor.  Bless  thy  five  Avits  !  Tom  's  a-cold.  O  !  do 
de,  do  de,  do  de.  Bless  thee  from  whirlwinds,  star- 
blasting,  and  taking  !  Do  poor  Tom  some  charity, 
whom  the  foul  fiend  vexes.  There  could  I  have  him 
now,  and  there,  and  there,  and  there  again,  and  there. 

Stonn  still. 

Lear.  What !   have  his  daughters  brought  him  to 
this  pass  ? 
Could'st  thou  save  nothing  ?  Didst  thou  give  them  all  ? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we  had  been 
all  shamed. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults  light  on  thy  daughters  ! 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  sir. 

Lear.  Death,  traitor  !  nothing  could  have  subdued 
nature 
To  such  a  lowness  but  his  unkind  daughters. 
Is  it  the  fashion  that  discarded  fathers 
vShould  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh? 
Judicious  punishment  !  'twas  this  flesh  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  sat  on  Pillicock-hill : 
Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo ! 

Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools  and 
madmen. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'  the  foul  fiend.  Obey  thy  parents ; 
keep  thy  word  justly  ;  swear  not ;  commit  not  with 
man's  sworn  spouse  ;  set  not  thy  sweet  heart  on  proud 
array.     Tom  's  a-cold. 

Lear.  What  hast  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A  servingman,  proud  in  heart  and  mind  ;  that 
curled  my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  served  the  lust 
of  my  mistress'  heart,  and  did  the  act  of  darkness  with 
her  ;  swore  as  many  oaths  as  I  spake  words,  and  broke 
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them  in  the  sweet  face  of  heaven  ;  one  that  slept  in 
the  contriving  of  hist,  and  waked  to  do  it.  Wine 
loved  I  deeply,  dice  dearly,  and  in  woman  out- 
paramoured  the  Turk  :  false  of  heart,  light  of  ear, 
bloody  of  hand;  hog  in  sloth,  fox  in  stealth,  wolf  in 
greediness,  dog  in  madness,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the 
creaking  of  shoes  nor  the  rustling  of  silks  betray  thy 
poor  heart  to  woman  :  keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels, 
thy  hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lenders'  books, 
and  defy  the  foul  fiend.  Still  through  the  hawthorn 
blows  the  cold  wind  ;  says  suum,  mun,  ha  no  nonny. 
Dolphin  my  boy,  my  boy  ;  sessa  !  let  him  trot  by. 

Storm  still. 

Lear.  Why,  thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave  than  to 
answer  with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extremity  of  the 
skies.  Is  man  no  more  than  this  ?  Consider  him  well. 
Thou  owest  the  wonn  no  silk,  the  beast  no  hide,  the 
sheep  no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha  !  here  's 
three  on  's  are  sophisticated  ;  thou  art  the  thing  itself; 
unaccommodated  man  is  no  more  but  such  a  poor,  bare, 
forked  animal  as  thou  art.  Off,  off,  you  lendings  ! 
Come;  unbutton  here.  Tearing  off  kls  clothes. 

Fool.  Prithee,  nuncle,  be  contented  ;  'tis  a  naughty 
night  to  swim  in.  Now  a  little  fire  in  a  wild  field 
were  like  an  old  lecher's  heart ;  a  small  spark,  all  the 
rest  on 's  body  cold.     Look  !  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Enter  Gloucester,  with  a  torch. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet :  he  begins 
at  curfew,  and  walks  till  the  first  cock ;  he  gives  the 
web  and  the  pin,  squints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hare- 
lip ;  mildews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor 
creature  of  earth. 

Swithold  footed  thrice  the  wold ; 

He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine-fold t 
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Bid  her  alight, 
And  her  troth  plight ^ 
And  aroint  thee,  rcitch,  aroint  thee  ^. 

Kent.  How  fares  your  grace  ? 

Lear.  What 's  he  ? 

Kent.  Who 's  there  ?  What  is  't  you  seek  ? 

Glou.  What  are  you  there  ?   Your  names  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom  ;  that  eats  the  swimming  frog,  the 
toad,  the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and  the  water ;  that 
in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats 
cow-dung  for  sallets ;  swallows  the  old  rat  and  the 
ditch-dog ;  drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the  standing 
pool ;  who  is  whipped  from  tithing  to  tithing,  and 
stocked,  punished,  and  imprisoned ;  who  hath  had  three 
suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  to  his  body. 

Horse  to  ?'ide,  and  weapon  to  zvear. 
But  mice  and  rats  and  such  small  deer, 
Have  been  Totn^  s  food  for  seven  long  year. 

Beware  my  follower.     Peace,   Smulkin  I   peace,  thou 
fiend  ! 

Glou.  What  I  hath  your  grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg.  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  gentleman  ;  Modo 
he's  call'd,  and  Mahu. 

Gloti.  Our  flesh  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown  so  vile, 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom 's  a-cold. 

Glou.  Go  in  with  me.     My  duty  cannot  suffer 
To  obey  in  all  your  daughters'  hard  commands  '. 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you, 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  seek  you  out 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready* 

Lear.  First  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher. 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder  ? 
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JiTenf.  Good  my  lord,  take  his  offer ;  go  into  the  house. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  learned  Theban, 
What  is  your  study  ? 

£dg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin. 

Zear.  Let  me  ask  you  one  woi"d  in  private. 

JiTent  Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my  lord  ; 
His  wits  begin  to  unsettle. 

G/ou.  Canst  thou  blame  him  ? 

Storm  still. 
His  daughters  seek  his  death.     Ah  !  that  good  Kent ; 
He  said  it  would  be  thus,  poor  banish'd  man  ! 
Thou  say'st  the  king  grows  mad  ;  I  '11  tell  thee,  friend, 
I  am  almost  mad  myself.     I  had  a  son, 
Now  outlaw'd  from  my  blood  ;  he  sought  my  life, 
But  lately,  very  late  ;  I  lov'd  him,  friend. 
No  father  his  son  dearer  ;  true  to  tell  thee, 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.     What  a  night 's  this  ! 
I  do  beseech  your  grace,  — 

Lear.  O  !  cry  you  mercy   sir. 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tom 's  a-cold. 

Glou.  In,  fellow,  there,  into  the  hovel :  keep  thee  warm. 

Lear.  Come,  let 's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  lord. 

Lear.  With  him  ; 

I  will  keep  still  with  my  philosopher. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  soothe  him  ;  let  him  take  the 
fellow. 

Glou.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on  ;  go  along  with  us 

Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 

Glou.  No  words,  no  words  :  hush. 

Edg.   Child  Rowlattd  to  the  dark  tower  came. 
His  word  was  still.  Fie,  foh,  and f urn, 

I  smell  the  blood  of  a  British  man.       Exeunt. 
X.  T 
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SCENE  W.—A  Room  in  Gloucester's  Castle, 
Enter  Cornivall  and  Edmund. 

Corn.  I  will  have  my  revenge  ere  I  depart  his  house. 

Edni.  How,  my  lord,  I  may  be  censured,  that  nature 
thus  gives  way  to  loyalty,  something  fears  me  to  think 
of. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive  it  was  not  altogether  your 
brother's  evil  disposition  made  him  seek  his  death  ;  but 
a  provoking  merit,  set  a-work  by  a  reproveable  bad- 
ness in  himself. 

Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  must  re- 
pent to  be  just  !  This  is  the  letter  which  he  spoke  of, 
which  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages 
of  France.  O  heavens  !  that  this  treason  were  not,  or 
not  I  the  detector  ! 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  duchess. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you  have 
mighty  business  in  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  false,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of 
Gloucester.  Seek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may 
be  ready  for  our  apprehension. 

Edm.  Aside.  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  king,  it 
will  stuff  his  suspicion  more  fully.  I  will  persever  in 
my  course  of  loyalty,  though  the  conflict  be  sore  between 
that  and  my  blood. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  trust  upon  thee  ;  and  thou  shalt  find 
a  dearer  father  in  my  love.  Exewit, 
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SCENE  VI. — A  Chamber  in  a  FarmJiotise  adjoining 
the  Castle. 

Enter  Gloucester^  Lear,  Kent,  Fool,  and  Edgar. 

Glou.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air;  take  it 
thankfully.  I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what 
addition  I  can  :  I  will  not  be  long  from  you. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  have  given  way  to 
his  impatience.     The  gods  reward  your  kindness  ! 

Exit  Gloucester. 

Edg.  Frateretto  calls  me,  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an 
angler  in  the  lake  of  darkness.  Pray,  innocent,  and 
beware  the  foul  fiend. 

Fool.  Prithee,  nimcle,  tell  me  whether  a  madman 
be  a  gentleman  or  a  yeoman  ? 

Lear.  A  king,  a  king  ! 

Fool.  No ;  he  's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to 
his  son  ;  for  he 's  a  mad  yeoman  that  sees  his  son  a 
gentleman  before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thousand  with  red  burning  spits 
Come  hissing  in  upon  'em, — 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

Fool.  He  's  mad  that  trusts  in  the  tameness  of  a 
wolf,  a  horse's  health,  a  boy's  love,  or  a  whore's  oath. 

Lear.  It  shall  be  done  ;  I  will  arraign  them  straight. 
To  Edgar.  Come,  sit  thou  here,  most  learned  justicer ; 
To  the  Fool.  Thou,  sapient  sir,  sit  here.     Now,  you 
she  foxes ! 

Edg.  Look  where  he  stands  and  glares  !  Wantest 
thou  eyes  at  trial,  madam  ? 

Come  o'er  the  boiirti,  Bessy,  to  me, — 
Fool.  Ller  boat  hath  a  leak. 

And  she  must  not  speak 
Why  she  dares  not  come  over  to  thee. 
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^V^''.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice 
of  a  nightingale.  Hopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for 
two  white  herring.  Croak  not,  black  angel ;  I  have 
no  food  for  thee. 

A'enL  How  do  you,  sir  ?  Stand  you  not  so  amaz'd  : 
Will  you  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions  ? 

Lear.  I  '11  see  their  trial  first.    Bring  in  their  evidence. 
To  Edgar.  Thou  robed  man  of  justice,  take  thy  place ; 
To  the  Fool.   And  thou,  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity, 
Bench  by  his  side.     To  Kent.    You  are  o'  the  com- 
mission, 
Sit  you  too. 

Edg,  Let  us  deal  justly. 

Steepest  or  ivakest  thou,  jolly  shepherd? 

Thy  sheep  be  in  the  corn  ; 
And  for  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  mouth. 

Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  harm. 

Purr  !  the  cat  is  grey. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  first ;  'tis  Goneril.  I  here  take 
my  oath  before  this  honourable  assembly,  she  kicked 
the  poor  king  her  father. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  mistress.    Is  your  name  Goneril  ? 

Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 

Fool.  Ciy  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint-stool. 

Lear.  And  here  's  another,  whose  warp'd  looks  pro- 
claim 
What  store  her  heart  is  made  on.     Stop  her  there  ! 
Arms,  arms,  sword,  fire  !    Corruption  in  the  place  ! 
False  justicer,  why  hast  thou  let  her  'scape  ? 

Edg.  Bless  thy  five  wits  ! 

Kent.  O  pity  !  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now 
That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retain  ? 

Edg.  Aside.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  so  much, 
They  '11  mar  my  counterfeiting. 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all. 
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Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweetheart,  see,  they  bark  at  me. 
Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them.     Avaunt. 
you  curs ! 

Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white, 
Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite  ; 
Mastiff,  greyhound,  mongrel  grim, 
Hound  or  spaniel,  brach  or  lym  ; 
Or  bobtail  tike  or  trundle-tail  ; 
Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail : 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head. 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do  de,  de,  de.     Sessa  !    Come,  march  to  wakes  and 
fairs  and  market-towns.     Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 
Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan,  see  what 
breeds  about  her  heart.     Is  there  any  cause  in  nature 
that  makes  these  hard  hearts?    To  Edgar.  You,  sir, 
I  entertain  for  one  of  my  hundred ;   only  I  do  not 
like  the  fashion  of  your  garments  :  you  will  say  they 
are  Persian  attire  ;  but  let  them  be  changed. 

Kent.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here  and  rest  awhile. 
Lear.  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise  ;   draw  the 
curtains  :  so,  so,  so.     We  '11  go  to  supper  i'  the  morn- 
ing :  so,  so,  so. 

Fool.  And  I  '11  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re- enter  Gloucester, 

Gloii.  Come  hither,  friend  :  where  is  the  king  my 
master  ? 

ICettt.  Here,  sir ;  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are 
gone. 

Glou.  Good  friend,  I  prithee,  take  him  in  thy  arms  ; 
I  have  o'erheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him. 
There  is  a  litter  ready  ;  lay  him  in  't, 
And  drive  toward  Dover,  friend,  where  thou  shalt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.     Take  up  thy  master : 
If  thou  should'st  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life, 
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With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  assured  loss.     Take  up,  take  up  ; 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  some  provision 
Gire  thee  quick  conduct. 

ICejit.  Oppress'd  nature  sleeps  : 

This  rest  might  yet  have  balm'd  thy  broken  sinews, 
Which,  if  convenience  will  not  allow. 
Stand  in  hard  cure.    To  the  Fool.  Come,  help  to  bear 

thy  master ; 
Thou  must  not  stay  behind. 

Glou.  Come,  come,  away. 

Exeunt  Kent,  Gloucester,  and  the  Fool, 
bearing  off  the  King. 

Edg.  When  we  our  betters  see  bearing  our  woes, 
We  scarcely  think  our  miseries  our  foes. 
Who  alone  suffers  suffers  most  i'  the  mind, 
Leaving  free  things  and  happy  shows  behind  ; 
But  then  the  mind  much  sufferance  doth  o'erskip, 
Whon  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship. 
How  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now. 
When  that  which  makes  me  bend  makes  the  king  bow  ; 
He  childed  as  I  father'd  !    Tom,  away  ! 
Mark  the  high  noises,  and  thyself  bewray 
When  false  opinion,  whose  wrong  thought  defiles  thee, 
In  thy  just  proof  repeals  and  reconciles  thee. 
What  will  hap  more  to-night,  safe  'scape  the  king  ! 
Lurk,  lurk.  Exit. 

SCENE  Vn.— ^  Room  in  Gloucester's  Castle. 

Enter  Corxwall,  Fegan,  Goneril,  Edmund, 
and  Servants. 

Corn.  To  Goneril.  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your 
husband ;  show  him  this  letter  :  the  army  of  France  is 
landed.     Seek  out  the  villain  Gloucester. 

Exeunt  so  vie  of  the  Servants, 


Scene  vn  KING  LEAR  71 

Reg.  Hang  him  instantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  displeasure.  Edmund,  keep 
you  our  sister  company  :  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to 
take  upon  your  traitorous  father  are  not  fit  for  your  be- 
holding. Advise  the  duke,  where  you  are  going,  to  a 
most  festinate  preparation  :  we  are  bound  to  the  like. 
Our  posts  shall  be  swift  and  intelligent  betwixt  us. 
Farewell,  dear  sister;  farewell,  my  Lord  of  Gloucester. 

Enter  Oswald. 

How  now  !  where 's  the  king  ? 

Os70.  MyLordof  Gloucesterhathconvey'dhimhence : 
Some  five  or  six  and  thirty  of  his  knights. 
Hot  questrists  after  him,  met  him  at  gate ; 
Who,  with  some  other  of  the  lord's  dependants, 
Are  gone  with  him  towards  Dover,  where  they  boast 
To  have  well-anned  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horses  for  your  mistress. 

Gon.  Farewell,  sweet  lord,  and  sister. 
Corn.  Edmund,  farewell. 

Exeunt  Goxeril,  Edmund,  and  Oswald. 
Go  seek  the  traitor  Gloucester, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us.  . 

Exeunt  other  Servants. 
Though  well  we  may  not  pass  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  justice,  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  courtesy  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame   but  not  control.      Who 's  there  ?     The 
traitor  ? 

Re-enter  Servants,  with  GLOUCESTER, 

Reg.   Ingrateful  fox  !  'tis  he. 
Corn.  Bind  fast  his  corky  arms. 
Gloti.  What  mean  your  graces  ?    Good  my  friends, 
consider 
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You  are  my  guests  :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friend?. 

Corn.   Bind  him,  I  say.  So-vants  bind  hitn. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard.     O  filthy  traitor  ! 

Glou,  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are,  I  'm  none. 

Corn.  To  this  chair  bind  him.     Villain,  thou  shalt 
find —  Regan  plucks  his  beard. 

Glou.   By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  most  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

Reg.   So  white,  and  such  a  traitor  ! 

Glou.  Naughty  lady, 

These  hairs,  which  thou  dost  ravish  from  my  chin, 
Will  quicken,  and  accuse  thee  :  I  am  your  host : 
With  robbers'  hands  my  hospitable  favours 
You  should  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do  ? 

Corn.  Come,    sir,   what  letters  had  you  late  from 
France  ? 

Reg.  Be  simple-answer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn.    And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the 
traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg.  To  whose  hands  have  you  sent  the  lunatic  king? 
Speak. 

Glou.  I  have  a  letter  guessingly  set  down, 
Which  came  from  one  that 's  of  a  neutral  heart, 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Cor7i.  Cunning. 

Reg.  And  false. 

Corn.   Where  hast  thou  sent  the  king? 

Glou.  ^  To  Dover. 

Reg.  WHierefore  to  Dover?     Wast  thou  not  charg'd 
at  peril — 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ?     Let  him  answer  that. 

Glou.   I  am  tied  to  the  stake,  and  I  must  stand  the 
course. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 

Glou.  Because  I  would  not  see  thy  cruel  nails 
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Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes  ;  nor  thy  fierce  sister 

In  his  anointed  flesh  stick  boarish  fangs. 

The  sea,  with  such  a  storm  as  his  bare  head 

In  hell-black  night  endur'd,  would  have  buoy'd  up, 

And  quench'd  the  stelled  fires  ; 

Yet,  poor  old  heart,  he  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 

If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  stern  time, 

Thou  should'st  have  said  'Good  porter,  turn  the  key. 

All  ci-uels  else  subscribe ' :  but  I  shall  see 

The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children. 

Corn.  See  't  shalt  thou  never.     Fellows,  hold  th2 
chair. 
Upon  these  eyes  of  thine  I  '11  set  my  foot. 

Glou.   He  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old, 
Give  me  some  help  !  O  cruel  !  O  ye  gods  ! 

Reg.   One  side  will  mock  another  ;  the  other  too. 

Corn.  If  you  see  vengeance, — 

First  Sej-v.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord. 

I  have  serv'd  you  ever  since  I  was  a  child, 
But  better  service  have  I  never  done  you 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dog  I 

First  Serv.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin 
I  'd  shake  it  on  this  quarrel.     What  do  you  mean? 

Co}-n.  My  villain  !  They  draw  a7id fight. 

First  Serv.  Nay  then,  come  on,  and  take  the  chance 
of  anger. 

Reg.  Give  me  thy  sword.  A  peasant  stand  up  thus  ! 
Takes  a  s'cvord  and  runs  at  him  behind. 

First  Se)'v.  O  !  I  am  slain.    My  lord,  you  have  one 
eye  left 
To  see  some  mischief  on  him.     O  !  Dies. 

Corn.  Lest  it  see  more,  ]5revent  it.    Out,  vile  jelly  ! 
Where  is  thy  lustre  now  ? 

Glou.  All  dark  and  comfortless.     Where 's  my  son 
Edmund  ? 
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Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  act. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain  ! 

Thou  call'st  on  him  that  hates  thee  ;  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treasons  to  us, 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glou.  O  my  follies  !   Then  Edgar  was  abus'd. 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  prosper  him  ! 

Reg.  Go  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  smell 
His  way  to  Dover.  Exit  one  zoith  Gloucester. 

How  is 't,  my  lord  ?   How  look  you  ? 

Corn.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt.     Follow  me,  lady. 
Turn  out  that  eyeless  villain  ;  throw  this  slave 
Upon  the  dunghill.     Regan,  I  bleed  apace  : 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt.     Give  me  your  arm. 

Exit  CORXiFALL,  led  by  Rega^. 

Second  Sei-v.  I  'II  never  care  what  wickedness  I  do 
If  this  man  come  to  good. 

Third  Serv.  If  she  live  long, 

And  in  the  end  meet  the  old  course  of  death, 
Women  will  all  turn  monsters. 

Second  Serv.   Let 's  follow  the  old  earl,  and  get  the 
Bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would :  his  roguish  madness 
Allows  itself  to  any  thing. 

Third  Serv.    Go  thou  ;   I  '11  fetch  some  flax  and 
whites  of  eggs 
To  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.  Now,  heaven  help  him ! 

Exeunt  severally. 
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ACT   IV 

SCENE  I.—T/ie  Heath. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Yet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
Than  still  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.     To  be  worst, 
The  lowest  and  most  dejected  thing  of  fortune, 
Stands  still  in  esperance,  lives  not  in  fear  : 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  best  ; 
The  worst  returns  to  laughter.     Welcome,  then, 
Thou  unsubstantial  air  that  I  embrace : 
The  wretch  that  thou  hast  blown  unto  the  worst 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blasts.     But  who  comes  here  ? 

Ente7-  Gloucester,  led  by  an  old  Man. 

My  father,  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  O  world  ! 
But  that  thy  strange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  A/an.  O  my  good  lord  ! 

I  have  been  your  tenant,  and  your  father's  tenant. 
These  fourscore  years. 

GloH.  Away,  get  thee  away ;  good  friend,  be  gone  : 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all ; 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  see  your  way. 

Glou.   I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes ; 
I  stumbled  when  I  saw.     Full  oft  'tis  seen. 
Our  means  secure  us,  and  our  mere  defects 
Prove  our  commodities.     Ah  !  dear  son  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abused  father's  wrath ; 
Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  touch, 
I  'd  say  I  had  eyes  again. 

Old  Man.  How  now !   Who  's  there? 
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Ecfg.  Aside.   O  gods  !    Who  is  't  can  say  '  I  am  at 
the  worst '  ? 
I  am  worse  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg.  Aside.  And  worse  I  may  be  yet ;  the  worst 
is  not 
So  long  as  we  can  say  *  This  is  the  worst. ' 

Old  Man.   Fellow,  where  goest  ? 

GloH.  Is  it  a  beggar -man  ? 

Old  Man.  Madman  and  beggar  too. 

Glon.  He  has  some  reason,  else  he  could  not  beg. 
r  the  last  night's  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw. 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm  :  my  son 
Came  then  into  my  mind  ;  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  scarce  friends  with  him  :  I  have  heard  more 

since. 
As  files  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods  ; 
They  kill  us  for  their  sport. 

Edg.  Aside.  Kow  should  this  be  ? 

Bad  is  the  trade  that  must  play  fool  to  sorrow, 
Angering  itself  and  others.     Bless  thee,  master  ! 

Gloic.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Gloii,  Then,  prithee,  get  thee  gone.  If,  for  my  sake, 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  twain, 
r  the  way  toward  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love  ; 
And  bring  some  covering  for  this  naked  soul, 
Who  I  '11  entreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Matt.  Alack,  sir  !  he  is  mad. 

Gloti.  'Tis  the  times'  plague,  when  madmen  lead 
the  blind. 
Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleasure  j 
Above  the  rest,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I  '11  bring  him  the  best  'pare!  that  I  have, 
Come  on 't  what  will.  Exit. 

Glou.   Sirrah,  naked  fellow, — • 
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Edg.  Poor  Tom 's  a-cold.    Aside.    I  cannot  daub  it 
further. 

Glou.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  Aside.  And  yet  I  must.    Bless  thy  sweet  eyes, 
they  bleed. 

Glou.  Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse-way  and  foot-path. 
Poor  Tom  hath  been  scared  out  of  his  good  wits  :  bless 
thee,  good  man's  son,  from  the  foul  fiend  !  Five  fiends 
have  been  in  poor  Tom  at  once  ;  of  lust,  as  Obidicut  ; 
Hobbididance,  prince  of  dumbness  ;  Mahu,  of  stealing ; 
Modo,  of  murder ;  Flibbertigibbet,  of  mopping  and 
mowing;  who  since  possesses  chambermaids  and 
waiting-women.     So,  bless  thee,  master  ! 

Glou.  Here,  take  this  purse,  thou  whom  the  heavens' 
plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  strokes  :  that  I  am  wretched 
Makes  thee  the  happier  :  heavens,  deal  so  still ! 
Let  the  superfluous  and  lust-dieted  man. 
That  slaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  see 
Because  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly  ; 
So  distribution  should  undo  excess. 
And  each  man  have  enough.   Dost  thou  know  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  master. 

Glou.  There  is  a  cliff,  whose  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  deep  ; 
Bring  me  but  to  the  veiy  brim  of  it. 
And  I  '11  repair  the  misery  thou  dost  bear 
With  something  rich  about  me  ;  from  that  place 
I  shall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm  : 

Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee.  Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II.— Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  Palace. 
Enter  GoxERiL  ajid  Edmund. 

Gon.  Welcome,  my  lord ;  I  marvel  our  mild  husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Oswald. 

Now,  where  's  your  master  ? 

Osw.  Madam,  within  ;  but  never  man  so  chang'd 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  ; 
He  smil'd  at  it :  I  told  him  you  were  coming  ; 
His     answer    was    '  The    worse '  :    of    Gloucester's 

treacher}', 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  his  son, 
When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  sot, 
And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  side  out  : 
What  most  he  should  dislike  seems  pleasant  to  him  ; 
What  like,  offensive. 

Gon.  To  Edmund.  Then  shall  you  go  no  further. 
It  is  the  cowish  terror  of  his  spirit 
That  dares  not  undertake  ;  he  '11  not  feel  wrongs 
Which  tie  him  to  an  answer.     Our  wishes  on  the  way 
May  prove  effects.     Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother ; 
Hasten  his  musters  and  conduct  his  powers  : 
I  must  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  distaff 
Into  my  husband's  hands.     This  trusty  servant 
Shall  pass  between  us  ;  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear, 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  mistress's  command.     Wear  this  ;  spare  speech  ; 

Giving  a  favour. 
Decline  your  head  :  this  kiss,  if  it  durst  speak, 
Would  stretch  thy  spirits  up  into  the  air. 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Gon.  My  most  dear  Gloucester  ! 

Exit  Edmund. 
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O  I  the  difference  of  man  and  man. 
To  thee  a  woman's  services  are  due  : 
My  fool  usurps  my  body. 

Osw,  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

Exit. 

Enter  Albany. 

Gon.   I  have  been  worth  the  whistle. 

Alb.  O  Goneril ! 

You  are  not  worth  the  dust  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face.     I  fear  your  disposition  : 
That  nature,  which  contemns  it  origin, 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  itself; 
She  that  herself  will  sliver  and  disbranch 
From  her  material  sap,  perforce  must  wither 
And  come  to  deadly  use. 

Gon.  No  more  ;  the  text  is  foolish. 

Alb.  Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  vile  seem  vile ; 
Filths  savour  but  themselves.     What  have  you  done  ? 
Tigers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man. 
Whose  reverence  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would  lick, 
Most  barbarous,  most  degenerate  !  have  you  madded. 
Could  my  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  it  ? 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  benefited  ! 
If  that  the  heavens  do  not  their  visible  spirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  vile  offences, 
It  will  come, 

Humanity  must  perforce  prey  on  itself, 
Like  monsters  of  the  deeo. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man  ! 

That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs ; 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from  thy  suffering  ;  that  not  know'st 
Fools  do  those  villains  pity  who  are  punish 'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief.    Where 's  thy  drum? 
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France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless  land, 
With  plumed  helm  thy  slayer  begins  threats, 
Whiles  thou,  a  moral  fool,  sitt'st  still,  and  criest 
'  Alack  !  why  does  he  so  ? ' 

Alb.  See  thyself,  devil  ! 

Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  ^Yoman. 

Gon.  O  vain  fool  ! 

Alb.  Thou  changed  and  self-cover'd  thing,  for  shame, 
Be-monster  not  thy  feature.     Were  't  my  fitness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  blood. 
They  are  apt  enough  to  dislocate  and  tear 
Thy  flesh  and  bones  ;  howe'er  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A  woman's  shape  doth  shield  thee. 

Con.  Marry,  your  manhood  now— - 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alb.   What  news  ? 

Mess.   O  !  my  good  lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwall's 
dead  ; 
Slain  by  his  servant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Gloucester. 

Alb.  Gloucester's  eyes  I 

Mess.  A  servant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with  remorse, 
Oppos'd  against  the  act,  bending  his  sword 
To  his  great  master  ;  who,  thereat  enrag'd, 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongst  them  fell'd  him  dead  ; 
But  not  without  that  harmful  stroke,  which  since 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  shows  you  are  above, 

You  justicers,  that  these  our  nether  crimes 
So  speedily  can  venge  !    But,  O  poor  Gloucester  ! 
Lost  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Mess.  Both,  both,  my  lord. 

This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  speedy  answer ; 
'Tis  from  your  sister. 
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Gon.  Aside.  One  way  I  like  this  well ; 

But  being  widow,  and  my  Gloucester  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life  :  another  way, 
The  news  is  not  so  tart.     I  '11  read,  and  answer. 

Exif. 

Alb.    Where  was  his  son  when  they  did  take  his 
eyes? 

Mess.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 

Alb.  He  is  not  here. 

Mess.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickedness  ? 

Mess.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  'twas  he  inform'd  against 
him, 
And  quit  the  house  on  purpose  that  their  punishment 
Might  have  the  freer  course. 

Alb.  Gloucester,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  show'dst  the  king, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes.  Come  hither,  friend  : 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  k  no  west.  Exeunt, 


SCENE  \\\.  —  Thc  French  Camp  near  Dover. 
Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kent.  Why  the  King  of  France  is  so  suddenly  gone 
back  know  you  the  reason  ? 

Gent.  Something  he  left  imperfect  in  the  state, 
which  since  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of ;  which  im- 
ports to  the  kingdom  so  much  fear  and  danger  that 
his  personal  return  was  most  required  and  necessary. 

Kent.  Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  general  ? 

Gent.  The  Marshal  of  France,  Monsieur  la  Far. 

Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queen  to  any 
demonstration  of  grief? 

X.  U 
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Gent.  Ay,   sir ;   she  took  them,  read  them  in  my 
presence  ; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 
Her  delicate  cheek  ;  it  seem'd  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion  ;  who,  most  rebel-like. 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O  I  then  it  mov'd  lier. 

Gent.  Not  to  a  rage  ;  patience  and  sorrow  strove 
Who  should  express  her  goodliest.     You  have  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once  ;  her  smiles  and  tears 
Were  like  a  better  way  ;  those  happy  smilets 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip  seem'd  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes  ;  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd.     In  brief, 
Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  most  belov'd, 
If  all  could  so  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  she  no  verbal  question? 

Gent.  Faith,  once  or  twice  she  heavVl  the  name  of 
'father' 
Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  press'd  her  heart ; 
Cried  '  Sisters  !  sisters  !    Shame  of  ladies  !  sisters  ! 
Kent  !    father  !  sisters  I    What  !    i'  the  storm  ?  i'  the 

night  ? 
Let  pity  not  be  believed  ! '    There  she  shook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heavenly  eyes. 
And  clamour-moisten'd,  then  away  she  started 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 
■    Kent.  It  is  the  stars, 

The  stars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions  ; 
Else  one  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  issues.     You  spoke  not  with  her  since  ? 

Gent.  No. 

Kent.   Was  this  before  the  king  return'd  ? 

Gent.  No,  since. 

Kent.   Well,  sir,  the  poor  distressed  Lear  's  i'  the 
town  : 
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Who  sometime,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  see  his  daughter. 

Gent.  ^Vhy,  good  sir  ? 

Kent.   A  sovereign  shame  so  elbows  him  :  his  own 
unkindness. 
That  stripp'd  her  from  his  benediction,  turn'd  her 
To  foreign  casualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters,  these  things  sting 
His  mind  so  venomously  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack  !  poor  gentleman. 

Kent.  Of  Albany's  and  Cornwall's  powers  you  heard 
not? 

Gent.  'Tis  so,  they  are  afoot. 

Kent.  Well,  sir,  I  '11  bring  you  to  our  master  Lear, 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him.     Some  dear  cause 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile  ; 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  shall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.     I  pray  you,  go 
Along  with  me.  Exeunt, 


SCENE    l\L—'J7ie  Same.     A  Tent. 

Enter,  with  drum  and  coloias,  CORDELIA,  Doctor, 
and  Soldiers, 

Cor.  Alack  !  'tis  he  :  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  sea  ;  singing  aloud  ; 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumiter  and  furrow-weeds, 
With  burdocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  corn.     A  century  send  forth ; 
Search  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  field, 
And  b-ing  him  to  our  eye.  Exit  an  Officer. 
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AVhat  can  man's  wisdom 
In  the  restoring  his  bereaved  sense  ? 
He  that  helps  him  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Doct.  There  is  means,  madam  ; 
Our  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  repose, 
The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Are  many  simples  operative,  whose  power 
Will  close  the  eye  of  anguish. 

Co7\  All  bless'd  secrets, 

All  you  unpublish'd  virtues  of  the  earth. 
Spring  with  my  tears  !  be  aidant  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  distress  !  Seek,  seek  for  him, 
Lest  his  ungovern'd  rage  dissolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Afess.  News,  madam ; 

The  British  powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor,  'Tis  known  before  ;  our  preparation  stands 
In  expectation  of  them.     O  dear  father  ! 
It  is  thy  business  that  I  go  about ; 
Therefore  great  France 

My  mourning  and  important  tears  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite. 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  aged  father's  right. 
Soon  may  I  hear  and  see  him  1  Exeunt, 


SCENE  V. — A  Room  in  Gloucester's  Castle, 

Enter  Regan  and  Oswald. 

Reg.  But  are  my  brother's  powers  set  forth  ? 
Osiv.  Ay,  madam. 

Reg.  Himself  in  person  there  ? 
Osw.  Madam,  with  much  ado  : 

Vour  sister  is  the  better  soldier. 
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Keg.    Lord  Edmund  spake  not  with  yoiiv  lord  at 
home? 

Osiv.  No,  madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  sister's  letter  to  him  ? 

Os7i'.   I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg.  Faith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Gloucester's  eyes  being  out, 
To  let  him  live  ;  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  hearts  against  us.     Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone, 
In  pity  of  his  misery,  to  dispatch 
His  nighted  life  ;  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  o'  the  enemy. 

Osiv.  I  must  needs  after  him,  madam,  with  my  letter. 

Reg.  Our  troops  set  forth  to-morrow  ;  stay  with  us. 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Os7v.  I  may  not,  madam  ; 

My  lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  business. 

Reg.  Why  should  she  write  to  Edmund  ?  Might  not 
you 
Transport  her  purposes  by  word  ?  Belike, 
Something — I  know  not  what.     I  '11  love  thee  much, 
Let  me  unseal  the  letter. 

Osw.  Madam,  I  had  rather— 

Reg.  I  know  your  lady  does  not  love  her  husband  ; 
I  am  sure  of  that  :  and  at  her  late  being  here 
She  gave  strange  ceilliades  and  most  speaking  looks 
To  noble  Edmund.     I  know  you  are  of  her  bosom. 

Os7ii.  I,  madam  ! 

Reg.  I  speak  in  understanding  ;  you  are,  I  know  't  r 
Therefore  I  do  advise  you,  take  this  note  : 
My  lord  is  dead  ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talTc'd, 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  lady's.     You  may  gather  more. 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you  give  him  this, 
And  when  your  mistress  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray  desire  her  call  her  wisdom  to  her  : 
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vSo,  fare  you  well. 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  bluid  traitor, 

Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

OsuK  Would  I  could  meet  him,  madam  :  I  would 
show 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg^.  Fare  thee  well.       Exeunt. 


SCENE    VI. — The  Country  neaj-  Dover. 
Enter  Gloucester,  and  Edgar  dressed  like  a  peasant. 

Clou,  When  shall  we  come  to  the  top  of  that  same 
hill  ? 

Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now  ;  look  how  we  labour. 

Glou.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even. 

Edg.  Horrible  steej^ : 

Hark  !  do  you  hear  the  sea  ? 

Glou.  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why,  then  your  other  senses  grow  imperfect 
By  your  eyes'  anguish. 

Glou.  So  may  it  be,  indeed. 

Methinks  thy  voice  is  alter'd,  and  thou  speak'st 
In  better  phrase  and  matter  than  thou  didst. 

Edg.  You  're  much  deceiv'd ;  in  nothing  am  I  chang'd 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glou.  Methinks  you  're  better  spoken. 

Edg.  Come  on,  sir;  here's  the  place:  stand  still. 
How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low  ! 
The  crows  and  choughs  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Show  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles  ;  half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire,  dreadful  trade  ! 
Methinks  he  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  fishermen  that  walk  upon  the  beach 
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Appear  like  mice,  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark 
Diminish 'd  to  her  cock,  her  cock  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight.     The  murmuring  surge, 
That  on  the  unnumber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high.     I  'II  look  no  more, 
Lest  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glou.  Set  me  where  you  stand, 

Edg.   Give  me  your  hand  ;  you  are  now  within  a  foot 
Of  the  extreme  verge  :  for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  upriglit. 

Glou.  Let  go  my  hand. 

Here,  friend,  's  another  purse  ;  in  it  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking  :  fairies  and  gods 
Prosper  it  with  thee  !    Go  thou  further  off ; 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg,  Now  fare  you  well,  good  sir. 

Glou.  With  all  my  heart. 

Edg.  Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  despair 
Is  done  to  cure  it. 

Glou.  O  you  mighty  gods  ! 

This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  sights 
Shake  patiently  my  great  aflHiction  off ; 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  opposeless  wills, 
My  snuff  and  loathed  part  of  nature  should 
Burn  itself  out.     If  Edgar  live,  0,  bless  him  I 
Now,  fellow,  fare  thee  well. 

Edg.  Gone,  sir  :  farewell. 

He  falls  forivard. 
And  yet  I  know^  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life  when  life  itself 
Yields  to  the  theft ;  had  he  been  where  he  thought 
By  this  had  thought  been  past.     Alive  or  dead  ? 
Ho,  you  sir  !  friend  !    Hear  you,  sir  ?  speak  ! 
Thus  might  he  pass  indeed  ;  yet  he  revives. 
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What  are  you,  sir? 

Gloii.  Away  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Hadst  thou  been  aught  but  gossamer,  feathers, 
air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating. 
Thou  'dst  shiver'd  hke  an  egg  ;  but  thou  dost  breathe, 
Hast  heavy  substance,  bleed'st  not,  speak'st,  art  sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  ahitude 
Which  thou  hast  perpendicularly  fell  : 
Thy  life  's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again. 

Glou.  But  have  I  fallen  or  no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  summit  of  this  chalky  bourn. 
Look  up  a-height  ;  the  shrill-gorg'd  lark  so  far 
Cannot  be  seen  or  heard  :  do  but  look  up. 

Glou.  Alack  !  I  have  no  eyes. 
Is  wretchedness  depriv'd  that  benefit 
To  end  itself  by  death  ?  'Twas  yet  some  comfort, 
When  misery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage. 
And  frustrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm  : 

Up  :  so  ;  how  is 't  ?  Feel  you  your  legs  ?  You  stand. 

Glou.  Too  well,  too  well.' 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  strangeness. 

Upon  the  crown  o'  the  cliff  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glou.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  stood  here  below  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons  ;  he  had  a  thousand  noses, 
Horns  whelk'd  and  wav'd  like  the  enridged  sea  : 
It  was  some  fiend  ;  therefore,  thou  happy  father, 
Think  that  the  clearest  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men's  impossibilities,  have  preserv'd  thee. 

Glou.  I  do  remember  now  ;  henceforth  I  '11  bear 
Affliction  till  it  do  cry  out  itself 

'  Enough,  enough,'  and  die.     That  thing  you  speak  of 
I  took  it  for  a  man  ;  often  'twould  say 
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'  The  fiend,  the  fiend  ' :  he  led  me  to  that  place. 
Edg,  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts.   But  who  comes 
here? 

Enter  Lear^  fantastically  dressed  with  ivild fl(ni.>ers. 

The  safer  sense  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  master  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining ;  I  am 
the  king  himself. 

Edg,  O  thou  side-piercing  sight  ! 

Lear.  Nature  's  above  art  in  that  respect.  There 's 
your  press-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like 
a  crow-keeper  :  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.  Look, 
look  !  a  mouse.  Peace,  peace  !  this  piece  of  toasted 
cheese  will  do  't.  There  's  my  gauntlet ;  I  '11  prove 
it  on  a  giant.  Bring  up  the  brown  bills.  O  !  well 
flown,  bird  ;  i'  the  clout,  i'  the  clout  :  hewgh  !  Give 
the  word. 

Edg.   Sweet  marjoram. 

Lear.  Pass. 

Glou.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha  !  Goneril,  with  a  white  beard  !  They  flat- 
tered me  like  a  dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs  in  my 
beard  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  say  *  ay  '  and 
'  no  '  to  every  thing  I  said  !  *  Ay  '  and  *  no  '  too  was 
no  good  divinity.  When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me 
once  and  the  wind  to  make  me  chatter,  when  the 
thunder  would  not  peace  at  my  bidding,  there  I  found 
'em,  there  I  smelt  'em  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not  men 
o'  their  words  :  they  told  me  I  was  every  thing*-;  'tis  a 
lie,  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glou.  The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember  : 
Is  't  not  the  king? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  king  : 

When  I  do  stare,  see  how  the  subject  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life.     What  was  thy  cause  ? 
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Adultery  ? 

Thou  shalt  not  die  :  die  for  adultery  !  No  : 

The  wren  goes  to  't,  and  the  small  gilded  fly 

Does  lecher  in  my  sight. 

Let  copulation  thrive  ;  for  Gloucester's  bastard  son 

Was  kinder  to  his  father  than  my  daughters 

Got  'tween  the  lawful  sheets. 

To  't,  luxury,  pell-mell  !  for  I  lack  soldiers. 

Behold  yond  simpering  dame, 

Whose  face  between  her  forks  presageth  snow  ; 

That  minces  virtue,  and  does  shake  the  head 

To  hear  of  pleasure's  name  ; 

The  fitchew  nor  the  soiled  horse  goes  to  t 

With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 

Down  from  the  waist  they  are  Centaurs, 

Though  women  all  above  : 

But  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit, 

Beneath  is  all  the  fiend's  : 

There  's  hell,  there  's  darkness,  there 's  the  sulphurous 

pit, 
Burning,  scalding,  stench,  consumption  ;    fie,  fie,  fie  I 
pah,  pah  !  Give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary, 
to  sweeten  my  imagination  :  there 's  money  for  thee. 

Glou.  O  !  let  me  kiss  that  hand. 

Lear.   Let  me  wipe  it  first ;  it  smells  of  mortality. 

Glou.   O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  !     This  great  world 
Shall  so  wear  out  to  nought.     Dost  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough.  Dost 
thou  squiny  at  me  ?  No,  do  thy  worst,  blind  Cupid  ; 
I  '11  not  love.  Read  thou  this  challenge  ;  mark  but 
the  penning  of  it. 

Glou.  Were  all  thy  letters  suns,  I  could  not  see. 

Edg.  Aside.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report ;  it  is, 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear.   Read. 

Glou.  What !  with  the  case  of  eyes  ? 
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Lear.  O,  ho  I  are  you  there  with  me?  No  eyes  in 
your  head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purse  ?  Your  eyes  are 
in  a  heavy  case,  your  purse  in  a  light :  yet  you  see  how 
this  world  goes. 

Glou.  I  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What !  art  mad  ?  A  man  may  see  how  this 
world  goes  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  :  see 
how  yond  justice  rails  upon  yond  simple  thief.  Hark, 
in  thine  ear  :  change  places  ;  and,  handy-dandy,  which 
is  the  justice,  which  is  the  thief?  Thou  hast  seen  a 
farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar  ? 

Gloic.  Ay,  sir. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur  ?     There 
thou  might'st  behold  the  great  image  of  authority  ;  a 
dog  's  obeyed  in  office. 
Thou  rascal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  ! 
Why  dost  thou  lash  that  whore?      Strip  thine  own 

back  ; 
Thou  hotly  lusts  to  use  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.     The  usurer  hangs  the 

cozener. 
Through  tatter'd  clothes  small  vices  do  appear  ; 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.    Plate  sin  with  gold, 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks  ; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  does  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  say.,  none ;  I  '11  able  'em  : 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  the  accuser's  lips.     Get  thee  glass  eyes  ; 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not.     Now,  now,  now, 

now ; 
Pull  off  my  boots  ;  harder,  harder  ;  so. 

Edg.  Aside.   O  !  matter  and  impertinency  mix'd  ; 
Reason  in  madness. 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes  ; 
I  know  thee  well  enough  ;  thy  name  is  Gloucester  : 


99  KING  LEAR  Act  iv 

Thou  must  be  patient  ;  we  came  crying  hither  : 
Thou  know'st  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the  air 
We  waul  and  cry.     I  will  preach  to  thee  :  mark. 

Glou.  Alack,  alack  the  day  ! 

Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  stage  of  fools.     This  a  good  block  ! 
It  were  a  delicate  stratagem  to  shoe 
A  troop  of  horse  with  felt ;  I  '11  put  "t  in  proof, 
And  when  I  have  stol'n  upon  these  sons-in-law, 
Then,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill ! 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  with  Attendants. 

Gent.   O  !  here  he  is  ;  lay  hand  upon  him.     Sir, 
Your  most  dear  daughter — 

Lear.   No  rescue  ?    What  !  a  prisoner  ?    I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.     Use  me  well  ; 
You  shall  have  ransom.     Let  me  have  surgeons  ; 
I  am  cut  to  the  brains. 

Gent.  You  shall  have  any  thing. 

,  Lear,  No  seconds?  all  myself? 
Why  this  would  make  a  man  a  man  of  salt. 
To  use  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pots. 
Ay,  and  laying  autumn's  dust. 

Gent.  Good  sir, — 

Lear.  I  will  die  bravely,  like  a  bridegroom.    What ! 
I  will  be  jovial :  come,  come  ;  I  am  a  king, 
My  masters,  know  you  that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there 's  life  in  't.     Nay,  an  you  get  it, 
you  shall  get  it  by  running.     Sa,  sa,  sa,  sa. 

Exit ;  Attendants  follow, 

Gent,  A  sight  most  pitiful  in  the  meanest  wretch, 
Past  speaking  of  in  a  king  !    Thou  hast  one  daughter, 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curse 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

Edg,  Hail,  gentle  sir  I 
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Gent.  Sir,  speed  you  :  what 's  your  will  ? 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  aught,  sir,  of  a  battle  toward  ? 

Gent.  Most  sure  and  vulgar  ;  every  one  hears  that, 
Which  can  distinguish  sound. 

Edg.  But,  by  your  favour, 

How  near 's  the  other  army  ? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  speedy  foot ;  the  main  desciy 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  sir  :  that 's  all. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  queen  on  special  cause  is  here, 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on. 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  sir.         Exit  Gentleman. 

Glon.  You  ever-gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me : 
Let  not  my  worser  spirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  please  ! 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

Glou.  Now,  good  sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg.  A  most  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortune's 
blows  ; 
Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  sorrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.    Give  me  your  hand, 
I  '11  lead  you  to  some  biding. 

Glou.  Hearty  thanks  : 

The  bounty  and  the  benison  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot  ! 

Enter  Oswald. 

Osic.  A  proclaim'd  prize  !  Most  happy  ! 

That  eyeless  head  of  thine  was  first  fram'd  flesh 
To  raise  my  fortunes.     Thou  old  unhappy  traitor. 
Briefly  thyself  remember  :  the  sword  is  out 
That  must  destroy  thee. 

Glou.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  strength  enough  to  't.  Edgar  interposes. 

Osw.  Wherefore,  bold  peasant, 

Dar'st  thou  support  a  publish'd  traitor?    Hence  ; 
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Lest  that  the  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go,  zur,  without  vurther  'casion. 

Osw.  Let  go,  slave,  or  thou  diest. 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,  and  let  poor 
volk  pass.  An  chud  ha'  bin  zwaggered  out  of  my 
life,  'twould  not  ha'  bin  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight. 
Nay,  come  not  near  th'  old  man ;  keep  out,  che  vor 
ye,  or  ise  try  whither  your  costard  or  my  ballow  be  the 
harder.     Chill  be  plain  with  you. 

Osii<.   Out,  dunghill ! 

Edg.  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  zur.  Come  ;  no  matter 
vor  your  foins. 

They  fight,  and  Edgar  knocks  him  dcnvn. 

Osiv.   Slave,  thou  hast  slain  me.      Villain,  take  my 
purse. 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body  ; 
And  give  the  letters  which  thou  find'st  about  me 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Gloucester  ;  seek  him  out 
Upon  the  English  party  :  O  I  untimely  death. 
Death !  Dies. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well  :  a  serviceable  villain  ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  mistress 
As  badness  would  desire. 

Glou.  What  !  is  he  dead  ? 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  father ;  rest  you. 
Let 's  see  these  pockets  :  the  letters  that  he  speaks  of 
May  be  my  friends.     He  's  dead ;  I  am  only  sorry 
He  had  no  other  death's-man.     Let  us  see  : 
Leave,  gentle  wax  ;  and,  manners,  blame  us  not  : 
To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we'd  rip  their  hearts  ; 
Their  papers  is  more  lawful. 

Let  our  reciprocal  voios  be  remembered.  You  have 
many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off ;  if  your  will  %vaut 
not,  time  and  place  will  be  fi-uitfully  offered.     There  is 
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nothing  done  if  he  letiirn  the  conqueror  ;  then  am  I 
the  prisoner,  and  his  bed  ?fiy  gaol ;  from  the  loathed 
warmth  luhereof  deliver  me,  and  supply  the  place  for 
your  labour. 

Your — li'ife,  so  I  would  say — 
Affectionate  sen'ant, 

GONERIL. 

O  undistinguish'd  space  of  woman's  will  ! 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life, 

And  the  exchange  my  brother  I  Here,  in  the  sands, 

Thee  I  '11  rake  up,  the  post  unsanctified 

Of  murderous  lechers  ;  and  in  the  mature  time 

With  this  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 

Of  the  death-practisd  duke.     For  him  'tis  well 

That  of  thy  death  and  business  I  can  tell. 

Glou.  The  king  is  mad  :  how  stiff  is  my  vile  sense. 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows  I  Better  I  were  distract : 
So  should  my  thoughts  be  sever'd  from  my  griefs, 
And  woes  by  wrong  imaginations  lose 
The  knowledge  of  themselves.  Drum  afar  off. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand  : 

Far  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum. 
Come,  father,  I  '11  bestow  you  with  a  friend.    Exeunt. 


SCENE  VII.— ^  Tent  in  the  French  Camp. 
Enter  Cordelia,  Kext,  Doctor,  and  Gentleman. 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent  !  how  shall  I  live  and  work 
To  match  thy  goodness  ?    My  life  will  be  too  short. 
And  every  measure  fail  me. 

/Cent.  To  be  acknowledg'd,  madam,  is  o'er-paid. 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modest  tnith. 
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Nor  more  nor  clippVl,  but  so. 

Cor.  Be  better  suited  : 

These  weeds  are  memories  of  those  worser  hours  : 
I  prithee,  put  them  ofif. 

ITenf.  Pardon  me,  dear  madam  ; 

Yet  to  be  known  shortens  my  made  intent : 
My  boon  I  make  it  that  you  know  me  not 
Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be  't  so,  my  good  lord.     To  the  Doctor. 
How  does  the  king  ? 

Doct.  Madam,  sleeps  still. 

Cor.   O  you  kind  gods, 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abused  nature  ! 
The  untun'd  and  jarring  senses,  O  !  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father. 

Doct.  So  please  your  majesty 

That  we  may  wake  the  king  ?  he  hath  slept  long. 

Cor.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
1'  the  sway  of  your  own  will.     Is  he  array 'd  ? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  chair  carried  by  Sen-ants. 

Doct.  Ay,  madam  ;  in  the  heaviness  of  sleep 
We  put  fresh  garments  on  him. 

Kent.  Be  by,  good  madam,  when  we  do  awake  him  ; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  Very  well.        Music. 

Doct.  Please  you,   draw  near.     Louder   the   music 
there  I 

Cor.   O  my  dear  father  I   Restoration  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips,  and  let  this  kiss 
Repair  those  violent  harms  that  my  two  sisters 
Haye  in  thy  reverence  made  I 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  princess  ! 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  these  white 
flakes 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.     Was  this  a  face 
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To  be  oppos'd  against  the  warring  winds  ? 

To  stand  against  the  deep  dread-bolted  thunder  ? 

In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 

Of  quick  cross  lightning  ?  to  watch,  poor  perdu  ! 

With  this  thin  helm  ?   Mine  enemy's  dog, 

Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  have  stood  that  night 

Against  my  fire.     And  wast  thou  fain,  poor  father, 

To  hovel  thee  with  swine  and  rogues  forlorn, 

In  short  and  musty  straw  ?  Alack,  alack  ! 

'Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 

Had  not  concluded  all.     He  wakes  ;  speak  to  him. 

Doct.  Madam,  do  you  ;  'tis  fittest. 

Co7'.  How  does  my  i-oyal  lord  ?    How  fares  your 
majesty  ? 

Lear.  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o'  the  grave  ; 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss  ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 

Co7'.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

Lear.  You  are  a  spirit,  I  know  ;  Avhen  did  you  die  ? 

Cor.   Still,  stiD,  far  wide. 

Doct.  He  's  scarce  awake  ;  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.  AVhere  have  I  been  ?  Where  am  I  ?  Fair  day- 
light? 
I  am  mightily  abus'd.     I  should  e'en  die  with  pity 
To  see  another  thus.     I  know  not  what  to  say. 
I  will  not  swear  these  are  my  hands  :  let 's  see  ; 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.     Would  I  were  assur'd 
Of  my  condition  ! 

Cor.  O  !  look  upon  me,  sir, 

And  hold  your  hands  in  benediction  o'er  me. 
No,  sir,  you  must  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me  : 

I  am  a  very  foolish  fond  old  man, 
Fourscore  and  upward,  not  an  hour  more  nor  less  ; 
And,  to  deal  plainly, 

X.  X 
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I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind. 
Methinks  I  should  know  you  and  know  this  man  ; 
Yet  I  am  doubtful  :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is,  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  these  garments  ;  nor  I  know  not 
^Yhere  I  did  lodge  last  night.     Do  not  laugh  at  me  ; 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Coj:  And  so  I  am,  I  am. 

Lear,  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  Yes,  faith.     I  pray,  weep 
not : 
If  you  have  poison  for  me,  I  will  drink  it. 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me  ;  for  your  sisters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong  : 
You  have  some  cause,  they  have  not. 

Coj:  No  cause,  no  cause. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France? 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abuse  me. 

Doct.  Be  comforted,  good  madam  ;  the  great  rage, 
You  see,  is  kill'd  in  him  ;  and  yet  it  is  danger 
To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  he  has  lost. 
Desire  him  to  go  in  ;  trouble  him  no  more 
Till  further  settling. 

Cor.  AYill  't  please  your  highness  walk  ? 

Lear.  You  must  bear  with  me. 

Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive :  I  am  old  and  foolish. 

Exeunt  Lear,  Cordelia,  Doctor,  and 

Attendants. 

Gent.  Holds  it  true,  sir,  that  the  Duke  of  Cornwall 
was  so  slain  ? 

ICent.  Most  certain,  sir. 

Gent.  Who  is  conductor  of  his  people? 

Kent.  As  'tis  said,  the  bastard  son  of  Gloucester. 

Gent.  They  say  Edgar,  his  banished  son,  is  with  the 
Earl  of  Kent  in  Germany. 
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Kent.  Report  is  changeable.  'Tis  time  to  look  about ; 
the  powers  of  the  kingdom  approach  apace. 

Gent.  The  arbitrement  is  like  to  be  bloody.     Fare 
you  well,  sir.  Exit. 

Kent.   My   point    and   period    will    be    throughly 
wrought. 
Or  well  or  ill,  as  this  day's  battle  's  fought.  Exit, 


ACT  V 

SCENE  I. —  The  British  Camp  near  Dover. 

Enter,  with  drum  and  colours,  Edmund,  Regax, 
Officers,  Soldiers,  and  Others. 

Edm.   Know  of  the  duke  if  his  last  purpose  hold, 
Or  whether  since  he  is  advis'd  by  aught 
To  change  the  course  ;  he  's  full  of  alteration 
And  self-reproving  ;  bring  his  constant  pleasure. 

To  an  Officer,  'who  goes  cut. 

Reg.  Our  sister's  man  is  certainly  miscarried. 

Edm.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  madam. 

Reg.  Now,  sweet  lord, 

You  know  the  goodness  I  intend  upon  you  : 
Tell  me,  but  truly,  but  then  speak  the  truth, 
Do  you  not  love  my  sister? 

Edm.  In  honour'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  forfended  place  ? 

Edjn.  That  thought  abuses  you. 

Reg.   I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  conjunct 
And  bosom'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 

Edm.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam. 

Reg.   I  never  shall  endure  her  :  dear  my  lord, 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 
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Edvu  Fear  me  not. 

She  and  the  duke  her  husband  ! 

Enter,  iviih  drum  and  colours,  Albaxv,  GoxekIL, 
and  Soldiers. 

Con.  Aside,  I  had  rather  lose  the  battle  than  that 
sister 
Should  loosen  him  and  me. 

Alb.  Our  very  loving  sister,  well  be-met. 
Sir,  this  I  heard  ;  the  king  is  come  to  his  daughter, 
With  others  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.     Where  I  could  not  be  honest, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  business, 
It  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  holds  the  king,  with  others,  whom,  I  fear. 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose. 

Edm.   Sir,  you  speak  nobly. 

Reg.  Why  is  this  reason'd  ? 

Gon.  Combine  together  'gainst  the  enemy  ; 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  question  here. 

Alb.  Let 's  then  determine 

With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceeding. 

Edm.  I  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your  tent. 

Reg.   Sister,  you  '11  go  with  us  ? 

Gon.  No. 

Reg.  'Tis  most  convenient ;  pray  you,  go  with  us. 

Gon.  Aside.  O,  ho  I  I  know  the  riddle.    I  will  go. 

Enter  Edgar,  disguised. 

Edg.  If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  v.-ith  man  so  poor, 
Hear  me  one  word. 

Alb.  I  '11  overtake  you.     Speak. 

Exeunt  Edmuxd,  Reg  ax,  Goxeril,  Officers, 
Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 
Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  battle,  ope  this  letter. 
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If  you  have  victory,  let  the  trumpet  sound 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  seem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion  that  will  prove 
"What  is  avouched  there.     If  you  miscarry, 
Your  business  of  the  world  hath  so  an  end. 
And  machination  ceases.     Fortune  love  you  ! 

Alb.   Stay  till  I  have  read  the  letter. 

Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 

When  time  shall  serve,  let  but  the  herald  ciy. 
And  T  '11  appear  again. 

Alb,  Why,  fare  thee  well  :  I  will  o'erlook  thy  paper. 

Exit  Edgar. 

Re-enter  Edmund. 

Edm.  The  enemy  's  in  view  ;  draw  up  your  powers. 
Here  is  the  guess  of  their  true  strength  and  forces 
By  diligent  discovery  ;  but  your  haste 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Alb.  We  will  greet  the  time.     Exit. 

Edm.  To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my  love  ; 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  stung 
Are  of  the  adder.     Which  of  them  shall  I  take  ? 
Both  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?   Neither  can  be  enjoy'd 
If  both  remain  alive  :  to  take  the  widow 
Exasperates,  makes  mad  her  sister  Goneril ; 
And  hardly  shall  I  carry  out  my  side. 
Her  husband  being  alive.     Now  then,  we  '11  use 
His  countenance  for  the  battle  ;  which  being  done, 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him  devise 
His  speedy  taking  off.     As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon  ;  for  my  state 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate,  Exit, 
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SCENE    11.—^  Field  bchvecn  the  two  Camps. 

Alarum  within.    Enter,  ivith  drum  and  colours,  Lear, 
CORDELLi,  and  their  Forces  ;  and  excuni. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Gloucester. 

Edg.   Here,  father,  take  the  shadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  host ;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive. 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I  '11  bring  you  comfort. 

Glou.  Grace  go  with  you,  sir  !     Exit  Edgar. 

Alarum;  aftenuards  a  retreat.     Ke-enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  Away,  old  man  !  give  me  thy  hand  :  away  ! 
King  Lear  hath  lost,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en. 
Give  me  thy  hand  ;  come  on. 

Glou.  No  further,  sir  ;  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Edg.  What  I  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?    Men  must  en- 
dure 
Their  going  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither  : 
Ripeness  is  all.     Come  on. 

Glou.  And  that 's  true  too.     Exeunt. 


SCENE    \\\.  —  The  British  Camp  near  Doz'cr. 

Enter,  in  conquest,  with  drum  and  colours,  Edmund  ; 
Lear  and  Cordelia,  prisoners ;  Officers,  Soldiers, 
etc. 

Edtn.   Some  officers  take  them  away  :  good  guard, 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known 
That  are  to  censure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  first 
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Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  incurred  ilie  worst. 
For  thee,  oppressed  king,  am  I  cast  down  ; 
Myself  could  else  out-frown  false  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters  and  these  sisters  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no  !  Come,  let 's  away  to  prison  ; 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i'  the  cage : 
When  thou  dost  ask  me  blessing,  I '11  kneel  doun, 
And  ask  of  thee  forgiveness  :  so  we  '11  live, 
And  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugli 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news ;  and  we  '11  talk  with  them  too, 
Who  loses  and  who  wins  ;  who 's  in,  who's  out ; 
And  take  upon  's  the  mystery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies  :  and  we  '11  wear  out, 
In  a  wall'd  prison,  packs  and  sects  of  great  ones 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon. 

£c///i.  Take  them  away. 

Lear,  Upon  such  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themselves  throw  incense.     Have  I  caught 

thee  ? 
He  that  parts  us  shall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven, 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes.     Wipe  thine  eyes  ; 
The  goujeres  shall  devour  them,  flesh  and  fell. 
Ere  they  shall  make  us  weep  :  we  '11  see  'em  starve  first. 
Come.  Exeunt  Lear  and  Cordelia,  gnardai. 

Edm.  Come  hither,  captain  ;  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note ;  Giving  a  fapcr. 

Go  follow  them  to  prison. 
One  step  I  have  advanc'd  thee  ;  if  thou  dost 
As  this  instructs  thee,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes  ;  know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is  ;  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  sword  ;  thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  question  ;  either  say  thou  'It  do  't, 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Offi.  ril  do't,  my  lord. 
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Edm.  About  it;  and  write  happywhenthouhast  done. 
Mark, — I  say,  instantly,  and  carry  it  so 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

OJi.  I  cannot  draw  a  cart  nor  eat  dried  oats  ; 
If  it  be  man's  work  I  '11  do  it.  Exit. 

Elourish.    Euter  Albany,  Goxeril,  Kegax,  Officers, 
a?id  Attendants. 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  show'd  to-day  your  valiant  strain, 
And  fortune  led  you  well ;  you  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  strife  ; 
We  do  require  them  of  you,  so  to  use  them 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  our  safety 
May  equally  determine. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 

To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention  and  appointed  guard  ; 
Whose  age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more, 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side, 
And  turn  our  impress'd  lances  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  sent  the  queen  ; 
My  reason  all  the  same  ;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  space,  to  appear 
WTiere  you  shall  hold  your  session.     At  this  time 
We  sweat  and  bleed  ;  the  friend  hath  lost  his  friend, 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs'd 
By  those  that  feel  their  sharpness  ; 
The  question  of  Cordelia  and  her  father 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  patience, 

I  hold  you  but  a  subject  of  this  war, 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  That 's  as  we  list  to  grace  him  : 

Methinks  our  pleasure  might  have  been  demandetl, 
Ere  you  had  spoke  so  far.     He  led  our  powers, 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  person  j 
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The  \vhich  immediacy  may  well  stand  up, 
And  call  itself  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  so  hot ; 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

J^eg.  In  my  rights, 

By  me  invested,  he  compeers  the  best. 

Alb.  That  were  the  most,  if  he  should  husband  you. 

Reg.  Jesters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holla,  holla  1 

That  eye  that  told  you  so  look'd  but  a-squint. 

Reg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well ;  else  I  should  answer 
From  a  full-flowing  stomach.     General, 
Take  thou  my  soldiers,  prisoners,  patrimony  ; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me  ;  the  walls  are  thine  ; 
Witness  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Goti.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 

Alb.  The  let-alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 

Edm,  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Reg.    To  Edmund.  Let  the  drum  strike,  and  prove 
my  title  thine. 

Alb.  Stay  yet ;  hear  reason.    Edmund,  I  arrest  thee 
On  capital  treason  ;  and,  in  thy  arrest. 
This  gilded  serpent.  Pointing  to  Goxeril. 

For  your  claim,  fair  sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife  ; 
'Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord, 
And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  bans. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me, 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

Go?t.  An  interlude  ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,  Gloucester;  let  the  trumpet 
sound  : 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  person 
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Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  many  treasons, 

There  is  ray  pledge  ;  Throws  down  a  gloi'C, 

I  '11  prove  it  on  thy  heart, 
Ere  I  taste  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Than  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 

Reg.  Sick  !  O,  sick  ! 

Gon.  Aside.   If  not,  I  '11  ne'er  trust  medicine. 

Edm,   There 's  my  exchange  : 

Th)-07vs  down  a  glove. 
What  in  the  Avorld  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies. 
Call  by  thy  trumpet  :  he  that  dares  approach, 
On  him,  on  you,  who  not  ?  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Alb.  A  herald,  ho  ! 

Edm.  A  herald,  ho  !  a  herald  ! 

Alb.  Trust  to  thy  single  virtue  ;  for  thy  soldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  My  sickness  grows  upon  me. 

Alb.   She  is  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

Exit  Regan,  led. 
Enter  a  Herald. 
Come  hither,  herald, — Let  the  trumpet  sound, — 
And  read  out  this. 

Offi.   Sound,  trumpet  !  A  trumpet  sounds. 

Her.  If  any  man  of  quality  or  degree  within  the  lists 
of  the  army  will  tnaintain  jipon  Edmund,  supposed 
Earl  of  Gloucester,  that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor,  let  him 
appear  by  the  third  sound  of  the  trumpet.  He  is  bold 
in  his  defence. 

Edm.   Sound  !  First  trumpet. 

Her.  Again  !  Second  trumpet. 

Her.  Again  !  Third  trumpet. 

Trumpet  answers  within. 
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Enter  Edgar,  armed,  unth  a  trumpet  before  /liiit. 

Alb.  Ask  him  his  purposes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'  the  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you  ? 

^'our  name  ?  your  quality  ?  and  why  you  answer 
This  present  summons  ? 

Edg.  Know,  my  name  is  lost ; 

By  treason's  tooth  bare-gnawn  and  canker-bit  : 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adversary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  adversary  ? 

Edg.  What 's  he  that  speaks  for  Edmund  Earl  of 
Gloucester  ? 

Edm.  Himself:  what  say'st  thou  to  him? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  sword, 

That,  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  justice  ;  here  is  mine  : 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours, 
My  oath,  and  my  profession  :  I  protest, 
Maugre  thy  strength,  youth,  place,  and  eminence. 
Despite  thy  victor  sword  and  fire-new  fortune. 
Thy  valour  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor. 
False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father, 
Conspirant  'gainst  this  high  illustrious  prince, 
And,  from  the  extremest  upward  of  thy  head 
To  the  descent  and  dust  below  thy  foot, 
A  most  toad-spotted  traitor.     Say  thou  *  No,' 
This  sword,  this  arm,  and  my  best  spirits  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  speak, 
Thou  liest. 

Edm.         In  wisdom  I  should  ask  thy  name  ; 
But  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  war-like, 
And  that  thy  tongue  some  say  of  breeding  breathes. 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  knighthood,  I  disdain  and  spurn  ; 
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Back  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head, 
^Vith  tlie  hell-hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart, 
\Vhich,  for  they  yet  glance  by  and  scarcely  bruise, 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant  way, 
Where  they  shall  rest  for  ever.     Trumpets,  speak. 

Alarums.      They  fight.     Edmuxd  falls. 

Alh.  Save  him  !  save  him  ! 

Gon.  This  is  practice,  Gloucester  : 

By  the  law  of  arms  thou  wast  not  bound  to  answer 
An  unknown  opposite  ;  thou  art  not  vanquish'd, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame, 

Or  with  this  paper  shall  I  stop  it.     Hold,  sir ; 
Thou  worse  than  any  name,  read  thine  own  evil : 
No  tearing,  lady  ;  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gives  the  letter  to  EDMUND. 

Gon.   Say,  if  I  do,  the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine  : 
Who  can  arraign  me  for  't  ?  Exit, 

Alb.  jNIost  monstrous  1  O  I 

Know'st  thou  this  paper  ? 

Edni.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know. 

Alb.   Go  after  her  :  she  's  desperate  ;  govern  her. 

Exit  an  Officer. 

Edm.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  have  I 
done. 
And  more,  much  more  ;  the  time  will  bring  it  out : 
'Tis  past,  and  so  am  I.     But  what  art  thou 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me?     If  thou  'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let 's  exchange  charity. 

I  am  no  less  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund  j 
If  more,  the  more  thou  hast  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  son. 
.The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  plague  us  : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got 
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Cost  him  his  eyes. 

£(/w.  Thou  hast  spoken  right,  'tis  true. 

The  wheel  is  come  full  circle  ;  I  am  here. 

A/l^.  Methought  thy  very  gait  did  prophesy 
A  royal  nobleness  :  I  must  embrace  thee  : 
Let  sorrow  split  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee  or  thy  father. 

£d^'''  Worthy  prince,  I  know  't. 

A//k  Where  have  you  hid  yourself? 
How  have  you  known  the  miseries  of  your  father  ? 

£cf£:  By  nursing  them,  my  lord.     List  a  brief  tale  ; 
And  when  'tis  told,  O  !    that  my  heart  would  burst, 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  escape 
That  follow'd  me  so  near,  —  O  I  our  lives'  sweetness, 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  die 
Rather  than  die  at  once  I — taught  me  to  shift 
Into  a  madman's  rags,  to  assume  a  semblance 
That  veiy  dogs  disdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  v/ith  his  bleeding  rings, 
Their  precious  stones  new  lost ;  became  his  guide, 
Led  him,  begg'd  for  him,  sav'd  him  from  despair  ; 
Never,  O  fault  !  reveal'd  myself  unto  him, 
Until  some  half-hour  past,  when  I  was  arm'd  ; 
Not  sure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  success, 
I  ask'd  his  blessing,  and  from  first  to  last 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage  :  but  his  flaw'd  heart, 
Alack  !  too  weak  the  conflict  to  support ; 
'Twixt  two  extremes  of  passion,  joy  and  grief. 
Burst  smilingly. 

£dm.  This  speech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me, 

And  shall  perchance  do  good  ;  but  speak  you  on  ; 
You  look  as  you  had  something  more  to  say. 

A/l?.  If  there  be  more,  more  woeful,  hold  it  in  ; 
For  I  am  almost  ready  to  dissolve, 
Hearing  of  this. 

i?<4'-.  This  would  have  seem'd  a  period 
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To  such  as  love  not  sorrow  ;  but  another, 

To  amplify  too  much,  would  make  much  more, 

And  top  extremity. 

Whilst  I  was  big  in  clamour  came  there  a  man, 

AVho,  having  seen  me  in  my  worst  estate, 

Shunn'd  my  abhorr'd  society  ;  but  then,  finding 

Who  'twas  that  so  endur'd,  with  his  strong  arms 

He  fasten'd  on  my  neck,  and  bellow'd  out 

As  he  'd  burst  heaven  ;  threw  him  on  my  father  ; 

Told  the  most  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him 

That  ever  ear  receiv'd  ;  which  in  recounting 

His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  life 

Began  to  crack  :  twice  then  the  trumpets  sounded, 

And  there  I  left  him  tranc'd. 

Alb.  But  who  was  this? 

Edg.  Kent,  sir,  the  banish'd  Kent ;  who  in  disguise 
FoUow'd  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service 
Improper  for  a  slave. 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  ivith  a  bloody  knife. 

Gejit.  Help,  help  !  O,  help  ! 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help  ? 

Alb.  Speak,  man. 

Edg.  What  means  that  bloody  knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  smokes; 

It  came  even  from  the  heart  of — O  !  she  's  dead. 

Alb.  Who  dead  ?  speak,  man. 

Gent.  Your  lady,  sir,  your  lady  :  and  her  sister 
By  her  is  poison'd  ;  she  confesses  it. 

Edin.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both  :  all  three 
Now  many  in  an  instant. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent. 

Alb.  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead  : 
This  judgment  of  the  heavens,  that  makes  us  tremble, 
Touches  us  not  m  ith  pity.  E:K-it  Gentleman, 
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Enter  Kent. 


O  !  is  this  he  ? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment 
Which  very  manners  urges. 

Kent.  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye  good  night ; 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot  ! 

Speak,    Edmund,    where 's   the   king  ?    and  where 's 

Cordelia  ? 
Seest  thou  this  object,  Kent  ? 

The  bodies  of  Goneril  and  Regan  are  brought  in, 

Kent.  Alack  !  why  thus  ? 

Ed7n.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd  : 

The  one  the  other  poison'd  for  my  sake, 
And  after  slew  herself. 

Alb.  Even  so.     Cover  their  faces, 

Ed77t.  I  pant  for  life  :  some  good  I  mean  to  do 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  send, 
Be  brief  in  it,  to  the  castle  ;  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  on  Cordelia. 
Nay,  send  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run  !  O,  run  ! 

Edg.  To  who,  my  lord  ?    Who  has  the  office  ?  send 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Ed?n.  Well  thought  on  :  take  my  sword, 
Give  it  the  captain. 

Alb.  Haste  thee,  for  thy  life. 

Exit  Edgar, 

Edm.  He  hath  commission  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  despair. 
That  she  fordid  herself. 

Alb.  The  gods  defend  her  !  Bear  him  hence  awhile. 
Edmund  is  borne  off. 
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Re-enter  Lear,  ivith  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arms ; 
Edgar,  Officer,  and  Others. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl !    O  !    you  are  men 
of  stones: 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I  'd  use  them  so 
That  heaven's  vault  should  crack.     She 's  gone  for 

ever. 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives  ; 
She  's  dead  as  earth.     Lend  me  a  looking-glass  ; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone, 
Why,  then  she  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promis'd  end  ? 

Edg.   Or  image  of  that  horror  ? 

Alb.  Fall  and  cease  ? 

Lear.   This  feather  stirs  ;  she  lives  !  if  it  be  so, 
It  is  a  chance  which  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent.    Kneeling.       O  my  good  master  ! 

Lear.  Prithee,  away. 

Edg.  'Tis  noble  Kent,  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murderers,  traitors  all ! 
I  might  have  sav'd  her  ;  now,  she  's  gone  for  ever  I 
Cordelia,  Cordelia  !  stay  a  little.     Ha  ! 
What  is  't  thou  say'st  ?  Her  voice  was  ever  soft, 
Gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman. 
I  kill'd  the  slave  that  was  a-hanging  thee. 

Off.   'Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow  ? 

I  have  seen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  falchion 
I  would  have  made  them  skip  :  I  am  old  now, 
And  these  same  crosses  spoil  me.     Who  are  you  ? 
Mine  eyes  are  not  o'  the  best  :  I  '11  tell  you  straight. 

LCent.   If  fortune  brag  of  two  she  lov'd  and  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

L.car.  This  is  a  dull  sight.     Are  you  not  Kent  ? 
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Kent.  The  same  ; 

Your  servant  Kent.     Where  is  your  servant  Caius  ? 

Lear.  He  's  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that ; 
He  '11  strike,  and  quickly  too.     He  's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  I  am  the  very  man, — 

Lear.  I  '11  see  that  straight. 

Kent.  That  from  your  first  of  difference  and  decay, 
Have  foUow'd  your  sad  steps, — • 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  Nor  no  man  else  ;  all 's  cheerless,  dark,  and 
deadly  : 
'Your  eldest  daughters  have  fordone  themselves. 
And  desperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  so  I  think. 

Alb.  He  knows  not  what  he  says,  and  vaiu  is  it 
That  we  present  us  to  him. 

Edg,  Very  bootless. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Off.  Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 

Alb.  That 's  but  a  trifle  here. 

You  lords  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent  ; 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come 
Shall  be  applied  :  for  us,  we  will  resign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majesty, 
To  him  our  absolute  power  :    To  Edgar  and  KENT. 

You,  to  your  rights. 
With  boot  and  such  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.     All  friends  shall  taste 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  deservings.     O  !  see,  see  ! 

L^ar.  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd  !  No,  no,  no  life  ! 
W^hy  should  a  dog,  a  horse,  a  rat,  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?    Thou  'It  come  no  more, 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never  ! 
Pray  you,  undo  this  button  :  thank  you,  sir. 

X.  Y 
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Do  you  see  this  ?  Look  on  her,  look,  her  lips, 

Look  there,  look  there  !  Dies. 

Edg.  He  faints  I  My  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Kent.  Break,  heart ;  I  prithee,  break  ! 

Edg.  Look  up,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghost :  OI  let  him  pass;  he  hates 
him 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is  he  hath  endur'd  so  long  : 
He  but  usurp'd  his  life. 

Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence.     Our  present  business 
Is  general  woe.    To  Kent  and  Edgar.  Friends  of  my 

soul,  you  twain 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  state  sustain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey,  sir,  shortly  to  go  ; 
My  master  calls  me,  I  must  not  say  no. 

Edg.  The  weight  of  this  sad  time  we  must  obey  ; 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  say. 
The  oldest  hath  borne  most :  we  that  are  young 
Shall  never  see  so  much,  nor  live  so  long. 

Exeunt,  with  a  dead' march. 


/o 


79ft 


afcv..     Si:20m 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


BRIEF 

PR 

0055418 

V.5 


